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Their  whole  souls  are  devoted  to  the  gratification  of  their  vanity, 
their  love  of  admiration,  dressing  and  undressing  of  themselves ; 
and  such  is  the  wretched  effect  of  pursuits  so  trivial  and  contempti- 
ble, that  their  souls  have  no  expansion,  and  their  hearts  become  in- 
capable of  any  generous  emotions.  The  sacrifice  of  a  single  op- 
portunity to  exhibit  their  prettinesses  causes  a  tempest  of  passion 
hardly  to  be  conceived  of. 

*  I  fear  you  are  too  severe  upon  the  poor  creatures.  They  have 
but  few  objects  to  interest  them,  and  naturally  seek  to  attain  that 
grace  and  beauty  which  is  the  secret  of  their  strength  and  influence.' 

*  But  it  is  not,  if  they  knew  it ;  they  would  be  irresistible  could 
they  but  know  that  the  attractions  they  covet  are  shallow  and  worth- 
less, and  the  beauty  they  so  sedulously  seek  to  heighten,  is  only  per- 
manently influential  when  they  possess  those  graces  of  the  mind  and 
affections,  and  that  gentleness  and  loveliness  of  demeanor  which 
they  know  is  the  highest  attraction;  but  of  which  they  rarely 
seek  more  than  the  shadow.  One  of  their  greatest  favorites,  and 
whose  poems  they  place  under  their  pillows,  and  on  their  centre- 
tables,  nas  said  of  them :  *  Women  were  ever  fated  to  be  my 
bane.  Like  Napoleon,  I  have  always  had  a  great  contempt  for 
women ;  and  formed  this  opinion  of  them  not  hastily,  but  from 
my  own  fatal  experience.  My  writings,  indeed,  tend  to  exalt 
the  sex,  and  my  imagination  has  always  delighted  in  giving 
them  a  heau  ideal  likeness,  but  I  only  drew  them  as  a  painter 
or  a  sculptor  would  do  —  as  they  should  be.  The  Turks  and 
Eastern  people  manage  these  matters  better  than  we  mIo  :  they 
lock  them  up,  and  they  are  much  happier.  Give  a  woman  a 
looking-glass  and  a  few  sugar-plums  and  she  will  be  satisfied.'* 
This  picture  is  drawn  by  one  who  has  seen  society  in  its  highest 
forms,  and  may  be  considered  a  capable  judge.  *  Tis  true,  there  are 
a  few  who  are  susceptible  of  a  strong  passion,  which  takes  them 
out  of  themselves,  and  whatever  direction  this  takes,  it  is  a  sure  in- 
dication of  a  superior  nature.  Now,  as  I  have  said,  they  get  some- 
times weary  of  the  worthlessness  of  their  pursuits,  and  an  aboli- 
tionist will  sometimes  inspire  them  with  a  strong  desire  for  the 
homes  and  skies  of  their  forefathers,  by  picturing  the  beauty  and 
happiness  they  may  attain  by  leaving  my  service ;  and  they  give 
me  some  trouble  to  reclaim  them,  though  I  am  made  to  feel  that 
they  are  hardly  worth  the  cost  of  the  gew-gaws  by  which  they  are 
won,  and  the  exercise  of  the  little  arts  by  which  they  are  to  be  re- 
tained. 

*  But  why  keep  them  in  your  service  1  Why  not  let  them  run, 
if  they  are  desirous  of  going  V 

*  An,  Madam,  whatever  may  be  my  real  estimate  of  their  charac- 
ters, they  are  after  all  essential  and  necessary  to  me.' 

'  For  what  purpose,  if  they  are  so  worthless  in  themselves  V 

*  I  must  have  tnem  for  wives  and  mothers.     They  are  useful  to 

*  LoBO  BrAON>  Convenatlona  with  LieatouaDt  Mbdwin. 
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AMERICAN       SCHOLARSHIP. 


It  must  be  admitted  that  many  of  the  most  successful  and  dis' 
tinguished  men  have  been  self-made.  Wealth,  rank  in  society  and 
powerful  friends,  which  in  some  cases  apparently  open  a  royal  road 
to  distinction,  have  never  enticed  them  into  exertion,  nor  refreshed 
them  during  their  toil.  They  have  rather  been  thrust  forward  by 
an  indomitable  will,  along  a  steep  and  slippery  path,  crossed  with 
torrents,  overhung  with  rocks,  and  clouded  by  storms.  As  it  has 
been  with  individuals,  so  it  may  be  with  nations.  A  young  people 
may  start  into  life,  possessing  in  itself  all  the  elements  of  phy* 
sical  and  moral  greatness.  To  be  sure,  time  alone  can  bring  unity 
and  steadfastness  of  purpose,  the  full  development  of  its  resources, 
and  the  perfection  of  concentrated  powers.  All  other  wants,  how- 
ever, its  native  richness  will  supply ;  all  other  obstacles  the  wild 
sweep  of  its  energies  will  lay  prostrate.  As  an  example  of  this 
truth,  America  stands  before  the  eyes  of  the  world. 

It  is  however  our  present  intention  to  speak  of  but  one  of  the 
forms  in  which  our  nation  has  developed  its  self-making  energies. 
We  mean  Scholarship  ;  an  object  of  national  ambition  upon  which 
the  peculiar  disadvantages  of  youth  have  more  influence  than  upon 
any  other. 

There  are  those  who  are  ever  ready  to  decry  our  claims  to  scho- 
larship, while  others  are  not  wanting  to  cry  them  up  extravagantly. 
These  extremes  are  of  course  undesirable.  A  rational  and  careful 
estimate  of  the  attainments  of  the  United  States  in  scholarship  has, 
so  far  as  we  know,  never  been  attempted. 

It  has  been  truly  said  that  *  our  country  is  indeed  a  giant,  leaping 
forth  in  his  strength.'  Only  a  little  more  than  two  centuries  have 
elapsed  since  the  wild  woods  of  America  resounded  for  the  first 
time  with  the  footsteps  of  the  white  man  ;  since  the  forests  disap- 
peared from  the  places  where  now  have  risen  with  a  kind  of  majesty 
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no  eminent  divines,  has  been  expressed.  But  the  absurdity  of  this 
assertion  will  be  manifest  if  we  take  a  brief  survey  of  facts. 

Among  those  belonging  to  our  first  and  second  ages,  we  would 
mention  Cotton,  the  Mathers  and  Thompson,  as  men  of  fervent 
piety,  sound  in  thought,  acute  in  reasoning,  and  powerful  in  argu- 
ment. Afler  these  came  President  Stiles,  a  profound  scholar, 
equally  distinguished  for  his  attainments  in  both  sacred  and  pro- 
fane learning ;  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson,  the  father  of  the  American 
Episcopal  Church ;  Hopkins,  who  contributed  much  to  theological 
science  during  the  last  century ;  Jonathan  Edwards,  the  acutest 
analyst  that  the  world  has  known  since  the  days  of  Plato.  Robert 
Hall  considers  him  *  the  greatest  of  the  sons  of  men.'  *  His  power 
of  subtle  argument,*  says  Sir  James  Mackintosh,  *  was  perhaps 
unmatched,  certainly  was  unsurpassed  among  men ;'  and  it  was 
joined,  as  in  some  of  the  ancient  mystics,  with  a  character  which 
raised  his  piety  to  fervor.  Among  the  followers  of  Edwards  we 
would  refer  to  Dr.  D  wight,  a  thorough  scholar,  a  fervent  and  pro- 
found thinker,  an  advocate  of  the  highest  principles  of  religion  and 
philosophy,  in  whose  character  was  combined  the  rarest  and,  noblest 
of  human  virtues. 

Not  to  extend  our  catalogue,  we  dare  assert  that  the  nation  does 
not  exist  which  can  furnish  a  list  of  divines  more  distinguished  for 
thorough  scholarship,  originality  of  mind,  force  of  expression  and 
superior  talents  and  acquirements,  than  that  which  includes  the 
names  of  Emmons,  Fisk,  Channing,  Stuart,  Robinson,  and  others 
whose  names  are  closely  identified  with  the  New-England  theology 
of  the  last  and  present  century. 

Among  those  who  hive  contributed  to  and  enlarged  the  bounda- 
ries of  metaphysics,  James  Marsh,  formerly  of  Hampden  and  Sid- 
ney College,  deserves  mention.  Most  of  his  writings  are  devoted 
to  those  pure  and  spiritual  principles  of  philosophy  of  which  Kant 
was  the  most  distinguished  European  supporter.  Before  the  works 
of  Kant  were  known  in  this  country,  Marsh  had  formed  theories 
similar  to  his,  and  taught  them  to  his  classes. 

Among  our  contemporary  philosophical  writers,  Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson  is  perhaps  the  most  distinguished.  He  is  an  original 
and  independent  thinker.  He  carries  you  through  no  long  process 
of  dim  reasoning,  upon  certain  premises,  but  jumps  at  once  to  his 
conclusions.  He  perceives  the  evils  in  society,  but  does  not  attempt 
to  make  any  reformation ;  he  is  content  to  be  an  observer  and  a 
prophet.  We  pretend  not  to  discuss  his  ethereal  subtilties.*  Whe- 
ther we  believe  or  disbelieve  in  his  semi-pantheism  is  nothing  to  the 
point.  We  merely  mention  him  as  an  American  scholar  of-  distinc- 
tion. Some  would  doubtless  reckon  Orestes  A.  Brownson  in  this 
category.  We  would  hold  him  up  before  the  eyes  of  foreign  na- 
tions only  as  we  would  send  Tom  Thumb  to  France.  His  philoso- 
phy seems  to  consist  in  keeping  his  mind  in  as  unsettled  a  state  as 
possible,  while  hurling  the  most  absolute  dicta  from  every  resting- 
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place  which  he  finds  in  the  erratic  march  of  opinion.  In  early  life 
a  rank  infidel,  he  has  passed  through  different  phases  of  conviction 
until  he  has  reached  the  most  bigoted  of  all  religious  creeds. 

Let  us  now  glance  at  the  state  of  legal  science  in  our  country. 
The  fact  that  different  codes  exist  in  the  different  states  operates  as 
a  strong  barrier  against  the  scientific  culture  of  the  law,  as  a  na- 
tional study.  Beside,  the  profession  of  law  among  us  necessarily 
exhausts  itself  almost  entirely  in  legal  practice.  We  make  no  ex- 
tensive claim  to  the  historic  law-learning  of  the  old  world.  Yet  in 
all  that  relates  to  the  science  of  English  law,  the  works  of  our 
writers  would  well  bear  a  companson  in  learning  and  authority 
with  those  of  any  nation.  We  hesitate  not  to  say,  that  for  legal 
acumen  and  skill,  for  luminous  method,  for  profound  research,  for 
purity  of  diction,  for  comprehensive  brevity,  for  pregnancy  of  mat- 
ter, for  classical  embellishments,  for  apt  illustration,  for  clear  and 
manly  style,  and  for  extent  and  variety  of  knowledge  of  jurispru- 
dence, American  judges  and  lawyers  stand  second  to  none  in  the 
world.  The  opinions  of  some  of  our  authors  are  as  highly  appre- 
ciated, and  considered  as  good  authority  in  the  courts  of  England 
as  in  those  of  the  United  States. 

Who  is  the  author  of  the  treatise  on  international  law  which 
serves  as  a  manual  for  European  diplomatists  ]  An  American, 
who  represents  his  country  at  the  most  learned  court  in  Europe. 
We  can  boast  of  lawyers  who  would  sustain  with  honor  to  their 
country  and  credit  to  themselves,  the  weight  and  dignity  of  West- 
minster Hall.  Our  reports  contain  decisions  which  for  sound  learn- 
ing, for  force  and  logic,  for  skill  and  practical  knowledge,  have  not 
been  excelled,  even  in  the  proudest  days  of  the  law.  The  reports 
of  Massachusetts,  Connecticut  and  New- York  are  most  respectable 
as  authorities  all  over  the  Union,  and  are  treated  with  much  respect 
abroad.  Until  within  the  last  quarter  of  a  century,  we  had  done 
but  little  more  than  adapt  a  few  English  law  works  to  suit  the  con- 
dition of  our  country ;  but  during  the  last  twenty-five  years  we 
have  vied  with  the  old  world  in  the  number  and  in  the  value  of 
treatises  on  legal  subjects.  As  evidence  of  this  fact,  of  the  legal 
treatises,  digests  and  reports,  the  very  list  of  which  would  frighten 
an  ex-chancellor,  we  need  only  mention  the  works  of  Phillips  on 
Insurance  and  on  Patents  ;  Swift's  Digest ;  Wheaton  on  Interna- 
tional Law ;  Dane  on  American  Law ;  Hoffman,  whose  book  *  con- 
tains by  far  the  most  perfect  system  for  the  study  of  the  law  which 
has  ever  been  offered  to  the  public  ;'*  and  above  all,  the  Commen- 
taries of  Chancellor  Kent,  the  American  Blackstone,  and  the  works 
of  Judge  Story  on  Bailments,  Constitutional  Law,  the  Conflict  of 
Laws  and  Equity  Jurisprudence,  all  of  which  have  won  for  their 
authors  a  reputation  which  is  not  confined  to  one  hemisphere.  The 
Commentary  of  Judge  Story  on  National  and  Commercial  Law  is 
one  of  the  first  text-books  put  into  the  hands  of  the  young  barrister 
of  the  Temple ;  and  his  opinions  are  quoted  as  good  authority,  both 
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our  houses,  our  cities,  our  seminaries  of  learning,  and  the  temples 
of  the  living  God.  For  more  than  a  century  and  a  half  the  colo- 
nies were  dependent  on  the  mother  country.  With  our  national 
freedom  commenced  our  peculiar  national  development,  vrhich  has 
advanced  with  a  rapidity  that  has  no  parallel  in  the  history  of  the 
world.  Instead  of  thirteen  feeble  colonies,  we  now  number  twenty- 
seven  states,  together  with  immense  tracts  of  territory,  and  Texas ; 
instead  of  a  population  of  three  and  a  half  millions  of  souls,  we 
now  number  seventeen  millions ;  no  portion  of  our  vast  territory, 
from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific,  remains  unexplored,  and  the  sails 
of  our  commerce  whiten  every  sea. 

Situated  as  we  have  been,  it  could  not  be  reasonably  expected 
that  the  cultivation  of  the  national  mind  would  keep  pace  \yith 
these  wonderful  physical  developments,  or  that  we  should  be  in- 
spired with  enthusiasm  for  the  more  quiet  pursuits  of  literature  and 
science.  Such  a  state  of  things  would  have  been  an  anomaly 
among  nations.  We  have  made  more  progress  in  letters  within  the 
last  half  century,  than  during  the  whole  period  of  our  previous  ex- 
istence. The  colonists  were  more  engaged  in  levelling  the  forests 
and  securing  an  external  prosperity,  than  in  searching  for  native 
dryads  and  nymphs  in  their  primitive  shades.  There  were,  it  is 
true,  among  the  pilgrims  a  Winthrop,  a  Bradford  and  a  Hutchin- 
son to  commemorate  their  deeds ;  a  Roger  Williams  and  a  Cot- 
ton to  *  beat  the  drum  ecclesiastic;*  a  Wolcott  and  a  Trumbull 
to  *  give  to  airy  nothing  a  local  habitation  and  a  name  ;*  but  the  pro- 
ductions of  these  men  are  now  placed  in  our  libraries  as  mere  curi- 
osities, and  are  seldom  referred  to.  In  fact,  with  the  exception  of 
the  writings  of  Adams,  Jefferson,  IJamilton  and  Jay,  the  works 
of  Franklin  and  the  State  Papers  of  Washington,  all  that  we 
have  accomplished  in  literature  and  science  has  been  done  within 
the  last  thirty  years.  It  can  scarcely  be  said  that  we  have  a  class 
of  men  devoted  exclusively  to  letters  and  the  sciences ;  or  at  most, 
we  had  better  speak  very  modestly  on  this  topic.  The  very  circum- 
stances of  our  condition  and  character  tend  to  prevent  the  forma- 
tion of  a  literary  class. 

One  of  these  circumstances  is  the  vast  extent  of  our  territory  in 
comparison  with  the  amount  of  our  population.  The  demand  is 
for  laborers  in  the  practical  departments  of  society.  Such  being 
the  case,  could  it  be  expected  that  a  large  number  would  be  found 
who  love  science  and  pursue  it  for  its  own  sake,  and  depend  upon 
it  for  bread  ]  The  relative  number  of  those  who  obtain  even  a 
liberal  education  is  very  small,  and  they  pursue  their  elementary 
course,  not  for  the  sake  of  cultivating  letters,  or  enlarging  the  boun- 
daries of  science,  but  because  it  is  necessary  to  obtain  for  them 
wealth,  influence,  and  eminence  in  a  profession. 

Another  feature  in  our  condition  which  operates  aeainst  the  for- 
mation of  a  literary  and  scientific  class,  is  the  form  of  our  govern- 
ment. It  is,  both  in  theory  and  in  practice,  in  the  hands  of  the 
people  ;  and  therefore  the  sentiment  of  the  whole  community  is  the 
regulator  pf  all  public  measures,  and  this  sentiment  encourage  tb^ 
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culture  of  literature  and  science  only  so  far  as  they  subserve  more 
practical  ends.  In  short,  the  cultivation  of  literature  and  science, 
except  so  far  as  they  have  a  practical  bearing,  is  left  to  the  opera- 
tion of  the  voluntary  principle.  The  very  nature  of  our  institutions 
prevents  the  government  from  calling  forth  and  patronising  a  lite- 
rary class.  Their  tendency  is  to  diffuse  a  practical  education 
throughout  the  whole  mass  of  the  people  ;  and  the  voluntary  prin- 
ciple, for  want  of  opportunity  and  means,  has  not  as  yet  been  called 
into  exercise  to  any  considerable  extent. 

Some  may  think  that  we  have  spoken  thus  far  in  terms  too  dero- 
gatory to  ourselves ;  but  it  must  be  remembered  that  we  have  spo- 
ken only  of  the  means  and  facilities  of  learning  among  us.  If 
however  we  take  a  brief  survey  of  the  actual  attainments  of  the 
United  States  in  scholarship,  notwithstanding  there  have  been  and 
still  are,  from  the  very  nature  of  our  condition  and  character,  many 
powerful  causes  operating  against  us,  we  shall  not  fail  to  perceive, 
if  we  mistake  not,  that  we  are,  in  many  respects  at  least,  on  an 
equality  with  the  countries  of  the  old  world. 

We  grant  that  in  those  branches  of  learning  in  which  success  de- 
pends on  long  training  and  access  to  libraries,  the  scholars  of  the 
old  world  occupy  the  front  rank  ;  but  we  do  maintain  that  in  those 
departments  wnich  are  connected  with  practical  duties,  or  which 
depend  on  personal  effort  and  observation,  and  in  the  application  of 
the  various  sciences  to  the  arts  and  the  uses  of  practical  life,  the 
United  States  need  not  shrink  from  any  comparison.  A  brief  re- 
view of  facts  will  show  how  far  this  assertion  is  borne  out. 

Let  us  consider  for  a  moment  the  condition  of  the  learned  prd- 
fessions  in  the  United  States  and  in  Europe. 

Look  first  at  Theology  :  indeed  it  is  asserted  by  one  whose  long 
experience,  profound  learning,  and  close  observation  have  wefl 
qualified  him  to  judge  correctly,  that  the  clergy  of  the  United 
States,  as  a  body,  hold  a  higher  rank,  both  in  the  science  and  in  the 
practice  of  their  profession,  than  do  those  of  any  country  of  the  old 
world,  with  the  single  exception  perhaps  of  Germany.  In  that 
country  there  are  men  who  devote  their  whole  lives  to  the  science 
of  theology,  but  they  do  not  usually  preach.  From  this  fact  we 
derive  the  conclusion  by  d priori  reasoning  that  the  American  clergy 
really  merit  a  higher  rank  than  even  those  of  Germany.  The  Ame- 
rican student  takes  but  one  path  when  seeking  for  theological  truth  J 
the  German  student,  guided  by  an  unsteady  and  flickering  light 
through  the  hazy  regions  of  metaphysics,  finds  her  now  on  the  sur- 
face, now  in  the  clouds,  and  now — where  the  fable  places  her — *in 
the  bottom  of  a  well.' 

The  causes  of  the  emigration  of  our  forefathers  were  religious, 
and  their  literature  was  of  a  religiotis  cast.  They  were  free,  inde- 
pendent thinkers,  unshackled  by  foreign  authorities,  acknowledging 
no  head  but  the  Supreme  Being,  no  guides  to  the  duties  of  religion 
except  the  holy  prophets  and  apostles,  together  with  Christ,  th^ 
perfect  exemplar  of  a  spotless  life. 

We  are  aware  that  the  opinion  that  our  country  has  produced 
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no  eminent  divines,  has  been  expressed.  But  the  absurdity  of  this 
assertion  will  be  manifest  if  we  take  a  brief  survey  of  facts. 

Among  those  belon^^ng  to  our  first  and  second  ages,  we  would 
mention  Cotton,  the  Mathers  and  Thompson,  as  men  of  fervent 
piety,  sound  in  thought,  acute  in  reasoning,  and  powerful  in  argu- 
ment. Afler  these  came  President  Stiles,  a  profound  scholar, 
equally  distinguished  for  his  attainments  in  both  sacred  and  pro- 
fane learning ;  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson,  the  father  of  the  American 
Episcopal  Church ;  Hopkins,  who  contributed  much  to  theological 
science  during  the  last  century ;  Jonathan  Edwards,  the  acutest 
analyst  that  the  world  has  known  since  the  days  of  Plato.  Robert 
Hall  considers  him  *  the  greatest  of  the  sons  of  men.'  *  His  power 
of  subtle  argument,*  says  Sir  James  Mackintosh,  '  was  perhaps 
unmatched,  certainly  was  unsurpassed  among  men ;'  and  it  was 
joined,  as  in  some  of  the  ancient  mystics,  with  a  character  which 
raised  his  piety  to  fervor.  Among  the  followers  of  Edwards  we 
would  refer  to  Dr.  D  wight,  a  thorough  scholar,  a  fervent  and  pro- 
found thinker,  an  advocate  of  the  highest  principles  of  religion  and 
philosophy,  in  whose  character  was  combined  the  rarest  and  noblest 
of  human  virtues. 

Not  to  extend  our  catalogue,  we  dare  assert  that  the  nation  does 
not  exist  which  can  furnish  a  list  of  divines  more  distinguished  for 
thorough  scholarship,  originality  of  mind,  force  of  expression  and 
superior  talents  and  acquirements,  than  that  which  includes  the 
names  of  Emmons,  Fisk,  Channino,  Stuart,  Robinson,  and  others 
whose  names  are  closely  identified  with  the  New-England  theology 
of  the  last  and  present  century. 

Among  those  who  hdve  contributed  to  and  enlarged  the  bounda- 
ries of  metaphysics,  James  Marsh,  formerly  of  Hampden  and  Sid- 
ney College,  deserves  mention.  Most  of  his  writings  are  devoted 
to  those  pure  and  spiritual  principles  of  philosophy  of  which  Kant 
was  the  most  distinguished  European  supporter,  feefore  the  works 
of  Kant  were  known  in  this  country,  Marsh  had  formed  theories 
similar  to  his,  and  taught  them  to  his  classes. 

Among  our  contemporary  philosophical  writers,  Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson  is  perhaps  the  most  distinguished.  He  is  an  original 
and  independent  thinker.  He  carries  you  through  no  long  process 
of  dim  reasoning,  upon  certain  premises,  but  jumps  at  once  to  his 
conclusions.  He  perceives  the  evils  in  society,  but  does  not  attempt 
to  make  any  reformation ;  ho  is  content  to  be  an  observer  and  a 
prophet.  We  pretend  not  to  discuss  his  ethereal  subtilties.*  Whe- 
ther we  believe  or  disbelieve  in  his  semi-pantheism  is  nothing  to  the 
point.  We  merely  mention  him  as  an  American  scholar  of  distinc- 
tion. Some  would  doubtless  reckon  Orestes  A.  Brownson  in  this 
category.  We  would  hold  him  up  before  the  eyes  of  foreign  na- 
tions only  as  we  would  send  Tom  Thumb  to  France.  His  philoso- 
phy seems  to  consist  in  keeping  his  mind  in  as  unsettled  a  state  as 
possible,  while  hurling  the  most  absolute  dicta  from  every  resting- 
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place  which  he  finds  in  the  erratic  march  of  opinion.  In  early  life 
a  rank  infidel,  he  has  passed  through  different  phases  of  conviction 
until  he  has  reached  the  most  bigoted  of  all  religious  creeds. 

Let  us  now  glance  at  the  state  of  legal  science  in  our  country. 
The  fact  that  different  codes  exist  in  the  different  states  operates  as 
a  strong  barrier  against  the  scientific  culture  of  the  law,  as  a  na- 
tional study.  Beside,  the  profession  of  law  among  us  necessarily 
exhausts  itself  almost  entirely  in  legal  practice.  We  make  no  ex- 
tensive claim  to  the  historic  law-learning  of  the  old  world.  Yet  in 
all  that  relates  to  the  science  of  English  law,  the  works  of  our 
writers  would  well  bear  a  comparison  in  learning  and  authority 
with  those  of  any  nation.  We  hesitate  not  to  say,  that  for  legal 
acumen  and  skill,  for  luminous  method,  for  profound  research,  for 
purity  of  diction,  for  comprehensive  brevity,  for  pregnancy  of  mat- 
ter, for  classical  embellishments,  for  apt  illustration,  for  clear  and 
manly  style,  and  for  extent  and  variety  of  knowledge  of  jurispru- 
dence, American  judges  and  lawyers  stand  second  to  none  in  the 
world.  The  opinions  of  some  of  our  authors  are  as  highly  appre- 
ciated, and  considered  as  good  authority  in  the  courts  of  England 
as  in  those  of  the  United  States. 

Who  is  the  author  of  the  treatise  on  international  law  which 
serves  as  a  manual  for  European  diplomatists  1  An  American, 
who  represents  his  country  at  the  most  learned  court  in  Europe. 
We  can  boast  of  lawyers  who  would  sustain  with  honor  to  their 
country  and  credit  to  themselves,  the  weight  and  dignity  of  West- 
minster Hall.  Our  reports  contain  decisions  which  for  sound  learn- 
ing, for  force  and  logic,  for  skill  and  practical  knowledge,  have  not 
been  excelled,  even  in  the  proudest  days  of  the  law.  The  reports 
of  Massachusetts,  Connecticut  and  New- York  are  most  respectable 
as  authorities  all  over  the  Union,  and  are  treated  with  much  respect 
abroad.  Until  within  the  last  quarter  of  a  century,  we  had  done 
but  little  more  than  adapt  a  few  English  law  works  to  suit  the  con- 
dition of  our  country ;  but  during  the  last  twenty-five  years  we 
have  vied  with  the  old  world  in  the  number  and  in  the  value  of 
treatises  on  legal  subjects.  As  evidence  of  this  fact,  of  the  legal 
treatises,  digests  and  reports,  the  very  list  of  which  would  frighten 
an  ex-chancellor,  we  need  only  mention  the  works  of  Phillips  on 
Insurance  and  on  Patents  ;  Swift's  Digest ;  Wheaton  on  Interna- 
tional Law ;  Dane  on  American  Law ;  Hoffman,  whose  book  *  con- 
tains by  far  the  most  perfect  system  for  the  study  of  the  law  which 
has  ever  been  offered  to  the  public  ;'*  and  above  all,  the  Commen- 
taries of  Chancellor  Kent,  the  American  Blackstone,  and  the  works 
of  Judge  Story  on  Bailments,  Constitutional  Law,  the  Conflict  of 
Laws  and  Equity  Jurisprudence,  all  of  which  have  won  for  their 
authors  a  reputation  which  is  not  confined  to  one  hemisphere.  The 
Commentary  of  Judge  Story  on  National  and  Commercial  Law  is 
one  of  the  first  text-books  put  into  the  hands  of  the  young  barrister 
of  the  Temple ;  and  his  opinions  are  quoted  as  good  authority,  both 
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in  the  courts  of  the  mother  country  and  in  those  of  the  United 
States  at  the  same  moment.  While  we  write,  it  is  in  contemplation 
to  erect  in  Lincoln's  Inn  a  monument  to  this  great  American  law- 
yer, who  has  recently  passed  away  from  the  scones  of  earthly  bick- 
erings and  strifes  to  contemplate  Eternal  Justice,  before  the  most 
august  of  all  tribunals. 

We  might  continue,  and  notice  at  length  those  who  in  their  res- 
pective departments  have  enlarged  the  boundaries  of  science,  and 
contributed  much  toward  building  up  the  Republic  of  Letters  in 
the  western  world ;  but  our  limits  do  not  permit,  nor  does  our  plan 
require  it.  A  brief  reference  to  a  few  of  the  votaries  of  science 
and  literature  among  us  must  suffice. 

And  first  we  mention  Noah  Webster,  whose  great  American 
Dictionary  of  the  English  language,  *  the  product  of  thirty  years 
labor,'  has  been  reprinted  in  Europe,  and  pronounced  by  competent 
judges  to  be  the  most  comprehensive  and  useful  one  extant.  In 
the  learned  languages.  Prof.  Anthon,  of  Columbia  College,  stands 
preeminent.  Nearly  a  dozen  of  his  elaborate  works  are  text-books 
m  the  universities  of  Great  Britain.  In  pure  mathematics  our  au- 
thors have  rarely  made  themselves  known  beyond  the  text-books 
used  in  our  seminaries  of  learning.  Yet  to  show  that  this  depart- 
ment is  not  wholly  neglected,  we  would  mention  that  Nathaniel 
BowDiTCH,  the  self-taught  cabin-boy,  afterward  a  navigator,  trans- 
lated and  published  at  his  own  expense,  in  four  large  quartos.  La 
Place's  M^canique  Celeste,  and  added  a  valuable  commentary  of 
abstruse,  calculations  and  problems,  equal  in  amount  of  matter  to 
the  original  text.  Bowditch's  Practical  Navigator  is  of  inestimable 
value  to  the  mariner,  and  is  now  found  on  every  sea. 

The  most  magnificent  and  accurate  work  that  has  yet  appeared 
on  Ornithology  was  written  by  John  James  Audubon,  a  native  of 
South  Carolina.  Our  chemists  and  geologists  have  won  for  them- 
selves an  European  reputation.  They  are  known  and  highly  res- 
pected abroad  as  well  as  at  home.  Our  meteorologists  hold  a  con- 
spicuous place  among  the  lords  of  storms. 

Dr.  LiEBER,  of  South  Carolina  College,  editor  of  the '  Encyclopae- 
dia Americana,'  has  written  a  profound  work  on  political  ethics,  and 
also  a  valuable  treatise  on  hermaneutics.  As  a  historian,  Prescott 
stands  unrivalled  among  contemporary  writers.  Careful  and  in- 
telligent in  research,  master  of  composition  as  an  art,  profound  and 
yet  graceful,  he  has  succeeded  in  imparting  to  history  all  the  noblest 
qualities  of  romance,  without  trenching  one  inch  upon  fidelity  and 
precision.  Titian's  colorings  cannot  be  warmer,  -or  Reynolds'  out- 
lines more  exact.  Bancroft,  with  some  faults,  is  not  without  much 
merit  as  a  historian.  His  accurate  and  philosophical  history  of 
the  United  States  has  won  for  him  a  just  meed  of  applause,  and  se- 
cured for  him  the  reputation  of  being  an  excellent  historical  writer. 
Enough  has  been  said  to  show  that  the  writers  of  our  country  are 
not  deficient  in  any  of  the  essential  qualities  which  should  charac- 
terize historians.  We  would  not  neglect  to  mention  here  the  name 
of  Washington  Irving,  who,  it  is  not  too  great  praise  to  say,  is  the 
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best  living  writer  of  English  prose.  His  style  possesses  all  the  cha- 
racteristic beauties  of  Addison's,  its  ease,  grace,  simplicity  and 
elegance.  While  he  has  great  accuracy,  point,  spirit  and  dignity, 
the  mere  ornaments  of  a  good  style,  ho  exhibits  in  an  eminent  de- 
gree the  sense,  or  as  Shakspeare  calls  it,  the  soui. 

Nor  is  America  without  her  great  men  in  the  department  of  elo- 
quence. To  say  nothing  of  her  Otises,  her  Henrys,  her  Rut- 
ledges,  and  her  Ameses,  whose  eloquence  was  '  as  a  flame  of  fire,' 
we  mention  only  the  greater  orators  of  the  present  age — Webster, 
Clay  and  Calhoun, 

'  Upon  whose  lipc  the  mystic  bee  hath  dropped  the  hooey  of  persuasion.' 

When  their  speeches,  breathing  as  they  do  the  liberal  spirit  of 
our  free  institutions,  shall  have  been  hallowed  by  time,  they  will 
form  one  of  the  proudest  monuments  of  our  nation's  literature. 
For  elegance  and  purity  of  diction,  chasteness  of  style,  cogency  of 
argument,  force  of  expression ;  for  splendid  rhetoric  and  for  solidity, 
strength  and  power  of  reasoning,  Webster  stands  without  a  rivaL 
He  '  wields  the  club  of  Hercules  entwined  with  flowers.'  Clay's 
chief  excellence  consists  in  his  practicalness.  His  great  power  is 
passion,  the  basis  of  which  is  a  strong  common-sense  conviction  of 
what  he  utters.  His  productions,  exhibiting  as  they  do  broad  and 
liberal  views  of  policy,  an  earnestness  of  conviction,  and  a  hearti- 
ness of  purpose,  entitle  him  to  his  high  reputation.  For  senten- 
tious and  close  reasoning,  for  power  of  analysis,  simplicity  and  dig- 
nity, Calhoun  has  no  superior. 

It  is  one  of  the  sentences  of  the  popular  cant,  that  America  has 
given  birth  to  no  poets.  But  have  we  not  a  Bryant,  whose  poetry 
delights  the  inhabitants  of  Scotland  as  well  as  the  wanderer  on  the 
romantic  borders  of  the  Rhine  ]  Have  we  not  a  Dana,  who  gives 
us  *  thoughts  that  breathe  and  words  that  bum  V  Have  we  not  a 
Percival,  a  devoted  scholar,  who  *  writes  with  fluency  all  the  mo- 
dem languages  of  Europe  ;'  who  makes  reports  to  the  state  legisla- 
ture on  geology,  and  yet  finds  time  to  court  the  Muses,  and  tell  us 
that  ^ 

*  The  world  is  Atll  of  poetry  ;  the  air 
Is  living  with  its  iipirit ;  and  the  waves 
Dance  to  the  music  of  its  melodies, 
And  sparkle  in  its  brightness  V 

We  have,  too,  a  Halleck,  who,  amid  a  thousand  duties,  finds 
occasional  leisure  to  throw  off  lyrics  so  thrilling  that  they  find  their 
way  to  every  heart. ,  We  might  speak  of  Longfellow,  Willis, 
Brainard,  Willis  G-aylord  Clark,  and  others  of  merit  in  this  de- 
partment, did  our  limits  permit. 

As  for  novelists,  we  mention  only  the  names  of  Cooper  and 
Charles  Brockben  Brown,  whose  writings  have  been  translated 
into  French,  G-erman  and  Italian,  and  are  very  popular  on  the  con- 
tinent. Their  productions  are  fit  to  be  ranked  among  the  best 
works  of  their  kind  written  in  the  most  highly  cultivated  nations  of 
modem  times.  They  will  *  live  as  long  as  the  sea-surges  sound,  and 
the  heart  of  the  old  woods  is  silent.' 
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The  attainments  of  America  in  classical  scholarship,  Oriental  re- 
search, and  the  philology  of  modem  languages,  together  with  the 
departments  of  natural  philosophy  and  criticism,  we  omit  for  want 
of  time  ;  but  we  cannot  forbear  mentioning  incidentally,  that  it  is  in 
mechanical  invention,  and  the  strong  grasp  on  fundamental  princi- 
ples, and  their  felicitous  application  to  the  public  interests,  that 
America  has  borne  her  richest  fruits  ;  fruits  richer  than  the  similar 
products  of  any  other  soil.  The  invention  of  the  cotton-gin  has 
had  a  powerful  influence  for  good  on  the  prosperity  of  our  Southern 
states,  and  has  greatly  improved  the  condition  of — we  had  almost 
said  created — the  middle  class  in  Great  Britain.  To  say  nothing 
of  the  wonderful  inventions  of  Franklin  and  Fulton,  our  locomo- 
tives traverse  the  plains  of  Germany  and  Russia,  and  architects 
from  the  old  world  visit  our  shores  to  study  the  models  of  our  ships 
and  the  construction  of  our  rail-roads*  The  Magnetic  Telegraph, 
the  wonder  of  the  age  and  pride  of  our  nation,  has  been  put  in  suc- 
cessful operation  in  the  countries  of  the  old  world  by  Americans. 

Enough  has  been  said  to  show  that  much  has  been  done  toward 
building  up  a  Republic  of  Letters  in  America.  In  fact,  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  race  in  the  United  States  have  done  as  much  in  the  domains 
of  thought  in  the  present  century  as  any  twelve  millions  of  people 
in  the  world.  But  while  we  congratulate  ourselves  on  having  made 
such  progress,  we  would  not  forget  that  much  remains  yet  to  be 
done.  Our  country  is  young ;  our  scholarship  in  its  comparative 
infancy;  nor  can  we  expect  of  youth  the  strength  of  manhood.  All 
that  we  have  accomplished  has  been  done  while  laboring  under 
many  disadvantages,  and  as  we  think  some  defects  in  our  system  of 
education. 

One  great  obstacle  which  tends  to  impede  the  successful  cultiva- 
tion of  literature  and  science  in  our  country,  is  the  absence  of  an 
International  Copy-right  Law,  which  shall  recognise  and  protect 
literary  property.  This  subject  is  too  well  understood  to  require 
examination  liere.  We  want  too  more  genuine  and  lofty  national 
feeling,  more  intelligent  and  earnest  effort  to  foster  the  good  we  have, 
and  acquire  the  good  we  need.  The  standard  of  scholarship  among 
us  should  be  raised  to  a  higher  point,  and  this  important  duty  devolves 
upon  our  seminaries  of  learning.  This  naturally  leads  us  to  inquire, 
what  is  the  influence  which  American  colleges  are  exerting  on 
American  scholarship  1  To  answer  this  question  correctly,  it  will  be 
necessary  to  consider  the  system  of  college  edubation  pursued  in 
the  United  States.  We  have  spoken  of  this  system  as  being  defec- 
tive. And  defects  certainly  there  are ;  for  a  perfect  system  would 
satisfy  the  demands  of  the  public ;  and  the  frequent  changes  that 
have  been  made  in  the  present  system,  added  to  the  fact  that  in  order 
to  support  our  colleges  it  is  necessary  to  give  away  a  large  portion 
of  our  education,  are  sufficient  proof  that  it  does  not  meet  the  wants 
of  the  people.  We  would  here  guard  against  all  novelty :  we  do  not 
purpose  to  suggest  any  new  theory  of  education,  nor  to  recommend 
any  wild  Utopian  scheme  of  instruction.  It  shall  be  our  endeavor 
to  consider  dispassionately  some  of  the  principal  features  in  the  pre- 
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sent  system  of  college  education  in  the  United  States  ;  and  if  on 
examination  we  find  it  really  defaced  by  blemishes,  to  attribute  the 
errors  and  defects  to  those  to  whom  they  are  due,  and  then,  so  far  as 
we  have  ability,  to  suggest  improvements,  or  point  out  proper  reme- 
dies. 

The  appointment  and  the  power  of  the  board  called  trustees, 
directors  or  the  corporation  of  the  college,  claims  our  attention  first. 
The  general  direction  of  the  affairs  of  the  institution  is  intrusted  to 
this  corporation.  It  is  their  duty  to  attend  to  the  pecuniary  interests 
of  the  college,  appoint  and  remove  officers,  confer  degrees,  and  in 
iome  of  the  New-England  colleges,  together  with  those  in  the  south 
and  west,  it  is  made  a  part  of  the  duty  of  the  corporation  to  mark 
out  the  course  of  instruction  to  be  pursued. 

This  body  in  most  cases  (time-honored  Yale  is  a  bright  exception) 
is  composed  of  men  who  have  had  no  experience  in  teaching  ;  who 
are  more  distinguished  for  their  wealth  or  high  standing  in  society 
than  for  literary  and  scientific  attainments ;  men  who  are  not  com- 
petent to  judge  of  the  qualifications  of  the  instructors  they  appoint, 
or  their  success  in  teaching  after  they  have  been  appointed ;  who 
never  made  the  science  of  education  a  special  study ;  who  are  not 
particularly  interested  in  science  and  letters  ;  who  devote  but  very 
little  time  to  the  discharge  of  their  duty ;  who  are  chosen  not  unfre- 
quently  for  their  sectarian  principles  ;  who  in  most  cases  meet  only 
once  a  year ;  who  are  not  obliged  to  consult  the  Faculty  of  the  col- 
lege in  regard  to  proposed  changes ;  who  accept  the  office  perhaps 
only  to  gratify  the  friends  of  the  institution  they  represent ;  who  have 
very  limited  opportunities  of  becoming  familiar  with  the  manage- 
ment of  the  business  committed  to  their  hands ;  men  who  do  not 
feel  that  they  are  in  any  measure  responsible  for  the  failure  or  the 
success  of  the  institution  ;  who  do  not  exercise  the  power  vested  in 
them,  and  whose  attention  is  absorbed  in  interests  other  than  those 
of  education.  Is  then,  we  ask,  such  a  body  of  men,  forming  as  they 
do  the  most  powerful  but  least  efficient  part  of  the  government  of 
a  college,  fit  to  have  the  entire  control  of  the  discipline,  the  choice 
of  text-books,  and  the  general  plan  of  instruction  in  a  college  ]  If 
this  body  is  of  an  innovating  spirit,  and  exercises  the  power  which  it 
alone  has  a  right  to  use,  then  changes  are  introduced,  experiments 
are  tried,  instructors  are  made  dependent  upon  them,  and  if  they 
resist  the  proposed  changes  they  are  removed,  and  others  of  a  more 
pliant  disposition,  but  less  competent  to  teach,  are  sought  to  fill  their 
places.  If,  on  the  contrary,  the  board  of  Trustees  is  inactive  and 
negligent,  and  the  reputation  of  the  institution  is  not  established  and 
sustained,  then  the  instructors  free  themselves  from  all  censure  or 
blame,  by  saying  that  they  had  not  the  power  to  act,  and  that  the 
want  of  success  is  owing  to  the  bad  management  of  the  corpora- 
tion. 

This  is  true  in  its  full  extent  in  regard  to  certain  portions  of  our 
country  where  this  system  prevails. 

We  are  aware  that  in  a  very  small  number  of  our  colleges  the 
business  of  the  corporation  is  faithfully  attended  to  by  a  committee, 
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consisting  of  three  of  their  number.  This  is  well.  And  we  are 
told  that  in  point  oijact  the  members  of  the  corporation  listen  to 
the  advice  of  the  Faculty  of  the  college,  and  that  they  are  guided 
in  all  their  proceedings  by  tile  suggestions  of  the  Faculty,  granted. 
The  corporation  nominally  possess  the  power.  In  reality ^  the  Fac- 
ulty of  the  college  possess  it.  Now  is  it  not  reasonable  and  just 
that  the  responsibility  should  rest  upon  those  who  exercise  the 
power  1  We  speak  not  of  the  members  of  the  corporation ;  it  is  of 
the  system  that  we  complain.  That  the  whole  plan  of  education 
should  be  under  the  control  of  such  a  board  of  Trustees,  is  a  defect 
in  the  constitution  of  American  colleges.  And  would  it  not  be  an 
improvement  if  the  members  of  this  board,  instead  of  being  chosen 
for  life  as  they  now  are,  should  be  chosen  for  a  term  of  years  ]  The 
'  reasons  for  such  a  change  will  be  manifest,  if  we  consider  how  natu- 
ral it  is  for  office-holders,  when  the  office  is  a  permanent  one,  and 
requires  but  little  of  their  time,  to  become  dilatory  in  the  discharge 
of  their  duty.  We  would  have  the  period  of  office  sufficiently  long 
to  show  the  effect  of  new  measures  and  incumbents  proving  them- 
selves worthy,  should  be  reeligible. 

Again  :  would  it  not  be  a  still  greater  improvement  if  the  mem- 
bers of  the  corporation  were  few  in  number  ]  Every  one  knows 
how  difficult  it  is  to  make  a  large  number  of  men  feel  the  weight  of 
responsibility.  Let  the  responsibility  which  now  rests  upon  the 
twenty  members  of  a  corporation  fall  upon  five  competent  and  judi- 
cious men,  and  we  venture  to  affirm  that  the  duties  of  that  body 
would  be  more  perfectly  discharged  than  they  are  at  present.  In 
short,  we  think  that  the  power  which  the  corporation  possess,  but 
which  they  do  not  exercise,  should  be  vested  in  the  instructors  of  the 
college.  They  are  the  men,  actuated  by  high  motives  and  aiming  at 
noble  ends,  who  care  most  for  their  own  reputation  and  that  of  the 
college  ;  who  have  had  years  of  experience  in  teaching ;  men  who 
are  most  competent,  in  the  very  respects  in  which  the  corporation 
are  most  deficient,  to  control  the  college ;  who  are  zealous  for  the  ad- 
vancement of  letters,  and  who  are  best  qualified  to  arrange  the 
general  scheme  and  minutiae  of  the  work  to  be  done  in  a  literary 
and  scientific  institution. 

Another  serious  defect  in  the  constitution  of  American  colleges 
is  the  unequal  qualifications  of  instructors  in  equally  important 
branches  of  education.  We  grant  that  the  professorships  in  our 
colleges  are  in  the  main  filled  by  men  who  are  in  every  respect  com- 
petent to  discharge  the  duties  of  their  office.  •  But  there  are  excep- 
tions. It  cannot  be  denied  but  that  there  are  instructors  in  some  of 
the  American  colleges  who  are  wholly  unfit,  for  want  of  natural 
ability,  learning  or  industry,  to  discharge  the  duties  of  their  office  in 
a  proper  manner;  who  are  in  fact  destitute  of  some  of  the  most  im- 
portant qualifications  of  instructors;  who  keep  down  the  departments 
of  which  they  have  charge  under  the  pressure  of  their  own  ina- 
bility or  stupidity ;  who  consult  their  own  convenience  and  ease 
rather  than  the  good  of  their  pupils,  and  who  waste  the  time  and 
ruin  the  intellectual  habits  of  all  who  are  so  unfcntunate  as  to  come 
under  their  instruction. 
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The  intellectua]  character  of  the  student  is  necessarily  shaped  to 
a  great  extent  hy  that  of  his  instructor ;  and  it  is  obvious  that  the 
e^  of  which  we  speak  —  the  unequal  qualifications  of  instructors  in 
equa^lly  important  branches  of  education  —  must  have  a  baneful  in- 
fluence upon  him.  The  student  imbibes  wisdom  from  the  instructor 
who  conveys  his  knowledge  gracefully  and  intelligibly,  whether  the 
science  taught  be  worth  his  eager  attention  or  not.  But  he  shrinks 
with  impatience  from  coarse  language,  obscure  expressions,  want  of 
enthusiasm  and  palpable  mediocrity  of  talent,  although  these  for- 
bidding means  are  applied  to  convey  the  most  delectable  and  useful 
knowledge.  Who  would  thrust  his  hand  into  a  hive  of  living  bees 
though  he  might  extract  thereby  the  very  honey  of  Hymettus  ? 

This  inequality  of  instructors  is  no  more  than  might  be  reasona- 
bly expected  under  the  present  plan  of  appointment.  Are  they 
chosen  hastily  1  Are  any  measures  taken  to  ascertain  who  is  the 
most  competent  person  wbo  would  accept  the  office  1  Is  the  elec- 
toral body  influenced  by  parties  1  — for  there  are  parties  in  the  literary 
and  scientific  as  well  as  the  political  world.  Are  they  removed  from 
their  office  when  found  incompetent  to  fill  it  ]  Do  any  of  them  owe 
their  appointment  to  some  accident  or  caprice  ]  Do  the  appoint- 
ments always  give  satisfaction  1  Are  they  made  in  such  a  manner 
at  to  add  dignity  to  the  office,  and  render  it  an  object  of  virtuous 
ambition  ]  Is  the  field  of  selection  a  very  limited  one  ]  The  an- 
swer to  these  grave  questions  it  is  unnecessary  that  we  should  sug- 
gest. We  think  a  change  might  be  made  in  the  mode  of  appointing 
professors  which  would  greatly  improve  the  present  system  of  col- 
lege education.  When  a  vacancy  occurs  let  a  public  announcement 
of  the  &ct  be  made.  Let  the  office  be  open  to  free  and  honorable 
ccHupetition.  Let  the  appointment  depend  upon  the  result  of  a 
strict  and  searching  examination,  conducted  without  partiality,  by 
men  competent  to  act  as  judges  in  the  case ;  and  let  the  tenure  of 
the  office  ctepend  on  industry  and  success  in  teaching.  .  This  is  the 
method  pursued  in  Germany  and  other  European  countries,  and  cen- 
turies ox  experience  testify  to  its  superior  excellence.  Is  it  not 
worthy  of  trial  in  the  United  States  1  If  adopted  it  would  enhance 
the  dignity  and  increase  the  respectability  of  the  situation.  It  would 
secure  the  public  against  imposition.  It  would  induce  the  candi- 
dates for  the  vacant  chair  to  study  and  fit  themselves  to  act  in  that 
department.  It  would  secure  the  greatest  amount  of  talent  and 
learning.  It  would  add  a  stimulus  to  the  cultivation  of  literature  and 
science.  It  would  place  professors  under  the  same  obligations  to 
labor  as  any  other  class  of  men ;  and  knowing  that  the  tenure  c^  their 
office  depended  on  their  personal  efibrts  and  success  in  teaching,  and 
that  the  cause  of  letters  would  be  advanced,  and  their  own  reputa- 
tion increased  in  proportion  to  their  exertions,  they  would  devote 
themselves  zealously  to  their  high  calling,  and  students  would  delight 
to  derive  lessons  of  wisdom  fi*om  such  enthusiastic  and  pleasing  m- 
structors.  This  is  not  mere  idle  speculation.  These  results  might 
reasonably  be  expected  from  such  a  change. 

We  come  now  to  speak  of  an  evil  fiar-reaching  in  its  effects,  and 
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perhaps  the  most  difficult  of  all  to  be  remedied.  We  mean  the 
great  number  of  our  colleges.  The  last  number  of  the  American 
Almanac  gives  the  names  of  one  hundred  and  seventy-three  col- 
leges in  the  United  States,  containing  sixteen  thousand  two  hundred 
and  thirty-three  students.  According  to  a  table  published  recently 
in  a  German  journal,  there  are  but  one  hundred  and  seventeen  uni- 
versities in  all  Europe,  and  they  contain  ninety-four  thousand  six- 
hundred  students.  The  single  state  of  New- York,  with  a  population 
of  two  millions  and-a-half,  has  twelve  colleges  and  one  thousand 
two  hundred  and  eighty-five  students.  Prussia,  (her  universities  are 
among  the  best  in  the  world,)  with  a  population  of  fourteen  millions, 
has  seven  universities  and  five  thousand  two  hundred  and  twenty 
students.  France,  with  a  population  of  thirty-five  millions,  has 
fourteen  colleges  and  twelve  thousand  one  hundred  and  eighty  stu- 
dents. Pennsylvania,  with  a  population  of  less  than  two  millions, 
has  twenty  colleges  and  two  thousand  and  thirty-four  students. 
Great  Britain  has  nine  universities  and  seventeen  thousand  seven 
hundred  and  fifty  students,  for  a  population  of  twenty-seven  millions. 
The  New-England  states  have  nineteen  colleges  and  two  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  fifty-seven  students  for  a  population  of  about  two 
millions  and  a  quarter. 

From  these  statistics,  which  are  not  without  their  connection  with 
our  subject,  it  appears  that  if  the  number  of  our  institutions  was  re- 
duced to  only  twenty,  we  should  still  have  a  greater  number  in  pro- 
portion to  our  population  than  any  country  in  the  old  world.  And 
It  is  not  too  much  to  say,  that  if  the  money  which  has  been  given 
by  legislative  grants  and  private  donations  to  nearly  two  hundred 
colleges,  had  been  distributed  among  only  twenty  of  these  institu- 
tions, we  should  now  possess  universities  as  wealthy  and  as  well 
provided  with  all  the  facilities  and  essential  means  of  instruction  as 
even  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  The  number  of  our  colleges  is  con- 
stantly increasing.  It  is  now  in  contemplation  to  establish  one  in 
Oregon,  even  before  Great  Britian  has  released  her  claim  to  that 
territory.  And  how  can  this  rage  for  multiplying  colleges  be  check- 
ed 1  We  answer,  let  those  institutions  which  already  possess  the 
confidence  of  the  public,  raise  the  standard  of  scholarship.  Let 
the  standard  for  admission  be  higher  than  at  present.  Let  a  compre- 
hensive course  of  study  be  adopted,  and  let  instruction  be  thorough. 
Then  the  petty  electioneering  institutions,  bearing  the  name  but 
destitute  of  the  essential  characteristics  of  a  college,  which  now  in- 
fest our  country,  will  go  down.  They  will  not  be  able  to  enter  into 
competition  with  the  older  colleges  ;  while  their  narrow  and  popu- 
lar course  of  study  will  secure  for  them  their  proper  position ;  name- 
ly, that  of  high  schools. 

Another  defect  in  our  system  of  college  education  is  the  absence 
of  established  scholarship,  similar  to  those  that  exist  in  Oxford  and 
Cambridge.  The  course  of  study,  in  our  best  institutions  at  least, 
is  comprehensive  enough,  but  would  it  not  be  an  improvement  if 
the  time  for  studying  before  receiving  a  degree  was  prolonged  ] 
The  object  of  a  college  institution  is  to  direct  and  discipline  the 
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mind,  develope  its  faculties,  and  fit  the  student  '  for  all  the  offices, 
both  public  and  private,  of  peace  and  war.*  It  is  to  teach  him  how 
to  study  and  draw  from  the  depths  of  his  own  mind.  Certainly  the 
cultivation  of  the  mental  faculties  requires  as  much  time  as  the  art 
of  a  mechanic  or  a  silversmith.  Those  who  are  destined  for  one  of 
the  mechanical  trades  are  required  to  serve  an  apprenticeship  of 
seven  years,  and  should  not  the  student  give  the  same  time  to  the 
Muses  before  receiving  a  diploma  1  Let  the  time  spent  within  col- 
lege walls  be  extended.  Let  the  requirements  for  a  degree  be 
higher  than  at  present,  and  let  its  reception  depend  ob  the  actual 
amount  of  knowledge  which  the  candidate  on  examination  is 
found  to  possess.  Then  the  diploma  will  be  proof,  of  no  dubious 
character,  that  the  individual  whose  name  it  bears  has  not  *  gone 
through  college  in  vain,*  but  that  he  has  been  a  faithful  and  punc- 
tual student,  and  received  all  the  instruction  he  could  obtain  from 
his  Alma  Mater.  Such  a  change  would  require  no  additional  studies 
or  instructors. 

Thus  we  have  endeavored  to  advance  a  few  practical  thoughts 
on  our  system  of  college  education,  as  it  is  and  as  it  ought  to  be ; 
and  should  the  changes  which  we  have  ventured  to  suggest  ever  bo 
made,  we  hesitate  not  to  predict  that  a  new  era  will  dawn  upon 
American  colleges,  and  a  brilliant  chapter  be  commenced  in  their 
history.  Most  of  the  defects  which  injure  the  American  system  of 
collegiate  education  can,  we  imagine,  be  traced  to  the  want  of  a 
prpper  standard  of  scholarship.  The  qualities  which  ought  to  cha- 
racterize such  a  standard,  are  to  be  found  only  in  a  National  Uni- 
FERSFTY.  The  condition  of  our  country  demands  the  establishment 
of  such  an  institution.  Let  the  nation  make  provision  for  a  literary 
class  who  may  devote  their  whole  lives  to  science  and  letters ;  -let 
their  wants  be  supplied  ;  let  them  have  a  place  to  which  they  may 
retire  from  the  busy  throng ;  let  them  receive  encouragement  and 
sympathy  from  a  generous  people  ;  and  then  we  shall  have  an  in- 
stitution which  will  command  the  respect  of  the  world,  and  be  a 
standard  by  which  to  try  others  in  our  own  country.  Within  its 
walls  will  be  found  the  genius  of  the  nation,  the  most  gifted  men 
of  the  land.  And  by  their  mutual  efforts  they  will  beget  a  thirst 
for  knowledge  and  stengthen  each  other.  This  fountain  of  wisdom 
will  give  an  impulse  to  the  energy,  and  vitality  to  the  intellect  of  the 
nation.  The  store-house  of  nature  will  be  opened,  the  treasury  of 
knowledge  unsealed,,  and  important  truths  discovered ;  the  boun- 
daries of  science  and  letters  will  be  extended,  and  a  higher  and 
more  healthful  tone  will  be  given  to  the  Scholarship  of  America. 

New- Haven,  Conn. 


AN     ANGEL     ON     EARTH. 

Dnc  when  you  will,  you  need  not  wear 
At  Heaven's  court  a  Ibrm  more  fair 

Than  Beauty  at  your  birth  has  given ; 
Keep  but  the  lips,  the  eyes  we  see, 
The  voice  we  hear,  and  you  will  be 

An  angel  ready-made  for  Heaven^ 
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THE        TEACHING        OP        NATURE. 

Why  dost  thou  o'er  thy  sorrows  mourn, 

As  if  to  mourn  were  ^11  thy  duty  7 
Why  think'st  thou  only  on  the  thorn, 

And  not  upon  the  rose's  beauty  ? 

Is  not  the  God  of  Heaven  and  Earth 
•  Creator  of  the  sparkling  river ; 

Of  Nature  7  —  and  of  Natnre^s  mirth  — 
The  truest  thanks  to  God  the  Giver  7 

Is  God  a  God  of  sighs  and  tears  7 
His  ocean  moved  by  storms  forever  7 

And  answers  to  the  sailor's  cheers 
The  laughter  of  the  billows  never ! 

Oh,  yes !  there 's  joy  for  all  that  God 
The  breath  of  life  on  earth  has  given  ; 

There 's  not  a  rock,  there  *s  not  a  clod, 
That  seeth  not  the  Ught  of  heaven ! 

That  seeth  not,  and  thankoth  not 
Of  beauty  and  of  joy  the  Maker  ; 

There 's  not  on  earth  so  lone  a  spot, 
That  i^  not  of  that  joy  partaker. 

Then  why  should  man  do  nought  but  mourn. 
And  never  copy  Nature's  smiling  7 

As  if  the  world  were  given  to  turn 
Our  better  soul  with  false  beguiling  7 

And  is  not  flesh  the  heir  of  joy, 
A  joy  transcending  every  sorrow  7 

Where  outward  wo  cannot  destroy 
The  bliss  that  from  our  faith  we  borrow  7 

Yes  !  GrOD  has  given  us  lessons  there. 
And  stars  to  guide  our  steps  to  Heaven  ; 

Midst  all  that  '■  bright  and  all  that 's  fair, 
There 's  not  one  false  allurement  given. 

The  streams,  the  flowers  are  monitors. 
But  monitors  of  blithsome  bearing  ; 

All  breathing  things  one  feeling  stirs  — 
Is  not  that  feeling  worth  the  sharing  7 

How  could  we  of  the  Giver  know, 
Untokened  in  all  Nature's  brightness  ! 

How  could  we  to  His  goodness  bow, 
Who  ne'er  had  given  our  hearts  a  lightness  ! 

How  could  we  pray  7  how  could  we  praise  7 
How  could  we  dream  of  Heaven  hereafter  7 

When  all  lays  else  were  joyous  lays, 
And  only  man's  forbidden  laughter  7 
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LIGHTS    AND    SHADOWS    OF    FASHIONABLE    LIFE. 


BT    piTKR    Bc.avii\r., 


'  IcH  habe  gea«heii,  was  (Ich  weiss  das)  ich  nicht  wtirde  gcglaubt  haben  auf  ihre  Erzfthlung.' 

TKXvxiiAsioa,  TO  CoLxaiDax. 

'  I  have  seen  what  I  am  certain  I  would  not  have  believed  on  your  telling.' 

Mrs.  Smith  hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  until  she  had  regained  her 
self-possession  ;  when,  looking  up,  she  requested  the  Gentleman  in 
Black  to  tell  her  more  ahout  his  system  of  labor ;  and  asked  : 

*  What  is  the  prevailing  religion  among  your  slaves  1  1  presume 
they  are,  as  all  slaves  are  said  to  be,  very  religious  V 

*  The  religion  of  my  slaves  is  various  indeed,'  replied  the  Gentle- 
man in  Black,  with  great  vivacity,  and  an  air  of  the  utmost  frank- 
ness. *  They  are  at  liberty  to  worship  as  many  gods  as  they  please, 
for  I  pride  myself  in  being  tolerant.  Some  of  them  are  rather 
lax,  but  most  of  them  are  very  devout,  and  delight  in  macerations, 
stripes,  pilgrimages;  some. again  are  exceedingly  doraiatical,  and 
ready  to  fight  for  abstractions  which  no  human  sagacity  can  make 
palpable  even  to  themselves.  It  do  n't  matter  much  to  me  what 
they  worship.  The  idols  of  the  imagination  are  just  as  real  as  the 
idols  of  gold  and  silver,  and  those  who  deem  themselves  too  wise 
to  worship  the  creations  of  Art,  are  those  most  devoted  to  the  crea- 
tions of  Fancy.' 

*  You  just  now  spoke  of  the  efforts  of  the  Abolitionists  among 
your  slaves.  And  do  you  allow  them  to  come  upon  your  planta- 
tions V 

*  I  can  't  help  it.  Madam ;  they  will  come,'in  spite  of  all  I  can  do; 
and  so  I  do  the  best  I  can  to  weaken  their  influence^  by  showing 
my  slaves  the  folly  of  giving  up  the  known  for  the  unknown,  the 
seen  for  the  unseen  ;  and  I  am  rarely  unsuccessHil,  I  assure  you.  I 
must,  however,  confess  to  you,  with  much  mortification  on  my  part, 
that  at  the  outset  of  their  irruption  into  my  territory,  I  allowed  my 
agents  to  apply  Lynch  Law  to  them  pretty  actively  and  extensively ; 
but  I  found  that  so  far  from  securing  my  object,  it  made  my  slaves 
believe  that  that  which  was  told  them  by  stealth,  and  at  the  risk  of 
life  and  limb,  must  be  something  specially  desirable  ;  and  in  conse- 
quence of  this  mania,  lost  my  slaves  in  great  numbers.  Finding 
out  my  mistake,  I  changed  my  policy :  though  on  some  of  my  plan- 
tations my  agents  still  adhere  to  this  plan,  believing  it  to  be  best  to 
compel  submission  ;  but  I  assure  you,  my  dear  Madam,  it  is  against 
my  enlightened  judgment  in  such  cases,  and  which  I  every  where 
disclaim  and  deny  as  any  part  of  my  code  of  government.     But 
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what  can  I  do  ?     I  can  *t  be  every  where  at  once,  and  my  agents 
will  act  as  they  please  when  I  'ra  away.* 

*  That  's  true,'  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  *  your  plan  is  certainly  the  best, 
and  I  do  wish  our  southern  planters  would  adopt  it ;  we  should  not 
then  have  this  hateful  slave  question  with  all  its  enormities,  alien- 
ating one  section  of  the  country  from  the  other.' 

*  I  am  satisfied  it  is  not  only  wisest,  safest  and  best  for  the  slaves, 
but  for  the  masters,  who  have  the  curse  of  slavery  resting  upon 
them.* 

*  And  do  you  speak  of  slavery  as  a  curse  resting  upon  the  masters  V 

*  Yes,  Madam,  I  do.  The  fetter  and  the  chain  which  binds  the 
ankle  of  the  slave  is  fastened  to  a  galling  collar  encircling  the  neck 
of  the  master  ;•  and  the  only  method  I  have  found  successful  in 
relieving  myself  from  inquietude  was  to  adapt  my  service  to  an  ex- 
act accordance  with  the  tastes  and  temperaments  of  my  bondsmen.' 

*  I  am  sure  you  are  amply  repaid  for  any  losses  you  may  have 
sustained,  by  the  delightful  consciousness  that  they  feel  your  ser- 
vice to  be  one  of  choice  and  not  of  compulsion.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  bowed,  with  an  air  of  extreme  modesty, 
of  one  who  blushed  at  the  hearing  his  own  praise  so  sweetly  spoken, 
and  replied : 

*  It  would  not  become  me  to  speak  in  commendation  of  my  own 
lenity,  but  it  is  not  uncommon  for  those  who  have  left  my  service 
to  return ;  and  I  assure  you,  in  no  instance  have  I,  or  my  agents, 
ever  punished  their  delinquencies,  but  rather  received  them  as  re- 
turning prodigals ;  and  of  such  I  can  truly  say,  that  their  zeal  in 
my  service  is  greatly  increased  by  such  a  course  of  treatment.* 

*  Indeed,  Sir,  for  one,  I  do  not  doubt  it ;  and  only  wish  our  South- 
em  gentlemen  would  take  you  for  a  pattern,  in  the  management  of 
their  poor  slaves,  who  if  they  are  recovered  or  return,  from  a  fond 
desire  of  their  old  homes  and  associates,  are  too  often  sold  into 
some  distant  state,  so  that  *  their  last  state  is  worse  than  their  first.* 

My  dear  Madam,  that's  just  what  the  Abolitionists  tell  my  bonds- 
men, but  they  themselves  never  complain  of  their  reception  and 
subseqent  treatment,  so  that  all  these  representations  of  a  condition 
they  never  realize  to  be  true,  have  only  the  effect  to  rivet  their  at- 
tachment to  my  service  the  stronger.' 

*  And  are  all  your  slaves  productive  workers  ?  This  is  contem- 
plated, I  believe,  in  all  the  Phalansteries  of  Unitative  Associationists.' 

*0h  no.  Madam,  this  making  every  man  and  woman  a  mere 
working  machine,  is  no  part  of  my  plan,  and  would  be,  as  I  believe 
it  ever  will  be,  impracticable.  But  all  my  slaves  doing  just  what 
they  pleas6,  please  me  in  doing  what  they  do.' 

*  And  yet  you  must  have  some  very  idle  and  worthless  creatures 
among  them,  and  such  as  you  must  find  it  hard  to  turn  to  any  good 
account.     Is  it  not  so  V 

*  It  is  indeed  so ;  and  sometimes  I  'm  puzzled  to  find  out  the  way* 
of  making  some  of  my  young  girls  of  any  sort  of  use  whatever. 

*St.  Pierrr. 
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Their  whole  douls  are  devoted  to  the  gratification  of  their  vanity, 
their  love  of  admiration,  dressing  and  undressing  of  themselves ; 
and  such  is  the  wretched  effect  of  pursuits  so  trivial  and  contempti- 
ble, that  their  souls  have  no  expansion,  and  their  hearts  become  in- 
capable of  any  generous  emotions.  The  sacrifice  of  a  single  op- 
portunity to  exhibit  their  prettinesses  causes  a  tempest  of  passion 
hardly  to  be  conceived  of. 

*  I  fear  you  are  too  severe  upon  the  poor  creatures.  They  have 
but  few  objects  to  interest  them,  and  naturally  seek  to  attain  that 
grace  and  beauty  which  is  the  secret  of  their  strength  and  influence.' 

*  But  it  is  not,  if  they  knew  it ;  they  would  be  irresistible  could 
they  but  know  that  the  attractions  they  covet  are  shallow  and  worth- 
less, and  the  beauty  they  so  sedulously  seek  to  heighten,  is  only  per- 
manently influential  when  they  possess  those  graces  of  the  mind  and 
affections,  and  that  gentleness  and  loveliness  of  demeanor  which 
they  know  is  the  highest  attraction ;  but  of  which  they  rarely 
seek  more  than  the  shadow.  One  of  their  greatest  favorites,  and 
whose  poems  they  place  under  their  pillows,  and  on  their  centre- 
tables,  has  said  of  them :  *  Women  were  ever  fated  to  be  my 
bane.  Like  Napoleon,  I  have  always  had  a  great  contempt  for 
women ;  and  formed  this  opinion  of  them  not  hastily,  but  from 
my  own  fatal  experience.  My  writings,  indeed,  tend  to  exalt 
the  sex,  and  my  imagination  has  always  delighted  in  giving 
them  a  beau  ideal  likeness,  but  I  only  drew  them  as  a  painter 
or  a  sculptor  would  do  —  as  they  should  be.  The  Turks  and 
Eastern  people  manage  these  matters  better  than  we  yio  :  they 
lock  them  up,  and  they  are  much  happier.  Give  a  woman  a 
looking-glass  and  a  few  sugar-plums  and  she  will  be  satisfied.'* 
This  picture  is  drawn  by  one  who  has  seen  society  in  its  highest 
forms,  and  may  be  considered  a  capable  judge.  *  Tis  true,  there  are 
a  few  who  are  susceptible  of  a  strong  passion,  which  takes  them 
out  of  themselves,  and  whatever  direction  this  takes,  it  is  a  sure  in- 
dication of  a  superior  nature.  Now,  as  I  have  said,  they  get  some- 
times weary  of  the  worthlessness  of  their  pursuits,  and  an  aboli- 
tionist will  sometimes  inspire  them  with  a  strong  desire  for  the 
homes  and  skies  of  their  forefathers,  by  picturing  the  beauty  and 
happiness  they  may  attain  by  leaving  my  service ;  and  they  give 
me  some  trouble  to  reclaim  them,  though  I  am  made  to  feel  that 
they  are  hardly  worth  the  cost  of  the  gew-gaws  by  which  they  afe 
won,  and  the  exercise  of  the  little  arts  by  which  they  are  to  be  re- 
tained. 

'  But  why  keep  them  in  your  service  1  Why  not  let  them  run, 
if  they  are  desirous  of  going  V 

*  Ah,  Madam,  whatever  maybe  my  real  estimate  of  their  charac- 
ters, they  are  after  all  essential  and  necessary  to  me.' 

'  For  what  purpose,  if  they  are  so  worthless  in  themselves  V 

*  I  must  have  tnem  for  wives  and  mothers.     They  are  useful  to 

*  LojUD  BrBOK*0  CoDversatioDs  with  LientoDBot  Mbdwin. 
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me  in  this  way,  that  they  keep  up  my  stock  of  slaves,  who  take 
their  characters  from  their  mothers ;  and  you  can  readily  see  that 
I  cannot  afford  to  lose  them.  Now  there  is  nothing  I  so  much 
dread  as  the  influence  of  an  intellectual  female ;  one  whose  soul 
is  the  seat  of  all  pure  and  generous  emotions ;  whose  highest 
happiness  is  found  in  the  discharge  of  the  domestic  duties  of  life ; 
whose  sympathies  are  alive  to  all  that  is  beautiful  and  true,  and 
whose  mind  is  actively  occupied  in  the  attainment  of  all  that  know- 
ledge and  literature  which  gives  grace  and  charm  to  her  conversa- 
tion, and  makes  her  the  companion  and  counsellor  of  her  husband 
and  his  friends  ;  who  enriches  every  topic  by  the  beauty  of  her  im- 
agination, and  inspires  in  others  the  love  of  all  that  gentleness, 
purity  and  peace  which  hallows  and  glows  in  her  own  soul ;  such 
a  female  mmd  is  the  most  attractive  and  most  noble  of  all  the  crea- 
tions of  Deity  ;  but  they  are  not  the  sort  of  daughters,  wives  and 
mothers  that  suit  me,  for  they  give  me  more  trouble  than  a  thou- 
sand of  such  as  I  have  described.  Their  children  seem  formed  for 
a  higher  condition  than  that  to  which  they  are  bom,  and  are  full 
of  aspirations,  which  *t  is  hard  for  me  to  repress  or  subvert ;  so 
you  can  readily  see,  that  it  would  be  greatly  to  my  injury  to  pro- 
pagate a  class  of  minds  which  I  am  compelled  to  reverence  and 
admire.  Fortunately  for  me,  most  of  my  women  are  *  pleased 
with  a  rattle  and  tickled  by  a  straw.' 

*  I  fear,  Sir,'  said  Mrs.  Smith,  *  you  are  a  woman-hater.  Were 
you  ever  married  V 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  changed  color,  and  for  an  instant  his 
eye  fell  on  the  carpet ;  and,  in  a  tone  so  low  as  to  be  almost  inau- 
dible, he  replied  :  *  I  am  ho  woman-hater.  I  had  hoped  the  senti- 
ments I  have  just  expressed  would  have  satisfied  you  that  there  are 
women  whose  virtues  I  appreciate,  and  whose  worth  I  acknowledge.' 
And  musing  for  a  moment,  he  continued — *  I  believe  that  if  Chris- 
tianity should  be  compelled  to  flee  from  the  mansions  of  the  great, 
the  Academies  of  the  philosophers,  or  the  throng  of  busy  men,  we 
should  find  her  last  and  'purest  retreat  with  Woman  at  the  fireside  ; 
her  last  altar  would  be  \hQ  female  breast ;  her  last  audience,  the  chil- 
dren gathered  around  the  knees  of  a  mother  ;  her  last  sacrifice,  the 
secret  prayer,  escaping  in  silence  from  her  lips,  and  heard  only  at 
the  throne  of  God.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  remained  silent,  as  if  absorbed  by  re- 
collections which  were  full  of  tender  and  sad  remembrances  of  the 
past ;  and  Mrs.  Smith  felt  she  had  unconsciously  pained  her  vi&ttor 
by  questions  which  were  too  sacred  to  be  prosecuted  ftirther ;  and 
to  change  the  subject,  inquired  : 

*  In  what  forms  do  the  religious  tendencies  of  our  nature  exhibit 
themselves  among  your  slaves  V 

*  They  are  so  various,  Madam,  that  it  were  a  hard  task  to  tell 
you,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  with  somewhat  of  his  former 
cheerfrilness  of  manner. 

*  Will  you  not  be  pleased  to  tell  me  of  some  of  them  1' 

*  They  are,  Madam,  characterized  by  penances  of  various  sorts,  and 
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especially  as  practised  by  those  whom  they  style  *  Tapas ;'  whose  pray- 
ers are  earnestly  solicited  by  those  around  them,  who  minister  to  their 
wants  and  passions  in  every  way  possible.  The  more  painful  and 
difficult  these  penances  are,  the  more  they  are  revered.  And  these 
consist  of  standing  on  one  foot  and  holding  the  other  at  the  same 
time,  with  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  sun.  This  is  quite  a  distinguished 
penance.  Othere  stand  on  the  top  of  their  toes  for  a  length  of 
time,  which  Fanny  Ellsler  has  never  attempted  ;  others  are  buried 
in  the  earth,  with  a  pipe  which  supplies  them  with  air  and  food ; 
some  stand  on  their  heads,  others  hang  by  the  hands  on  a  tree,  or 
hang  from  the  tree  with  their  heads  downward ;  all  these  penances 
are  prescribed  in  their  books,  which  they  style  the  Puranas.  Some 
go  about  with  their  heads  turned  upward  to  the  heavens,  and  others 
with  their  arms  crossed  on  their  breasts,  in  a  thoughtful  posture, 
and  with  downcast  looks,  as  if  in  profound  meditation;  others, 
with  their  arms  stretched  out  horizontally,  and  some  who  are  called 
MunVSi  ai*e  doomed  to  perpetual  silence. 

*  But  while  some  of  my  slaves*  are  doomed  to  a  state  of  painful 
imnolobility,  others,  called  the  Choura-asin  are  in  constant  activity, 
going  through  eighty-four  sitting  postures  or  changes,  remarkable 
for  their  difficulty;  but  the  most  singular  of  all  their  penances, 
which  they  call  the  Kassali,  and  which  is  exquisitely  painful,  consists 
in  their  standing  with  their  bare  feet  upon  the  areka,  or  betel-nut.' 

'  Can't  these  be  boiled  soil  V  inquired  Mrs.  Smith.  *  Would  it 
not  be  a  kindness  to  translate  for  them  Peter  Pindar's  Pilgrim  and 
the  Peas  V 

*  It  would  doubtless  be  a  kindness,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in 
Black,  smiling ;  *  but  these  creatures  are  excessively  attached  to 
these  extreme  tortures ;  the  Idast  and  most  common  of  which  is, 
the  elevation  of  the  hands  above  the  head,  which  is  persevered  in 
till  they  become  immoveable,  the  finger-nails  perforating  the  palms. 
The  Batsiri  sit,  never  lying  nor  rising.  Others  hold  their  breath  for 
an  incredible  length  of  time,  and  others  again  sit  surrounded  with 
four  fires,  at  the  cardinal  points,  intense  as  they  can  be  borne.  Such 
are  the  favorite  austerities  of  my  Eastern  serfs  ;  and  though  they  are 
of  no  value  to  me  as  producers,  yet  they  keep  the  rest  of  my  slaves  in 
due  subjection  to  my  overseers  by  their  frightful  pictures  of  the  future 
destinies  of  such  as  are  refractory,  and  which  it  is  their  province  to 
avert,  and  for  which  they  are  well  paid  :  and  as  most  of  these  pen- 
ances are  necessarily  of  short  duration,  the  devotees  gain  by  them  a 
full  scope  for  the  indulgence  of  their  passions,  without  losing  any 
of  the  respect  of  their  devotees.  On  other  plantations,  the  exhibi- 
tion of  the- religious  sentiment  differs,  and  the  most  sensible  of  them 
all,  is  the  form  adopted  and  practised  by  the  rudest  of  my  bonds- 
men.* Their  God  is  an  ugly  image,  before  which  their  priests 
set  a  huge  wheel  on  which  they  nail  the  prayers  for  the  day,  which 
the  priests  turn  round  with  the  utmost  indifference,  leaving  it  to  the 
option  of  the  image  to  take  notice  of  them  or  not,  as  it  chooses.' 


*  Thk  Calmuc  Tartars. 


20  Lights  and  Shadows  of  Fashionahle  lAfe.  [July, 

*  Your  people  are  most  miserably  debased  truly,  and  I  wonder 
you  can  consent  to  the  continuance  of  such  practices,  which  would 
be  deemed  a  disgrace  in  any  age  or  country  under  the  influence  of 
the  Christian  religion,*  said  Mrs.  Smith,  with  some  asperity  of  manner. 

*  Not  so  unlike  those  practised  by  the  christian  church  as  you 
may  suppose,*  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  tartly. 

*  Indeed !  In  what  dark  age  and  country  have  ever  such  enormities 
been  practised  \     No,  Sir,  you  must  pardon  me ;  I  can't  believe  you/ 

*  You  may  believe  me  or  not  as  you  please,  but  as  you  think  so 
highly  of  *  the  pure  and  pristine  ages  of  the  Church,'  I  will,  if  you 
please,  enlighten  you  on  this  subject.  I  have  the  materials  at  hanct,** 
said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  looking  toward  the  fathers  of  the 
church. 

Mrs.  Smith  shook  her  head  incredulously. 

*  I  shall  not  undertake  to  show  you  the  same  disgusting  exhibitions 
of  self-inflicted  tortures,  imposed  under  the  idea  of  propitiating 
heathen  idols,  but  penances  as  utterly  at  war  with  the  spint  of  Chris- 
tianity, practised  and  praised  by  the  saints  in  those  early  ages  of  the 
Church,  which  some  persons  are  so  pleased  to  regard  as  the  purest  and 
the  best.  A  system  of  self-immolation  not  unlike  what  I  have  described 
to  you  as  existing  among  my  own  slaves,  originated  with  Paul  the 
Egyptian,  who  in  the  seventh  persecution  retired  to  a  private  cave, 
and  lived  unseen,  till  St.  Anthony  discovered  him  just  before  his 
deatb  and  buried  him,  and  took  possession  of  his  cave.  The  notion 
that  the  soul  is  clogged  by  the  body,  and  its  virtues  impeded  by  its 
connection  with  it,  operating  on  the  indolent  and  melancholy  turn 
of  many  persons  in  the  southern  climate  of  Asia,  especially  of  Egypt, 
led  them  to  afleqt  an  austere  and  solitary  life,  as  destitute  as  possible 
of  every  thing  that  might  pamper  the  body,  or  gratify  those  appe- 
tites and  passions  which  were  supposed  to  have  their  seat  in  the 
flesh.  Hence  arose  the  notion  of  the  greater  purity  and  excellence 
of  celibacy,  of  which  I  have  spoken.  It  is  the  same  principle  which 
has  made  Essenes  among  the  Jews,  Monks  among  the  Cfhristians, 
Dervises  among  the  Mahommedans,  and  Fakirs  among  the  Hindoos.* 
Finding  so  many  followers,  St.  Anthony  drew  up  his  famous  Rules 
and  Orders,  of  which  Erasmus  speaks  of  in  his  colloquies,  and  which 
are  but  transcripts  of  those  institutes  which  Pythagoras  imposed  on 
his  coUegiates  in  order  to  their  monastic  life,  and  which  he  brought 
out' of  Egypt  when  he  forbade  matrimony  to  those  of  his  sect,  and 
constituted  a  cloister  of  nuns,  over  which  he  placed  his  daughter.! 

*  And  so  utterly  corrupt  had  the  state  of  the  church  and  the  chris- 
tian world  become,  that  a  distinguished  writer  speaking  of  this  sub- 
ject, says  :  *  Within  two  hundred  years  from  the  death  of  Chrysos- 
tom,  Mahomet  broke  upon  the  world,  and  the  tempest  of  heresy 
which  he  raised  came  as  a  bla^t  of  health  v/pon  the  nations.  What 
Mahomet  and  his  Caliphs  found  in  all  directions,  whither  their 
cimetars  cut  a  path  for  them,  was  a  superstition  so  abject,  an  idolatry 

*  C0RBUPTION8  of  Christiuiity,  Vol.  n.,  p.  386 — See  Moshcix,  Vol.  i.  p.  907. 
t  Gale's  Court  of  the  Gentilea,  VoL  n.,  p.  313. 
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so  gross  and  shameless,  church  doctrines  so  arrogant,  church  prac- 
tices so  dissolute  and  puerile,  that  the  strong-minded  Arabians  felt 
themselves  inspired  anew,  as  Gtod's  messengers,  to  reprove  the  errors 
of  the  v^orld,  and  authorized  as  God's  avengers^to  punish  apostate 
Christendom.'* 

*  All  this  is  very  startling,'  said  Mrs.  Smith  ;  *  but  how  are  such 
rhetorical  assertions  sustained  ]  Give  me,  if  you  please,  a  bill  of 
particulars.' 

*  That  is  easily  done ;'  and  rising  from  his  seat,  the  Gentleman  in 
Black  went  to  the  cases  and  selected  several  of  those  old  patristic 
fStios,  and  laying  them  on  the  table,  continued  the  conversation,  by 
saying : 

*  In  order  to  show  you  how  nearly  the  self-sacrificing  devotions  of 
my  slaves  resemble  the  practices  of  the  early  ages  of  the  Church, 
permit  me  to  state  to  you  the  prevailing  customs  as  they  are  here 
stated,'  laying  his  hands  on  the  volumes  before  him.  *  According  to 
their  faith  and  zeal,  these  Recluses  employed  their  days,  which  were 
passed  in  their  cells,  either  in  vocal  or  mental  prayer :  those  asso- 
ciated in  monasteries  assembled  in  the  evening,  and  they  were 
awakened  in  the  morning,  for  the  public  worship  of  the  fraternity. 
Even  sleep,  the  last  refuge  of  the  unhappy,  was  rigorously  measured : 
the  vacant  hours  of  the  monk  rolled  along  without  business  or  plea- 
sure ;  and  before  the  close  of  each  day  he  had  repeatedly  accused 
the  tedious  progress  of  the  sun.  In  this  comfortless  state  Supersti- 
tion still  pursued  and  tormented  her  wretched  votaries.  The  repose 
they  sought  was  disturbed  by  a  tardy  repentance,  profane  doubts  and 
guilty  desires ;  and  while  they  considered  each  natural  impulse  as 
an  unpardonable  sin,  they  perpetually  trembled  on  the  edge  of  a 
flaming  and  bottomless  abyss.  From  the  painful  struggles  of  disease 
and  despair,  these  unhappy  victims  were  relieved  by  madness  or 
death.  Their  visions,  before  they  attained  this  extreme  and  acknow- 
ledged term  of  frenzy,  have  afforded  ample  materials  of  supernatu- 
ral history.  It  was  their  firm  persuasion  that  the  air  they  breathed 
was  peopled  with  invisible  enemies  ;  with  innumerable  demons,  who 
watched  every  occasion  and  assumed  every  form,  to  terrify,  and  above 
all  to  tempt  their  unguarded  virtue.t 

*  In  the  performance  of  the  penances  they  practised,  stimulated  by 
applause  and  emulation,  they  sunk  under  the  painful  weight  of  crosses 
and  chains;  and  their  emaciated  limbs  were  confined  by  collars, 
bracelets,  gauntlets  and  greaves,  of  massy  and  rigid  iron.  All 
superfluous  incumbrance  of  dress  they  contemptuously  cast  away ; 
and  some  savage  saints  of  both  sexes  have  been  admired,  whose 
naked  bodies  were  only  covered  by  their  long  hair;  they  allowed 
their  beards  and  nails  to  grow,  and  sometimes  became  so  hirsute,  as 
to  be  actually  mistaken  for  hyaenas  and  bears.f  Thus  they  aspired 
to  reduce  themselves  to  the  rude  and  miserable  state  in  which  the 

•  Tatlob. 

t  Thc  Devil*  were  most  formidable  in  «  female  shape.  —  Roswetdc. 

t  Tatlob,  p.  427.  qootiag  PAZ.LAoiuau 
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human  brute  is  scarcely  distinguished  above  his  kindred  animals : 
and  a  numerous  sect  of  anachorets  derived  their  name  from  their 
humble  practice  of  grazing  in  the  fields  of  Mesopotamia  with  the 
common  herd.*  And  so  late  as  the  tenth,  eleventh  and  twelfUi  cen- 
turies, the  forests  of  France  and  Germany  were  haunted  by  naked 
anachorets,  who  round  the  year,  roamed  about,  refusing  even  the 
comforts  of  a  cavern,  and  were  wont  to  repose  on  the  fresh-fallen 
snow.t 

*  It  is  said  of  some  of  the  Abbots  of  Egypt,  that  they  had  fiye^ 
seven,  and  even  ten  thousand  monks  under  their  direction ;  and  the 
Thebais,  as  well  as  certain  spots  in  A.rabia,  are  reported  as  literally 
crowded  with  solitaries.  Seventy  thousand,  at  the  end  of  the  fourth 
century,  of  all  classes,  were  at  one  time  to  be  found  in  Egypt  alone, | 
so  small  a  country  as  you  well  know  this  to  be ;  and  the  writingps  of 
these  fathers  leave  no  doubt  as  to  the  prevalence  of  the  ascetic  sys- 
tem throughout  all  the  countries  to  which  they  belbnged ;  namely : 
Syria,  Egypt,  Arabia,  Asia  Minor,  Thrace,  Italy,  Gaul,  Spain  and 
North  Africa.  They  recount  with  fervid  eloquence  their  utter  neg- 
lect of  the  body.  In  certain  instances,  the  leathern  girdle  was 
found,  afler  death,  to  have  lodged  itself  in  the  integuments  of  the 
loins,  so  as  in  ordinary  cases  to  have  occasioned  intense  sufferings ; 
yet  never  had  they  betrayed  the  secret  to  any  one  by  any  indications 
of  uneasiness.  And  instances  still  more  extreme  and  far  too  re- 
volting to  describe,  abound  in  these  records  of  Monachism.'§ 

*  What  could  have  induced  this  horrid  state  of  things  V  inquired 
Mrs.  Smith. 

*  It  arose.  Madam,  from  the  idea  of  expiation  by  these  self-inflicted 
torments. 

*  The  doctrine  of  expiation,  by  penance  in  this  life,  of  the  pains 
otherwise  to  be  ehdured  in  purgatory,  had  taken  fast  hold  of  the 
religious  mind ;  and  in  their  pictures  of  purgatorial  pains,  the 
fathers  drew  largely  upon  that  special  knowledge  of  the  infernal 
regions  which  the  privileged  commerce  of  the  ascetics  with  devils 
had  so  well  supplied  them  ;  and  some  idea.  Madam,  of  their  extent 
and  character  may  be  attained  by  reading  the  *  Lives  of  the  Saints,* 
by  Rev.  Alvan  Butler,  (a  comparatively  recent  work,)  who  says,  *  a 
soul,  for  one  venial  sin,  shall  suffer  more  than  all  the  pains  of  dis- 
tempers, the  most  violent  cholic,  gout  and  stone,  joined  in  compli- 
cation; more  than  all  the  most  cruel  torments  undergone  by  male- 
factors, or  invented  by  the  most  barbarous  tyrants ;  more  than  all 
the  tortures  of  the  martyrs  summed  up  together.  This  is  the  idea,'  he 
says,  1 1  *  which  the  Fathers  give  us  of  purgatory ;  and  how  long 
many  souls  have  to  suffer  there,  we  know  not.'  Now,  if  a  small 
part  of  all  this  was  believed,  and  it  was  doubtless  received  in  all  its 

*  Gibbon,  chap.  37.— Thbodobet  has  in  a  large  volume  the  lives  of  i\kvn  gratkitg  monlu. 

t  Fanaticism,  p.  75. 

X  Flkuxt  Hist  Eccl.,  quoted  in  '  Corruptions  of  Christianity,'  VoL  ii.,  p.  391. 

§  Fanaticism,  p.  74. 

H  Lives  :  for  November  S.    This  work  is  now  being  reprinted  in  this  country. 
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fulness  by  these  poor  naked  and  half-starved  hermits,  who  regarded 
their  bodies  as  their  chiefest  of  enemies,  why  should  they  not  sacri- 
fice their  bodies  here,  so  as  to  save  their  souls  from  such  inconceiv- 
able wretchedness  hereafter  V 

'  And  were  all  these  multitudes  of  recluses-  subjected  to  like  des- 
titution V 

*  Certainly  not,  as  I  will  show  you ;'  so  saying,  he  opened  Saint 
Chrysostom.*  *  It  seems  that  the  customs  of  the  third  century, 
against  which  Cyprian  inveighed,  had  not  improved  in  the  days  of 
Chrysostom.  Not  only  did  the  aged  monks  avail  themselves  of 
the  offices  and  society  of  young  women  in  their  cells,  but  young 
monks  also  did  the  same ;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  young  nuns 
entertained  a  cortege  of  *  philosophic'  paramours,  under  various 
pretexts,  which  are  described  on  page  310,  and  the  pages  follow- 
ing, of  this  the  first  volume  of  Chrysostom* s  worlcs,  it  may  amuse 
you  to  know  something  of  the  customs  of  these  *  pure  and  pristine 
days  of  the  church;'  permit  me  to  read  you  a  passage  or  two  from 
pages  of  this  volume. 

*  *  The  pious  Father  exclaims  :  *  What  a  sight  it  is,  to  enter  the 
cell  of  a  solftary  monk,  and  to  see  the  apartment  hung  round 
about  with  female  gear,  shoes,  girdles,  reticules,  caps,  bonnets, 
combs  and  the  like,  too  various  to  mention  ;  but  what  a  jest  it  is  to 
visit  the  abode  of  a  rich  monk,  and  to  look  about  you  :  for  you  find 
the  solitary  surrounded  with  a  bevy  of  lasses,  one  might  say,  just 
like  the  leader  of  a  company  of  singing  and  dancing  girls.  What 
can  be  more  disgraceful  ]  —  and,  in  fact,  the  monk  is  all  day  long 
vexed  and  busied  with  the  petty  affairs  proper  to  a  woman  .  •  •  • ' 
not  merely  is  he  occupied  with  vxyrldly  matters,  contrary  to  the 
apostolic  precept,  but  with  even  feminine  cares ;  these  ladies  being 
very  luxurious  in  their  habits,  as  well  as  impeiious  in  their  tempers.* 
He  goes  on  to  give  the  particulars  :  *  The  good  man  is  liable  to 
be  sent  on  fifly  errands ;  •to  the  silversmith,  to  inquire  if  my  lady's 
mirror  is  finished;  if  her  vase  is  ready;  if  her  silver  cruet  had 
been  returned ;  and  from  the  silversmith's  to  the  perfumer's,  and 
thence  to  the  linen-drapers,  and  thence  to  the  upholsterer's ;  and  at 
each  place  he  has  twenty  particulars  to  remember.'  Then  the 
&ther  goes  on  to  describe  in  addition  to  all  these  cares,  *  the  jars 
and  scoldings  that  are  apt  to  resound  in  a  house  fiill  of  pampered 
women ;'  and  urges  them,  *  as  the  warriors  of  the  church,  to  be 
clad  with  spiritual  armor,  and  not  take  on  themselves  the  office  of 
waiting  like  menials  upon  worthless  girls,  or  to  busy  themselves  with 
their  spinnings  and  sewings,  and  spend  the  livelong  day  by  their 
side,  while  at  work,  imbuing  their  minds  with  effeminate  trifles.'  * 

*  Truly,  this  is  a  strange  picture  !*  exclaitned  Mrs.  Smith,  with 
real  astonishment  and  unaffected  surprise,  *  of  The  Lights  and  Shd- 
dows  of  Fashionable  Life,*  as  it  existed  fourteen  hundred  years  ago.' 

*  Yes,  indeed  ;  and  Chrysostom  makes  an  acknowledgment  not 


*  Chbtpostom,  torn,  i.,  p.  279. 
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so  complimentary  as  I  could  wish  it,  as  to  the  authors  of  all  this 
licentiousuess,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black. 

*  Is  it  in  that  volume  V  Mrs.  Smith  inquired,  with  some  hesitation. 

*  Yes,  it  is  here,*  turning  to  page  304.     *  Shall  I  read  it  V 

'  I  am  rather  doubtful  as  to  hearing  any  more  of  these  morceaux. 
And  yet,  if  you  think  it  readable,  you  may  go  on.  I  shall  in  this 
instance  trust  to  your  discretion.* 

*  It  is  a  very  eloquent  and  powerful  passage,  in  the  Father's  best 
style,  and  I  am  sure  there  is  nothing  in  it  which  can  pain  you  save 
the  melancholy  confession  it  makes  of  the  authors  of  this  reign  of 
riot  and  misrule  in  the  church.'  So  saying,  the  Gentleman  in  Black 
read  as  follows  : 

*  Alas,  my  soul !  well  may  I  so  exclaim,  and  repeat  the  lamenta- 
ble cry  with  the  prophet !  Alas,  my  soul !  Our  virginity  has  fallen 
into  contempt ;  the  veil  is  rent  with  impudent  hands,  that  parted  it 
off  from  matrimony ;  the  holy  of  holies  is  trodden  under  foot,  and 
its  grave  and  tremendous  sanctities  have  become  profane,  and 
thrown  open  to  all ;  and  all  that  which  was  once  held  m  reverence, 
as  far  more  excellent  than  matrimony,  is  now  sunk  so  low,  as  that 
one  should  rather  call  the  married  blessed,  than  those  who  profess 
it.  Nor  is  it  an  enemy  that  has  effected  all  this  ;  hut  the  virgins  them- 
selves /'* 

*  Poor  dear  girls  !  how  truly  they  were  to  be  pitied  !'  said  Mrs. 
Smith.  *  After  ally  this  state  of  hopeless  seclusion  of  gentle  and 
loving  girls  in  the  days  of  infancy  and  childhood,  and  which  is  still 
practised,  seems  to  me,  now  that  I  think  of  it,  as  more  to  be  detes- 
ted than  any  of  the  austerities  practised  among  your  slaves.  I 
think  I  must  confess,  the  superstitions  engrafted  upon  Christianity 
are  the  most  dreadful  of  all  others.' 

*  I  beff  you  to  believe  I  have  not  exhausted  the  subject.'* 

*  Pardon  me ;  though  you  may  not  havp  exhausted  the  subject,' 
said  Mrs.  Smith,  very  kindly,  and  smiling,  *  you  have  my  capacity 
to  hear  any  more  on  a  topic  so  full  of  horrors.  I  had  much  rather 
you  should  speak  to  me  of  yourself  than  of  others.' 

Mrs.  Smith  could  not  have  been  conscious  of  the  very  gentle 
tones  in  which  these  words  were  expressed,  though  they  were 
'winged  with  flames,  if  the  flush  which  glowed  on  the  face  of  the 
Gentleman  in  Black  spoke  truly. 

*  Thx  manners  of  the  days  of  Chjrtsostoh  seem  to  have  come  down  with  the  monastic  institutions 
to  later  days;  old  Fvixxa,  in  his  '  History  of  the  Church,'  Book  VL,  p.  315,  says,  amours  were  very 
general  among  the  English  nuns,  and  he  speaks  of  very  extensive  powers  of  absolution  for  certain 
vices :  writing  of  love-letters,  interviews  at  grated  windows,  employing  smiths  to  remove  bars,  as 
well  as '  Aoly  eomUmpUOuma  in  the  church  at  night  between  two  lovers ;'  and  that  even  the  confessor 
of  the  nuns,  usually  and  seemingly  a  very  austere  and  devout  monk,  whose  office,  he  quaintly  remarks, 
'  was  that  of  a  midwife,  whose  duty  it  was  to  eradicate  sin  fl>om  the  heart,  that  it  might  afterward  bring 
forth  Hu  iie«0  man ;  but  these  confessors,'  he  adds, '  often  attended  only  to  the  latter  part  of  the  in- 
junction in  a  corporeal  sense,'  Fosbbookx,  in  his  History  of  British  Monachism,  (quarto,  London, 
1817,)  has  given  a  AiU  view  of  the  rise  and  progress,  manners  and  customs  of  Monachism  as  it  was, 
and  still  exists  in  Great  Britain. 
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Daughter  of  JiPHrnA !  with  thy  fair  head  howed, 

Am  droops  the  flower,  when  from  the  burdened  cloud 

In  fierce  assault  has  burst  the  stormy  shower ; 

Why  hangs  ibis  gloom'upon  thy  life  s  young  hour  7 

Bent  is  thy  brow ;  beneath  the  drooping  lid, 

Like  jewels  shrined,  thy  sparkling  eyes  are  hid  ; 

Clasped  are  thy  fairy  fingers,  half  in  prayer, 

Half  in  the  anguish  of  thy  soul's  despair : 

Oh  !  not  more  sad  the  lovely  Peri  sate, 

Who  sought  admittance  at  bright  Ellen's  gate, 

Yet  doubted  if  her  offered  gifts  could  win 

From  watching  Angels  leave  to  enter  in. 

And  yet  thou  wear'st  no  drooping  mourner's  guise. 

Veiled  is  thy  form  in  robe  of  glowing  dyes ; 

Amidst  the  braided  richness  of  thy  hair 

Bright  pearls  are  beaming,  and  the  jewelled  star 

Gleams  on  thy  shoulder ;  as  when  stars  arise. 

Ere  evening's  blush  has  faded  from  the  skies ; 

A  branch  unblighted  on  thine  arm  is  thrown. 

But  Where's  the  thrilling  of  thy  song's  proud  tone? 

When  forth  thou  led'st  the  fair  and  virgin  choir. 

To  hail  with  song  and  dance  thy  conquering  sire  7 

Rash  JiPHTHA  !  what  an  awful  vow  was  thine. 

To  pour  in  sacrifice  upon  the  shrine 

The  blood  of  whomsoe'er  thou  first  might'st  meet ! 

And  lo !  a  virgin  bright,  with  bounding  feet. 

Springs  forth  to  meet  thee,  with  her  fond  caress ; 

Why  turn  away  ?  hath  she  no  power  to  bless  7 

Is  there  a  father,  who  can  coldly  spurn 

A  daughter's  kiss,  that  welcomes  his  return? 

Swift  through  his  soul  this  thought  of  horror  flies, 

JiPUTHA  is  saved,  but  Jefhtha's  daughter  dies ! 

Oh  I  dark  Idolatry !  whose  fearful  rite 
In  human  blood  hath  ever  found  delight ; 
Jepbtha  !  from  idol  altars  thou  hadst  turned, 
But  not  of  Israel's  God  the  worship  learned ; 
Past  is  thy  bloody  vow,  with  guilt  defiled  — 
Hie  first  to  meet  thy  coming  is  thy  child ! 
T  is  but  a  picture  that  I  see,  and  yet 
Illusion,  distance,  time — all  I  forget ; 
I  wait  to  see  her  trembling  tear-drops  start, 
And  hear  the  pulses  of  her  throbbing  heart ; 
Spreads  o'er  her  head  a  sky  of  sunny  hue. 
Soft  from  the  valley  swell  the  mountains  blue ; 
I  cannot  think  the  knife's  descending  blow 
Shftll  ftain  with  Uood  her  bosom's  spotles  snow : 
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Oh  !  gracious  Heaven,  avert  the  fearful  hour ! 

Drench  not  in  blood  this  fair,  unfolding  flower. 

What  was  her  prayer  ?    <  Oh  !  Sire,  since  GrOD  has  heard 

Thy  vow,  and  passed  thy  lips  the  fatal  word 

That  dooms  thy  daughter,  to  my  fate  I  bow, 

And  Jefhtha's  child  shall  meet  her  father's  vow. 

I  ask  Wt  this :  while  two  bright  moons  shall  rise 

And  fade  with  waning  crescent  from  the  skies, 

Far  from  my  childhood's  happy  scenes  away, 

On  the  lone  hills,  with  weeping  eyes,  to  stray 

And  wail  with  mournful  lyre,  and  plaintive  song. 

The  fate  that  tears  me  from  the  virgin  throng.' 

Daughter  of  Jephtha  !  comfort  would  it  be 

To  hearts  that  through  all  time  shall  bleed  for  thee, 

If  on  the  lonely  mountains  thou  hadst  died,     . 

With  weeping  virgins  kneeling  by  thy  side ; 

Thy  heart's  last  sigh,  thy  Ijrre's  last  dying  tone, 

In  mingled  breathings  on  the  Wild  winds  thrown  ; 

A  faded  flower,  yet  lovely  to  the  last, 

Thy  parting  spirit  on  thy  Maker  cast ; 

The  earth  thy  couch,  thy  last  look  on  the  skies, 

When  from  the  hills  the  parting  daylight  dies : 

Night's  falling  dews  their  crystal  tears  to  weep. 

And  stars  of  light  their  silent  watch  to  keep. 


SKETCHES     AT     CONSTANTINOPLE. 
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Some  time  ago  I  took  Doctor  S  to  Abdul  Hak  EfTendi,  the 

Hakim  Bashi,  or  chief  physician  of  the  Sultan,  to  obtain  from  him  a 
permit  for  the  former  to  practice  medicine  in  Constantinople  and 
its  environs.     I  informed  the  Effendi,  who  is  an  old  fat  man,  fond  of 

a  joke,  that  Doctor  S ,  being  an  Armenian  by  birth,  wished  to 

practice  only  among  his  own  people,  and  would  not  molest  the 
Turks. 

*0h!  I  understand  !'  exclaimed  the  EfTendi,  laughing;  *he  will 
spare  us ! ' 

I  remarked  in  the  course  of  conversation  that  an  American  vessel 
had  arrived  Smyrna  from  Boston  in  twenty-nine  days ;  this  one  of 
the  foreign  professors  present  confirming,  *  Mashallah  !'  exclaimed 
the  old  man  ;  *  perhaps  the  world  is  folding  up,  and  thus  lessening  in 
extent;*  then  aner  making  some  observations  |ibout  space, he  added : 
♦  It  is  remarkable  that  places  which  during  our  childhood  seemed  to 
us  so  extensive  and  ample,  in  after  years,  or  in  older  age,  appear 
diminished  in  size.  For  instance,'  continued  he,  *  I  was  born  and 
spent  my  childhood  near  the  quarter  of  Eyoub,  on  the  harbor. 
Behind  my  father's  house  was  a  garden,  in  which,  when  a  boy,  I  was 
fond  of  racing  a  Mytylene  pony  I  owned,  the  gift  of  an  uncle.  The 
garden  was  large  and  spi^cious,  and  I  could  run  the  pony  in  it  to  my 
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heart's  content.  It  was  my  world,  and  I  knew  not  of,  noi*  wished  for, 
an  ampler  field  for  amirsement.  Some  months  ago,  being  near  the 
quarter  of  Eyoub,  the  idea  came  into  my  head  to  visit  the  scene  of 
my  youthful  achierements.  How  changed  !  My  father's  old  house 
was  a  mass  of  crumbling  fragments ;  and  pained  with  its  dreary  and 
desolate  appearance,  I  hastily  passed  by  it  and  entered  the  vast  and 
ample  earden.  This  seemed  so  small  that  I  even  doubted  its  iden- 
tity, and  wondered  how  I  ever  could  have  raced  a  pony  in  it.  I  felt 
shocked  with  the  change,  which  of  course  had  taken  place  only  in 
myself  and  my  own  mind.  As  we  acquire  knowledge,  we  need 
space,  and  what  in  our  youth  was  sufficient  for  the  scope  of  our 
ambition  and  necessities,  in  after  years  becomes  too  small  for  us.' 

It  struck  me  that  the  Effendi's  remarks  were  applicable  to  nations 
as  well  as  to  individuals. 

Doctor  S took  his  diploma  from  a  tin  case  in  which  he  pre- 
served it,  and  handed  it  to  the  Effendi,  who,  not  being  acquainted 
with  Latin,  referred  it  to  the  foreign  professors  near  him.  They  in 
turn  passed  it  in  examination,  and  one  of  them  on  reading  it  aloud 
reached  the  word  Albanaie.  *  Albania  !*  suddenly  exclaimed  the 
old  man,  who  had  been  listening  ;  *  what  have  the  American  doctors 
to  do  with  our  province  of  Albania  V     The  diploma  was  given  in 

the  city  of  New- York,  and  the  professors,  as  well  as  Doctor  S , 

could  offer  no  explanation  of  the  reason  why  Albania  was  mentioned 
in  it ;  neither  could  I  offer  any ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  emban^ass- 

ment  Doctor  S  — luckily  recollected  that  Albany  was  the  seat 

of  government  of  the  state  of  New- York,  which  being  interpreted 
to  the  Effendi,  relieved  him  very  effectually,  and  improved  the  Doc- 
tor's prospect  of  receiving  a  permit  considerably.  While  the  Ef* 
fendi's  secretary  was  making  out  the  permit,  I  took  my  leave  of  thef 
Effendi  and  left  the  Medical  College.  An  hour  or  two  later  I  mret 
an  employee  of  the  college  proceeding  in  great  haste  to  Dr.  S  •  ■  's 
dwelling,  to  inquire  whether  or  no  he  possessed  any  curious  objects 
from  the  New  World,  which  would  serve  to  amuse  the  Effendi,  who 
intended  passing  the  night  at  the  college. 

You  have  doubtless  heard  of  the  great  benefits  this  country  has 
received  fi-om  its  present  sanitary  system.  '  It  was  established  with 
great  difficulty,  and  against  the  opposition  of  the  more  bigotted  of 
the  Mussulman  community.  The  head  of  the  Board  of  Health  was 
an  elderly  Turk,  certainly  not  chosen  with  any  reference  to  his  liberal 
principles ;  the  members  were  the  first  dragomans  of  each  of  the 
foreign  legations,  and  a  number  of  physicians.  When  the  subject 
of  quarantine  was  broached,  the  old  JPresident  was  greatly  shocked 
by  a  suggestion  that  *  all  persons  arriving  from  places  suspected  of 
contagious  disease  should  be  required  to  perform  quarantine.' 

*  Suppose,'  said  he,  *the  Capudan  Pacha,  or  any  of  the  higher 
officers  of  the  government,  were  to  arrive  here  from  Syria  or  Egypt; 
you  would  certainly  not  expect  him  to  remain  away  from  his  harem, 
or  other  home-comforts,  for  fifteen  or  twenty  days  in  the  lazzaret  1' 

The  members  of  the  Board  of  course  explained  to  him  the  neces-' 
sity  of  an  indiscriminate  quarantine ;  but  the  old  man  would  not 
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listen  to  them ;  and  in  defiance  of  their  united  protests,  drew  up  and 
sent  to  the  Porte  a  warm  recommendation  that  the  chief  <iignitaries 
of  the  empire  should  be  distinguished  from  the  common  herd  of  tra- 
vellers, and  be  allowed  to  perform  their  quarantine  by  proxy.  The 
Porte,  fortunately  for  humanity,  took  a  different  view  of  the  subject. 

Among  Oriental  governments  it  has  always  been  customary  to 
supply  the  embassies  which  are  sent  to  them  with  a  residence,  end  a 
bountiful  ration  of  provisions  ;  sometimes  even  9,  sum  of  money  is 
daily  sent  for  the  expenses  not  included  in  the  preceding  items. 
The  last  embassy  sent  to  the  Porte  by  the  Shah  of  Persia  was  dis- 
missed in  a  manner  quite  unique.  It  had,  according  to  the  prece- 
ding custom,  been  in  the  daily  receipt  of  a  supply  of  provisions  ;  but 
as  die  coolness  between  the  Sultan  and  the  Shah  increased,  the  sup- 
ply in  the  same  ratio  diminished  ;  until  one  morning,  in  place  of  the 
customary  quantum  of  sheep,  loaves  of  bread,  vegetables,  etc.,  the 
Porte  sent  to  the  Shah's  representative  a  bag  of  onions.  The  hint 
was  too  Strang  not  to  be  taken  ;  so,  packing  up  his  baggage,  he  lefl 
the  *  Gate  of  Felicity,'  as  the  Turks  call  their  capital,  iiv  wounded 
dignity. 

Some  years  ago  there  was  an  envoy  sent  from  Mongrelia  on  the 
Caspian  Sea  to  the  Porte,  for  the  purpose  of  negotiating  a  treaty 
of  amity.  The  envoy  was  a  prince,  who  under  the  feudal  system  of 
his  government  had  the  entire  selection  of  the  personnel  of  his  em- 
bassy, and  consequently  each  member  of  it  were  his  own  slaves. 
The  secretary  of  legation  it  is  supposed  was  a  slave  better  educated 
than  the  others,  and  able  to  serve  his  master  as  scribe,  in  case  of 
need.  This  may  well  have  been  the  case,  as  at  present  the  white 
slaves  in  Constantinople  are  elevated  with  their  master's  children, 
and  receive  the  same  education  as  they;  and  two  of  the  present 
Sultan's  brothers-in-law  were  the  slaves  of  his  father  or  officers. 
Their  kismet,  or  fate,  has  however  been  very  different  from  that  of 
the  poor  secretary  in  question.  The  negotiation  having  been  pro- 
longed later  than  the  envoy  anticipated,  and  his  government  failing 
to  make  him  remittances,  or  what  is  more  probable,  (the  Asiatic 
sovereigns  seldom  allowing  their  ambassadors  any  other  compensa- 
tion than  a  Bakshish  or  present  at  parting  with  another,  if  they  return 
with  success,)  his  own  resources  failing,  he  was  compelled  to  have 
recourse  to  the  sale  of  the  said  personnel  of  his  embassy  for  a  sub- 
sistence. In  the  course  of  a  few  months  he  had  sent  to  the  slave- 
market  all  his  attaches,  under-secretaries,  etc. ;  and  the  first  Secre- 
tary of  Legation  was  at  length  destined  to  follow  the  same  fate.  A 
Russian  ambassador,  having  visited  the  prince  for  the  purpose  of 
communicating  a  document  from  his  government,  and  finding  his 
colleague  from  Mongrelia  about  to  copy  it  himself,  suggested  the 
propriety  of  calling  in  the  secretary. 

*  Alas !'  remarked  the  Prince,  *  poor  fellow  !     I  have  had  to  eat 
him  also.' 

*  Eat  him  I'  exclaimed  the  astonished  Russian,  who  could  think  of 
no  greater  dainty  than  a  tallow  candle,  '  what  do  you  mean  V 

'  I  kept  him  until  the  last,'  replied  the  Prince,  '  bopin?^  daily  to 
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receive  relief  from  my  government,  or  to  terminate  my  mission  ;  but 
last  week  I  had  to  sell  him,  and  have  already  consumed  the  proceeds.' 
You  are  aware,  I  presume,  of  the  Eastern  tradition,  that  the  world 
is  supported  on  the  back  of  certain  animals ;  for  instance,  a  ^eat  tur- 
tle, bull,  etc.,  and  of  the  dilemma  in  which  philosophers  yet  are,  to 
learn  what  they  find  a  foot-hold  on.  Some  days  ago,  dining  at  the 
table  of  an  illustrious  foreign  representative,  at  which  were  present 
several  Englishmen,  the  conversation  chanced  to  turn  on  this  subject; 
and  some  one  happening  to  remark  that  the  people  of  Turkey  gene- 
rally beliqve  that  the  world  rests  on  a  bull's  horns,  the  host  replied 
that  it  was  very  likely  that  they  do  believe  it  now^  and  that  the  horns 
were  those  of  one  John  Bull  ! 


LOVERS        ORISONS. 

Ave  Mary  !  I  am  bending, 

With  true  devotion  fraught ; 
On  my  heart's  blest  roeary,  countmg 

One  by  one,  the  beads  of  thought 
Telling  o'er  my  heart's  blest  roeary, 

Radiant  Mart  !  all  divine  ! 
Every  thought  an  aspiration 

From  my  spirit  breathed  to  thine. 
Ave  Mary  ! — Ave  Mary  ! 

My  spirit  prays  to  thee ; 
Oh,  Sister  of  the  Angels ! 

Look  tenderly  on  me. 

Look  tenderly  upon  me, 

Oh !  pure  and  gentle  eyes ! 
Orbs  passionate  and  holy, 

Where  I  have  miule  my  skies ! 
Blue  skies !  bend  down  in  brightness ! 

Let  thy  fair  and  beauteous  face 
Beam  on  my  soul's  dark  fountain, 

Radiant  Mary  !  full  of  grace ! 
Ave  Mary  ! — Ave  Mary  ! 

My  spirit  prays  to  thee  ; 
Oh !  Sister  of  the  Angels ! 

Look  tenderly  on  me ! 

I  would  kneel  for  intercession 

To  the  saints  above  me  now  ; 
But  o'er  all  my  memory's  calendar 

I  find  no  saint  but  thou ! 
Thou  to  whom  in  secret  worship 

I  the  strain  thus  fondly  pour 
From  th'  heart  whose  true  chords  are  the  lute 

That  shall  praise  thee  evermore. 
Ave  Mary  ! — Ave  Mary  .' 

My  spirit  prays  to  thee  ; 
Oh  !  Sister  of  the  Angels  ! 

Look  tenderly  on  me ! 


/rM-r«rl(,JwM,184(B. 


30 


The  TJiunder-BblL 


[July, 


THE        THUNl)EU-IJOLT. 


Tbkrk  ia  an  actless  tradltioQ  amozisthe  ladian*.  related  by  Irvimo,  of  an  Indian  wariior  who  b4w 
tbe  thunder  lying  upon  the  ground,  with  a  beautifully- wrought  moccaein  on  each  side  of  \x.  Thinking 
he  had  fouxtd  a  prize,  he  put  on  the  moeoa8ina,but  they  led  him  away  to  the  Land  of  tipirltH,  from 
whence  he  never  returned. 


Loud  pealed  the  thunder 

From  arsenal  high ; 
Bright  flashed  the  Ughtning 
^     Athwart  the  broad  sky. 


With  moccasins  wrought 
With  the  beads  that  shine, 

Where  the  rainbow  gleams 
With  a  smile  divine. 


Fast  o'er  the  prairie, 

Through  torrent  and  shade, 
Sought  the  red  hunter 

His  hut  in  the  glade. 

Fierce  swept  the  wild-hons^ 
O'er  mountain  and  plain  ; 

On  rolled  the  tempest, 
And  fast  fell  the  rain : 


Wondered  the  hunter 
What  spirit  was  there, 

Then  donn'd  the  strange  gift 
With  a  shout  and  prayer : 

Quickly  the  wild  wood 
Reechoed  the  strain  ; 

Heard  it  the  red  man 
Oh !  never  again  ! 


Breaking  and  changring, 
The  clouds  gathered  o'er, 

Like  surges  that  beat 
On  a  rock -bound  shore. 


Up  o'er  the  mountain 
As  torrents  roll  down, 

Marched  he  o'er  dark  oak 
And  pine's  soaring  crown : 


Deep  roared  the  cannon 
Whose  forge  is  the  sun : 

Blood-red  was  the  chain 
The  thunder-bolt  spun. 


Far  in  the  bright  west 
The  sunset'  grew  clear ; 

Crimson  and  golden 

The  hunting-grounds  near. 


O'er  the  thick  wild-wood 
There  quivered  a  line ; 

Low  mid  the  green  leaves 
Lay  hunter  and  pine. 


Light  trod  the  chieftain 
The  tapestried  plstin ; 

There  stood  his  good  horse 
He  'd  left  with  the  slain : 


Clear  streamed  the  sunshhie, 
The  hurricane  past, 

And  fair  flowers  smiled  on 
The  path  of  the  blast 


Grone  were  the  sandals 
And  broken  the  spell ; 

A  drop  of  clear  dew 
From  either  foot  fell. 


Still  in  the  forest 

Lay  rent  the  huge  tree, 
Up  rose  the  red  man. 

Still  unharmed  and  free. 

Bright  glittered  each  leaf 
With  sun-shine  and  sprayf 

And  close  at  his  feet 
The  thunder-bolt  lay: 
SMitr-Uhatd, 


Long  the  dark  maiden 
Sought  tearful  and  wide; 

Never  the  red  man 

Came  back  for  his  bride ! 

With  the  fork'd  lightning 
Now  hunts  he  the  deer ; 

Where  the  Great  Spirit 
Smiles  ever  and  near. 


Maky  Gxiujxvjra.. 
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ADVENTURES  OF  A  YANKEE-DOODLE. 


NOMUKR      VOUR. 


*Kapting,  is  that  a  mounting  1' 

*Certingly!' 

Mr.  Stubbs  was  on  his  way  home  from  school.  The  person  who 
asked  the  question,  which  he  accompanied  with  a  knowing  leer  at 
a  prodigious  peak  of  the  mountain,  meant  to  pass  after  this  fashion 
a  commentary  upon  the  grandeur  of  the  scene.  How  different  are 
the  styles  of  eloquence,  and  what  is  called  '  the  power  of  descrip- 
tion !'  I  suppose  a  novelist  would  thus  convey  the  scene  which  was 
spread  at  that  evening  hour  before  the  eyes  of  Stubbs  :  *  And  now 
the  glorious  sun,  sinking  behind  the  fur  stretching  line  of  mountains, 
rested  for  a  moment  on  the  summit  of  their  grandeur,  and  crowrned 
it  with  a  diadem  of  fire;*  and  so  on  to  the  end  of  a  chapter,  im- 
planted like  a  garden  of  rhetoric  with  all  the  graces  of  composition, 
but  mark  how  five  words,  and  one  of  these  a  single  letter,  shall  put 
all  this  figuring  to  the  blush,  and  fetch  out  to  your  mind's  eye  the 
gigantic  picture  of  the  mountain  in  bold  relief. 

*  Kapting,  is  that  a  mounting  V 
•Certingly!' 

The  person  who  made  this  inquiry  was  named  Dobbs,  an  itinerant 
lecturer  on  Animal  Magnetism,  who  was  going  on  that  night  to  con^ 
vince  the  skeptics  of  Jig-Town ;  with  which  view  he  had  already 
got  his  bills  printed,  and  was  taking  a  pleasant  walk  to  the  place 
in  question.  He  was  in  outward  figure  not  unlike  0*Callaghan  in  the 
play  of  *  His  Last  Legs  ;'  otherwise  his  nationality  was  clear,  as 
he  wiped  his  brow  with  a  *  Star-spangled  Banner-of- America*  pocket- 
handkerchief.  His  cheek  was  protuberant  with  that  which  is  ex- 
pressed by  the  neuter  gender  of  the  interrogative  pronoun*  quis  ; 
and  it  was  wonderful  how  he  hit  the  heads  of  the  simple  flowers 
which  grew  by  the  wayside,  defiling  their  fair  cheeks  with  spittle, 
and  thrashing  them  down  in  his  path  like  a  north-east  storm. 

*  Schoolmaster  ]*  said  he,  inquisitively,  eyeing  Stubbs,  who  car- 
ried a  dictionary  under  his  left  arm. 

*  Ain't  northen  else.' 

*  Young  man,  I  *m  pleased  to  hear  you  say  so.  Eddication !  that 's 
the  creowning  glory  of  the  United'n  States'n.  Ain't  your  name 
Cobias  V 

*  Try  again.' 

*  Wal,  1  did  n't  know  but  what  it  was.  I  guess  it  's  somethin' 
like  it,  any  how.  You  've  got  the  Cobias  nose,  and  gooms  too. 
Maybe  your  name  ain't  Spalding,  then  ]' 

*  Jist  about  as  much  like  it  as  a  kettle  is  like  a  shaving,' 
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*  Yeo  pshaw  !  Let 's  look  at  that  dictionary.  Oh  !  ah  !  Holy 
Bible,  eh  ? 

'  Holt  Bible,  book  diTine, 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine !' 

You  need  n't  look  at  me  so  like  Thomas  k  Kempis,  Esquire.  I 
ain't  agoing  to  hook  it.  Twenty-five  from  forty-five,  twenty  re- 
mains. You  're  twenty  years  of  age  ;  your  name 's  Thomas  Stubbs, 
eh  1  *  Thomas  Stubbs,  His  Book.  Do  n't  steal  this  book,  my 
Christian  fiiend  ;  for  if  you  do,  the  gallows  will  be  your  end.'  Ho  \ 
ho  !  ho !  —  he  !  he  !  he  !     To  be  sure !  to  be  sure  !' 

'  Look-a-here,'  said  Stubbs  ;  'just  let  me  ask  you  one  question, 
will  you  V 

*  Certingly;  five  hundred,  my  feller  citizen.' 

'  Wal,  where  would  you  be  if  you  was  where  you  was  a  year 
ago?' 

*  In  the  middle  of  an  attack  of  typhus  fever,  pretty  nigh  death's 
door,  I  tell  yer!' 

*  Wal,  and  what  other  door  beside  death's  door  1' 

*  My  tender  Sir,  I  was  gi'n  up  :  the  barber  was  sent  for.' 

*  That  *s  comin'  to  the  p'int.  You  was  gi'n  up  by  the  authorities 
of  Tuscaloosy,  Alabammy,  and  the  barber  was  sent  for  to  shave 
your  creown.     I  've  seen  a  daguerreotype  of  your  picter !' 

*  You  're  a  Hottentot !' 

*  You  're  another !  Say  the  indefinite  article  a,  and  I  '11  spile 
your  parsin'  forever !' 

*  Come,  come  !  draw  it  mild.  You  do  n't  want  for  mother  wit. 
What  'll  you  ax  to  train  up  a  little  boy  of  mine,  (Philetus  William,) 
about  three  year  old,  and  a  leetle  older,  and  about  as  tall  as  a 
shingle  %\ 

'How's  that r 

*  There  's  such  an  infant  now  living  in  North  Car'lina.' 

*  I  wan*  know  V 

*  It 's  the  truth :  I  ai'nt  tellin'  you  nothin'  else.  I  'm  goin'  to  fetch 
him  North  put'  soon.' 

'  What  series  of  spellin '-books  has  he  been  'customed  to  V 

*  Cobb's  fust ;  arterward  he  took  to  Noser  Webster's.' 

*  That 's  just  what  we  use  in  our  district.' 

*  Do  you  attend  to  their  morals  V 
'  Fust-rate !' 

'  Very  good.     I  '11  talk  to  you  about  him  after  the  lectur'.' 

*  What  you  goin'  to  lectur'  about  1' 

*  Wal,  I  guess  Magnetism.' 

*  I  've  heerd  sometbin'  about  that.  I  believe  it  as  much  as  I  be- 
lieve that  'ere  boss  is  a  dollar-bill.' 

*  The  human  mind  is  so  constituted  that  the  grandest  truths  make 
their  way  slowly  through  the  mists  of  prejudice.  Religion  and 
science,  geography  and  the  use  of  the  globes,  together  with  the  ap- 
plication of  art,  bears  witness  to  the  fact,  and  shallow  ignorance  is 
loud  in  her  opposition,  in  proportion  as  that  ignorance  is  deep  and 
abiding.* 
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*  That 's  wote  P 

*  Thanks  to  the  spirit  of  the  age,  a  better  day  is  approaching.  A 
republican  country  will  burst  the  shackles  of  creeds,  and  the  heredi- 
tary dogmas  of  ages.  The  grasp  of  mind  is  onward.  The  flight 
of  knowledge  is  not  to  be  poisoned  by  the  streams  of  religious 
error  and  the  narrow-minded  bigotry  which  stops  the  enginery  of 
the  age.  *  Goahead  !'  as  the  great  German,  Teufelsdrock,  well 
expressed  it,  is  written  in  the  frontals  of  science;  'Goahead  !'  is  the 
plain  cry  of  lisping  infants  as  well  as  of  inveterate  old  age ;  *  Go- 
ahead  r  is  heard  firom  early  in  the  morning  until  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico !' 

*  Ha  !  ha  ?  ha !— he !  he  !  he  !     Lectur' !  lectur' !' 

*  What  will  be  the  sum  total  of  the  results  of  Magnetism  %  I 
predict  that  fifty  years  will  not  elapse  before  the  diagnoses  of  medi- 
cine will  be  decided  by  that  art.  Treasures  shall  be  drawn  up  ifrom 
the  vasty  deep,  and  it  shall  be  told  to  a  man  in  Cincinnati  that  his 
son  that  instant  has  broken  his  leg  in  Canton.  The  augurs  pre- 
dicted by  the  flight  of  birds  and  the  entrails  of  animalculae ;  we 
hold  converse  with  the  spirit  of  a  man,  and  establish  an  identity  by 
a  manipulation  as  certain  and  infallible  as  the  law  of  nations. 
Borne  up  by  the  wing  of  a  cognate  spirit,  a  man  shall  travel  to  the 
planet  Mars,  and  behold  the  waterfalls  of  that  region.  Divested 
of  flesh,  and  yet  .tolerably  corpulent,  your  alderman  shall  flit  like  a 
butterfly  among  the  stars ;  behold  teeth  drawed  without  a  struggle ; 
the  cries  of  inrants  hushed,  and  age  made  to  die  easily.  Bandage 
the  eyes  with  cotton-battens,  and  he  will  read  the  finest  print  of 
Brattleboro',  in  Vermont.  Now  he  shall  go  to  the  eyrie  of  the 
eagle,  or  swoop  into  the  cultivation  of  the  valley.  Plough-shares 
shall  be  contrived  in  a  trice,  and  patents  invented  of  a  diflerent 
fashion.' 

*I  swan  to  man!'  exclaimed  Stubbs,  in  amazement. 

Doctor  Dobbs,  for  such  was  the  cognomen  of  the  lecturer,  halted 
in  the  middle  of  the  highway,  thrust  his  two  thumbs  into  the  eylet- 
holes  of  the  schoolmaster's  coat,  and  having  first  bent  down  his 
bead,  opened  his  jaws  like  a  steel-trap,  and  let  fall  therefrom  a  great 
quid  of  tobacco,  fastened  his  two  eyes  upon  the  orbs  of  Stubbs' 
eyes,  and  held  them  fixed  with  a  glance  of  fascination. 

'Hallo!'  exclaimed  Stubbs,  almost  squealing  out  with  a  night- 
mare-effort ;  *  you  want  to  stop  my  blood  from  running  V 

*  Young  man  !*  said  the  conjuror,  mitigating  his  stare,  yet  speak- 
ing earnestly,  *  I  reckon  you  're  above  the  spirit  of  the  age.  We 
could  make  our  fortunes  together.' 

Stubbs'  eyes  glistened  with  the  brilliancy  of  a  judicious  man's 
when  a  bottle  of  the  choicest  wine  is  in  the  process  of  uncorking. 
His  motions  assumed  a  sudden  quickness  ;  he  treated  his  nose  to  a 
cruel  tweak,  snapped  his  fingers  in  the  elastic  air,  rubbed  the  cotton 
cover  of  his  Bible,  leaped  the  fence,  seized  a  casual  stray  urchin 
who  was  depredating  in  a  small  way,  turned  him  over  the  knee, 
chastised  him  with  the  palm  of  his  hand,  overleaped  the  fence  again, 
approached   the  lecturer,  spat,  slapped  him  upon  the  shoulder; 

VOL.  xzTin.  5 
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*  May-be,'  says  he,  *  we  do  n*t  know  nothin'  abSout  the  geography 
of  the  United*n  States'n  !* 
Doctor  Dobbs  smiled. 

*  Howsoever,'  proceeded  the  other,  coming  back  to  a  cooler  state 
of  mind,  *  I  'd  like  to  see  a  little  of  that  'ere  sort  of  thing  before  I 
believe  it,  jist  like  Calvinism.* 

*  You  shall,'  said  the  Doctor. 

*  Not  on  me  !'  exclaimed  Stubbs. 

A  small  jackass  was  browsing  in  the  adjoining  field.  He  was  in 
high  spirits,  with  a  belly  full  of  oats,  and  had  refused  to  stir  a  step 
in  harness  for  two  weeks.  He  was  impregnable  to  whip-lashes, 
and  tolerated  with  exemplary  indifference  the  battering  of  a  stout 
club.  His  forte  was  to  stand  stock-still  and  twitch  his  ear.  Pull 
him,  and  his  feet  were  riveted  to  the  round  earth  as  if  the  attrac- 
tion of  gravity  held  him  fast.  He  looked  as  grave  as  the  chief-judge 
of  the  county.  Doctor  Dobbs  approached  the  ass,  and  poked  his 
fingers  in  his  ribs,  when  he  immediately  crumpled,  twitched  and 
corrugated  the  skin  of  his  back,  as  much  as  to  say,  *  Hands  ofi*,  and 
let  me  alone,  will  you  ]' 

*  Pray,'  said  the  Doctor 

The  ass  brayed  with  a  brassy  gloriousness  of  flourish,  which 
shook  oif  the  blossoms  of  the  orchard.  It  was  like  a  hard  asthma, 
carried  on  by  powerful  machinery.     Mr.  Stubbs  looked  surprised. 

*  Nay,'  exclaimed  the  magnetizer • 

The  animal  modulated  his  notes  into  a  neigh  not  quite  so  musical 
as  that  of  the  ancient  ass  we  read  of  in  story,  who  browsing  in  a 
retired  lane  breathed  over  a  flute  which  had  been  lost  *  by  acci- 
dent.' An  account  of  this  may  be  found  in  the  *  Life  of  Picken- 
brunner.' 

Stubbs'  eyes  swelled  out  of  his  head  with  superstitious  amaze- 
ment. *  Beelzebub,'  said  he,  *  has  crossed  over  the  Connecticut 
River  !  A  dollar  would  n't  tempt  me  to  look  him  in  the  face  — not 
as  money  now  is.' 

*  I  will  make  the  passes,'  said  Doctor  Dobbs,  *  from  his  ears  down- 
ward, shaking  ofi*  the  magnetism  at  every  pass.  So  ho  !  my  little 
chearmer  !  So  !  so  !  so  !  Let  us  see  if  we  can  git  u^  a  little  ex- 
tronary  sympathy.     May-be  we  ain't  both  afeered  of * 

/  A  halter,'  exclaimed  Professor  Stubbs. 

So  it  would  appear.  The  jackass  got  into  a  positive  state  of 
electricity.  He  brayed  (if  the  figure  is  not  inapplicable)  with  an 
effulgent  clearness,  displayed  a  lurking  humor  of  expression,  and 
cut  an  eccentric  fandango  for  an  ass.  Turning  his  hind-quarters 
impolitely,  he  managed  to  stand  for  a  second  of  time  upon  his  front 
legs,  while  he  jerked  out  his  other  hoofs  with  an  elastic  unanimity 
of  aim  which  swept  off*  the  Doctor's  hat,  leaving  him  a  bare-headed 
philosopher  in  the  open  air. 

*  Look-a-there,'  said  the  Doctor,  spitting  at  a  small  bush  ;  '  I  'd 
like  to  get  that  hat  kind  o'  fixed  up  like,  before  evening,  if  there  '» 
a  hatter  would  do  it  any  way  reasonable.' 

*  He  '11  chefi^rge  yer  abedut  two-and-six-pence/  said  Stubba,  *  and 
that  ain't  as  much  as  trepannin'  would  could  come  to.' 
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A  clarion  voice  came  out  of  the  ass's  "throat,  like  that  italicized 
*  flourish  of  trumpets*  in  the  stage  directions  of  plays,  or  '  alarum*  in 
tie  battle-scenes  of  Richard.  The  magnetized  ass  stood  bewitched 
under  an  apple-tree.  He  jumped  up  like  an  electrical  shilling  in  a 
tumbler.  His  eyes  glanced  wildly  at  the  apple-blossoms,  and  he 
danced  with  an  exhilarating  motion  which  had  in  it  something  of  a 
spiritual  grace.  Not  Ellsler,  when  she  waved  her  arms  in  the  be- 
witching Cracovienne,  and  caused  to  twinkle  her  steel-clad  feet, 
and  smiled  with  gay  allurement,  could  have  more  agitated  the  be- 
whiskered  and  cane-sucking  heads,  than  would  our  present  actor 
upon  his  grassy  stage,  could  he  have  been  surrounded  with  a  com- 
pany of  asses.  It  looked  as  if  some  sort  of  a  communication  were 
established  with  the  Doctor,  and  that  the  flighty  ideas  of  Yankee 
ingenuity  were  somehow  conveyed  to  the  cranium  of  the  beast. 
He  who  formerly  stood  mum  as  a  cow  in  green  pastures,  frolicked 
about  as  if  in  a  play-ground  of  elves,  or  rendered  nervous  by  the 
appreciation  of  a  harvest  of  dollars.  Doctor  Dobbs  again  ap- 
proached, but  this  time  somewhat  carefully,  and  began  to  make  the 
magnetic 'passes.  Two  negroes,  who  were  overseeing  the  whole 
matter  from  a  hay-loft,  and  were  so  amazed  that  nothing  but  the 
whites  of  their  eyes  remained,  went  and  told  their  master  that  a 
horse-thief  was  in  the  act  of  stealing  the  ass,  Rosinante.  Before 
he  could  take  measures  accordingly,  a  new-comer,  who  had  been 
standing  about  ten  paces  off,  rushed  up  suddenly  to  Doctor  Dobbs, 
seized  him  by  the  collar,  which  he  crumpled  roughly.  The  latter 
turned  red  in  the  face,  and  looked  around,  with  surprise  and  guilt 
depicted  in  his  countenance. 

*  You  need  n*t  be  afeered,*  said  the  stranger,  *  I  ain't  a-going  to 
charge  you  any  thing!'  So  saying,  he  began  to  chafe  and  rub  the 
collar  of  his  coat,  where  he  had  detected  a  grease-spot  afar  off,  as 
a  hawk  sees  a  small  fish  from  the  clouds.  He  was  a  seller  of  a 
patent  *  Vestamental  Soap  ;'  for  such  was  the  elegant  name  given  to 
a  substance  which  was  advertised  to  remove  grease-spots  at  a  mo- 
ment's warning,  and  restore  the  pristine  splendor  of  colors.  He 
rubbed  away  with  perfect  success,  and  then  desired  to  sell  Doctor 
Dobbs  a  cake  for  a  shilling.  He  refused,  but  liked  the  looks  of  the 
patentee,  and  encouraged  him  to  be  present  that  evening  at  the  lec- 
ture on  Ma^etism,  to  be  delivered  at  the  Assembly-room  at  Jig- 
Town,  previous  to  his  departure,  when  he  should  develope  some 
remarkable  phenomena  of  that  science. 

Mr.  Stubbs  and  the  magnetizer  now  proceeded  on  their  walk, 
when  the  latter  more  than  hinted  that  some  kind  of  a  partnership 
between  the  two  might  be  rendered  profitable  to  both.  He  told 
him  all  his  successes  and  adventures  at  the  South ;  among  others, 
the  singular  one  of  The  Gyanousa. 

*  I  want  you  should  go  with  me,'  said  Dobbs,  kindly ;  *  I  think  I 
could  soon  show  you  a  lusus  natura* 

*  A  what !'  screamed  Stubbs,  erecting  each  ear  into  a  pinnacle 
of  observation. 

*  A  Lusus  NATURiE  !' 


36  Adventures  of  a   Yankee- Doodle,  [July^ 


CBAPTKR    SIX* 

Si)e  ®2anott0a. 

If  taken  out  of  the  Doctor's  mouth,  and  related  in  plain  language, 
the  story  of  The  Gyanousa  is  simply  this.  Not  long  ago,  some  Yan- 
kees who  had  been  exercising  their  various  gifts  and  ingenuitiea 
through  the  state  of  Georgia,  met  in  one  of  the  larger  towns,  to 
which  they  had  come  to  attend  the  fall  races,  where  they  put  their 
heads  together  and  formed  as  remarkable  a  coalition  of  rascality 
as  ever  collected  without  the  walls  of  the  college  at  Sing-Sing. 
Some  of  them  had  been  driving  at  one  trade,  some  at  another ;  but 
what  they  had  all  been  doing  for  some  time  past,  was  nothing. 
They  had  come  to  town  to  relax  their  intellects,  to  combine  their 
capitals,  or  to  see  how  diamond  could  cut  diamond.  They  put  up 
at  the  greatest  hotel  of  the  place,  where  they  cursed  and  swore» 
drank  and  frolicked,  and  for  ten  days  filled  the  place  with  uproar. 
Sometimes  they  vapored  about  the  streets,  and  stared  the  pretty 
girls  out  of  countenance  ;  at  others,  they  smoked  in  the  sitting-room 
of  the  hotel,  which  was  fronting  the  main  street,  where  they  placed 
their  heels  upon  the  window-sills,  at  a  considerable  elevation  above 
their  heads,  presenting  a  worthy  object  of  observation  to  the  passers- 
by.  Here  they  were  calling  perpetually  for  *  juleps,'  which  they 
imbibed  out  of  a  long  straw,  or  even  stronger  waters ;  and  by  their 
continual  appearance  of  carousing,  greatly  scandalized  an  advocate 
of  the  temperance  cause  who  had  put  up  at  the  same  house.  Thev 
would  be  bawling  out  at  all  hours,  *  What  '11  you  take  V  *  I  'U 
take  a  julep.'  *  1*11  take  a  cobler.'  *  Waita* !  waita' !  Brandy 
and  water,  julep  and  sherry-cobler.* 

The  landlord  indeed  admired  their  facility  of  spending,  and 
thought  there  would  be  a  fine  bill  to  foot-up.  It  was  nothmg  to 
him.  If  the  gentlemen  chose  to  be  liberal  in  their  expenditures, 
he  was  bound  to  give  them  what  they  asked.  In  this  manner 
things  proceeded  with  the  club,  and  every  individual  member  lived 
for  the  present  moment,  not  reflecting  that  the  time  might  come 
when  they  must  resort  to  a  friend  to  '  lend  them  five  shillings.'  The 
hour  of  distress  must  indeed  soon  come  to  the  extravagant,  a  state 
of  Beau  Brummell  neediness  and  extremity,  when  washerwomen 
stand  trembling  over  the  well-whitened  linen  and  a  thousand  petty 
accounts  lift  up  their  hands  in  despair.  The  evil  day  may  be  beck- 
oned off,  and  the  ancient  cloak*  of  extravagance  remain  as  with 
the  beau ;  when  that  is  gone,  hurrah  for  the  rags  ! 

This  jolly  club,  six  in  number,  all  went  out  to  the  races  on  the 
last  day,  in  a  barouche.  There  were  fifty  dollars  remaining  amonc^ 
them.  They  had  a  glorious  time,  amused  themselves  with  faro  and 
thimble-rigging,  and  on  returning  at  night  begged  the  toll-keeper 
to  lend  them  the  amount  of  the  toll.     The  next  day  they  were  in 

*  Sxs  Baummel's  *  Life.' 
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great  spirits ;  convened  a  council  of  war,  called  for  their  bill :  *  Two 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars.'  *  Veiy  good ;  all  right.  Was  n't  the 
landlord  doing  himself  injustice  ]  Only  three  dollars  a  bottle  for 
his  wines!  Too  moderate — would  n't  have  grumbled  at  twice 
that  sum.  It  was  n't  right  to  be  cheating  himself;  however,  that 
was  his  own  look-out.* 

The  President  of-  the  club  put  the  bill  in  his  pocket-book.  The 
next  day  it  was  published  in  the  place  that  a  monstrous  curiosity 
had  been  brought  into  town  over  night ;  *  The  Gyanousa,  from  the 
disputed  territory  of  Penobscot;  a  monster  of  gigantic  proportions. 
He  vegetates  on  the  tops  of  trees,  and  gets  his  living  on  the  tallest 
branches  of  the  poplar.'  All  this  accompanied  by  a  vast  demonstra- 
tion of  a  picture,  a  wood-cut,  or  rather  a  would-be  cut,  which  one 
of  the  club  carved  out  with  his  pen-knife  from  a  block  of  wood, 
while  the  printer  set  up  the  types  of  the  advertisement.  Tusks, 
horns  and  humps  of  a  singular  model  were  represented,  such  as 
belong  to  no  recognized  class  in  Liberia,  the  Southern  continent, 
or  the  *  United'n  States'n.'  This  creature  would  be  exhibited  in 
the  theatre,  accompanied  by  a  band  of  music  and  several  curiosities, 
the  whole  presenting  an  entertainment  of  which  the  most  fastidious 
need  not  be  afraid.  *  Clergy  and  Professors  of  Natural  History  re- 
spectftilly  invited  to  attend,  gratis.' 

The  whole  announcement  created  a  buzz  of  excitement  as  great 
as  that  produced  among  the  population  down  South  *  without  visible 
means'  when  it  was  announced  by  large  placards  in  the  streets : 
*  To  arms  !  to  arms  !  General  Taylor  is  surrounded  by  the  Mexi- 
cans, and  no  man  can  leave  his  camp  without  running  the  gauntlet. 
Come  up  to  the  stars  and  stripes,  and  enrol  your  names  !*  The 
fair  population  were  on  the  qui  vive.  The  editors  came,  with  their 
reporters.  The  scientific  man  of  the  place  was  prepared  to  take 
notes  for  Silliman's  Journal.  The  theatre  was  crowded  ;  and  when 
the  foot-lights  were  raised,  an  audience  really  brilliant  for  beauty 
and  gems  and  jewels,  was  presented,  and  an  excited  flutter  of  fans 
began. 

*  Who  had  heard  of  this  animal  %  Was  he  well  secured  in  his 
cage  ?  What  would  be  the  consequence  if  by  any  means  he  should 
break  loose  1  Charles,  do  n't  leave  me  a  minute  !  Dear  me  !  I 
am  so  nervous  !     What  was  that ! ' 

The  musicians  crawled  into  their  places,  and  began  the  discord- 
ant twanging  of  their  instruments.  They  played  an  overture  very 
familiar  to  theatre-goers.  Then  came  a  long  pause,  broken  by  cat- 
calls and  an  impatient  stamping  of  feet.  Another  overture,  tole- 
rated with  extreme  unwillingness.  When  that  was  finished,  a  dead 
pause  succeeded.  Not  a  word  was  spoken.  Not  a  fan  moved,  not 
a  ribband  fluttered  in  the  breeze.  The  curtain  was  about  to  rise. 
The  monster  was  at  hand.  A  rumbling  like  distant  thunder  was 
beard,  and  at  the  same  time  faint  shrieks  in  various  parts  of  the 
theatre.  Suddenly  a  tumultuous  bellowing,  like  ten  bulls,  filled  the 
whole  house  with  alarm,  and  in  the  midst  of  fainting  and  consterna- 
tion the  curtain  rose.     The  stage  presented  nothing  but  the  tattered 
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scenery  of  a  house  and  balcony  like  that  under  which  the  Seguin's  used 
to  sing  when  the  opera  required  a  serenade.  Expectation  was  at  a 
painful  pitch ;  nor  was  it  long  left  unsatisfied.  An  alarm  resounded 
from  without,  and  a  man  rushed  upon  the  stage  from  the  left  wing, 
his  eyes  blood-shot,  his  hair  dishevelled  and  standing  on  end,  horror 
depicted  in  all  his  features.  He  made  violent  gesticulations,  and 
clasped  his  hands  above  his  head  in  agony.  *  Ladies  and  gentlemen  ! 
leave  the  house  immediately !     Save  yourselves !     The  Gyanousa 

AM  LOOSE  !' 


CHAPTSB  SSTfeN. 


Stubbs  left  the  Doctor  to  pursue  his  walk,  while  he  himself  en- 
tered the  enclosures  of  a  rich  and  pretty  widow.  She  possessed  a 
farm  of  many  acres,  and  all  things  presented  an  aspect  of  neatness, 
thrift  and  consummate  tact.  The  crops  looked  as  if  they  had  all 
been  washed  by  that  miraculous  shower 

*  Which  Julia  to  Emma  conveyed.' 

The  grass  was  green  and  luxuriant  as  an  English  sward.  Sweetly 
the  flowers  grew  around  the  neat  mansion,  all  trained  and  cultivated 
by  the  widow's  hand.  Perhaps  the  Kentucky  rose  is  not  excelled 
by  any  plant  in  America  for  the  plenitude  of  its  blossoms.  It  is  by 
itself  small  and  sweetly  modest,  but  cluster  gushes  above  cluster  in 
such  gorgeous  profiision,  that  the  place  where  it  grows  becomes  a 
paradise  on  earth.  It  is  a  great  climber,  and  I  have  seen  it  rising 
with  its  crown  of  flowers  above  the  majestic  head  of  the  oak,  twined 
with  its  classic  leaves,  a  combination  more  graceful  than  the  poplar 
and  the  vine.  There  was  a  plant  before  the  widow's  door  deliciously 
interwoven  with  the  branches  of  a  young  willow,  drooping  into  a 
clear  stream  which  mirrored  it  on  the  same  face  with  the  tints  of 
heaven,  cluster  for  cluster  and  rose  for  rose. 

Mistress  Wadman  sat  before  her  porch  in  the  light  of  maturer 
widowhood.  All  around  her,  as  I  have  said,  bore  witness  to  her 
management  and  skill,  for  her  husband  had  been  fifteen  years  de- 
ceased— poor  man!  His  righteousness  and  fair  dealing  had  in- 
sured him  during  his  life-time  the  respect  of  all  men.  He  was  the 
friend  of  the  fatherless,  and  broke  his  heart  over  the  afflictions  of 
the  needy.  He  loved  the  whole  world,  but  more  than  all  the  world 
he  loved  his  wife  and  child  — poor  man  !  Perhaps  he  was  too  fond 
a  husband.  Perhaps  he  was  too  loving  a  father.  For  people  did 
but  smile  at  his  affection  when  he  showed  it  forth  in  all  his  tender 
conduct,  and  spoke  continually  of  his  dear  wife  and  child  —  poor 
man  !  The  little  boy  perished  in  his  eleventh  summer,  when  he 
could  just  reach  upon  tiptoe  the  blushing  fruits  of  the  garden.  The 
sound  of  his  little  feet  no  longer  told  of  his  approach  upon  the 
creaking  stairs.  He  left  his  mother  utterly  disconsolate,  and  his 
father  too  — poor  man  ! 

When  this  link  of  attachment  was  broken  between  the  parents, 
and  Time  by  taking  the  case  into  his  own  hand  made  it  no  longer  need- 
ful that  they  should  resort  to  each  other  for  consolation,  the  superior 
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temper  of  the  wife  blazed  forth  with  vigor,  to  the  discomfiture  of  the 
husband's  peace  -^poor  man  !  It  is  dreadful  where  the  acid  so  pre- 
vails as  to  destroy  the  fruit  which  were  otherwise  sweet  and  welcome. 
It  is  dreadful  to  see  a  man  as  meek  as  Moses  bound  in  the  same 
yoke  with  a  domineering  woman,  and  the  bone  of  contention  con- 
tinually to  be  picked.  Now  this  was  the  case  of  the  person  at  pre- 
sent alluded  to.  For  passing  through  the  vale  of  misery,  he  could 
not  call  it  a  well,  and  so  he  died  — poor  man  ! 

Could  it  be  possible  that  the  thoughts  of  matrimony  suggested 
themselves  to  Stubbs  witli  this  fascinating,  tempting,  yet  dangerous 
widow  1  It  was  even  so.  He  took  one  look  over  the  fields,  blew 
his  nose  without  his  pocket-handkerchief,  and  resolved  to  pop  the 
question.  Two  difficulties  presented.  To  mention  the  first ;  a  very 
unpleasant  animosity  existed  between  himself  and  the  widow's  dog. 
This  animal  saw  him  coming  through  the  gate  and  growled  accord- 
ingly. He  was  as  large  as  a  Newfoundland,  and  fixed  himself  in  a 
cockpit  attitude,  his  head  down,  the  broad,  white  band  of  hairs 
around  his  handsome  throat  standing  out  like  a  collar  full  of  nails. 
Mr.  Stubbs'  little  black  eyes  darted  from  side  to  side  very  quickly, 
watching  the  moment  when  he  should  spring,  when  he  intended  to 
receive  him  upon  the  left  arm  and  plant  a  forcible  blow  in  the  pit  of 
the  stomach  with  his  rij^ht,  which  he  fancied  would  operate  like  lead ; 
but  seeing  reason  to  change  his  tactics,  he  depressed  the  column  of 
his  ribs  suddenly,  rammed  his  whole  arm  into  the  dog's  throat,  and 
grasping  the  roots  of  his  tongue,  held  him  with  a  perfect  mastery. 
At  comparative  ease,  he  now  waited  patiently  for  help,  and  thought 
over  in  what  phrase  he  might  salute  the  widow.  Could  he  find 
words  to  express  his  ideas'?  Could  he  represent  his  prospects? 
But  he  was  so  bashful  before  women  !  Here  was  the  second  diffi- 
culty. He  could  make  a  bargain  with  a  dozen  men  at  once,  cheat 
eleven  of  them,  and  get  the  better  of  the  twelfth,  but  one  woman 
was  enough  to  confuse  him  prodigiously. 

•  There  comes  the  class-leader.  Brother  Kikle  !  Brother  Kikle  1 
jist  give  us  your  help  a  minute.  Boos  and  me 's  got  into  a  leetle 
quarl.  I  got  no  time  to  be  feeling  the  pulse  of  the  roots  of  his 
tongue  here.  Sha'nt  you  call  for  help  1  No,  I  *m  'blige  to  yer.  If 
you  '11  jist  prize  open  his  meouth  while  I  take  out  my  hand.  Feel 
in  my  side-pocket.  Brother  Kikle,  and  you  '11  find  somethin'  to  prize 
open  bis  meouth  with.  No,  no.  That  ar'nt  it.  That 's  a  Bobble. 
In  the  other  pocket,  there  's  a  small  patent  gate.  That 's  it,  brother 
Kikle.  Neow,  jist  screw  that  into  his  jeaws.  How 's  the  back- 
sliders 1     Is  the  widow  Wadman  to  hum  ]' 

Mr.  Stubbs  was  liberated,  but  the  dog  choked  to  death.  The 
widow  knew  nothing  of  it  when  he  went  in  to  pop  the  question  of 
marriage.  .  She  was  playing  on  a  harpsichord  and  accompanying  the 
same  with  her  voice.  She  smiled  on  Stubbs,  and  then  sang  bril- 
liantly : 

*  Oh  Us  love,  ti»  love,  lis  love, 

Whieh  makes  the  world  go  round  j 
And  oh  tit  love,  tia  love,  tU  love, 

Which  makes  the  world  go  roand.' 
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Stubbs  listened  for  some  moments  with  admiration,  and  then  that 
singular  eccentricity  of  his  physical  nature  which  I  have  already 
mentioned  began  to  show  itself.  *  Oh !'  said  he,  ramming  his  fingers 
down  his  throat,  and  turning  a  little  pale,  *  that's  too  good.  I'm 
sick,  by  jingo.' 

The  widow  desisted,  and  Stubbs  recovered  himself  and  sat  by  her 
side.  A  pause  of  many  minutes  intei*vened,  during  which  he  pinched 
his  trowsers,  and  could  not  find  words  even  to  hint  at  his  desire  to 
be  a  suitor.  *  Widow,'  at  last,  said  he,  *  I  -  I  - 1  -I  - 1.'  The  per- 
spiration rolled  from  his  features.  *  You  what,'  quoth  she,  with  em- 
phatic sharpness.  Stubbs'  head  went  right  down  between  his 
shoulders,  like  a  big  sinker.  His  sharp  knees  cracked  against  his 
sharp  chin  ;*I-I-I-I-I-L' 

•  Well,'  said  she,  good-humoredly,  '  I  think  I  may  venture  to  hint 
at  what  you  mean  to  say.' 

*  Hold  on  !'  roared  Stubbs,  as  quick  as  lightning,  recovering  cour- 
age, and  fearful  of  being  taken  too  quick.  Perhaps  more  lucrative 
schemes  might  yet  suggest  themselves  to  his  mind.  Could  I  venture 
to  insinuate  the  possibility  that  the  fair  neck  and  glossy  curls  of  Alice 
Wynn  came  back  like  a  vision  of  loveliness  among  the  calculations 
of  his  sordid  mind  1  *  Widow,'  said  he,  his  eyes  brightening  with 
an  idea  which  held  fast  the  hopes  of  the  present,  kept  in  store  the 
future,  and  relieved  him  from  his  dilemma ;  'will  you  —  will  you  — 
will  you gin  me  the  refusal  of  you  for  six  months  V 


OEU.PTB&  XIOHTB. 


The  inhabitants  of  Jig-Town  are  a  lively  race,  and  fond  of  money- 
making.  They  turn  out  fifty  thousand  wooden  bowls  per  annum; 
a  great  total  of  figures  to  be  put  down  in  the  statistics  of  the  United 
States.  But  then  the  wood  is  soft  and  the  tools  sharp.  They  have 
no  complaint  but  the  inflammatory  rheumatism,  and  that  sometimes 
ends  with  a  disease  of  the  heart.  While  they  do  live  they  are  as 
active  as  circus-riders.  The  air  is  so  sharp  and  the  sun  is  so  bright 
that  it  is  almost  impossible  to  speak  two  consecutive  words  without 
sneezing. 

Doctor  Dobbs  arrived  before  night,  and  was  very  glad  to  see  his 
placards  headed  *  Magnetism'  posted  up  on  all  the  willow  trees. 
He  acted  with  much  promptness ;  put  on  a  white  neck-cloth,  and 
walked  right  into  the  house  of  the  Presbyterian  minister  as  an  Ad- 
vocate OF  Science.  He  said  that  piety  was  a  jewel,  and  the  cause 
of  religion  dear  to  him  as  a  *  'fessor  of  'ligion.'  He  hoped  the 
minister  had  giv'  out  that  notice  in  his  church.  Magnetism  was 
now  taking  its  place  on  an  adequate  platform.  It  was  good  for  the 
youth  of  a  village  to  have  their  minds  divested  who  were  wrapped 
up  in  dissipation  and  nine-pins.  How  was  the  cause  of  temperance 
advancing  ]  He  had  lately  received  the  interesting  intelligence 
that  fifteen  young  ladies  under  the  age  of  ten  had  signed  the  pledge 
against  *  King  Alchy,'  in  that  one  cod'ngregation.  It  would  do  his 
heart  good  to  see  those  fifteen  young  ladies  march  in  a  procession 
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with  white  spencers,  with  a  motto  on  their  little  bosoms,  and  with 
a  flag  with  *  No  Dram-drinking  or  no  Husbands.'  The  next  step 
would  be  that  they  would  jine  the  church.  Let  individooals  put 
their  shoulder  to  the  wheel,  or  lisping  infancy  would  cry  shame  to 
the  furrowed  locks  of  age.'  Doctor  Dobbs  opened  the  palm  of  his 
hand,  and  then  opening  his  mouth,  let  fall  ther^n  a  beautifully  round 
quid  of  tobacco,  and  flung  it  with  an  electric  jerk  through  a  heart 
which  attracted  his  notice  in  a  delicately  scissored  grate  apron. 
We  do  think  a  smile  of  triumph  might  have  passed  over  his  race  : 
it  was  almost  cruel  to  regard  his  own  dexterity  so  coldly.  Nothine 
of  the  kind ;  with  such  a  moral  certainty  was  the  act  Accomplished. 
The  clergyman's  family  were  sitting  down  at  the  table  to  least  on 
some  radishes  and  bread-and-butter.  His  daughters  were  all  in' a 
titter  at  the  outlandish  appearance  of  the  Doctor.  The  lady  of  the 
house  was  kind  and  hospitable :  '  Would  n't  he  draw  up  and  take 
a  cup  of  tea  V 

*  No,  I  'm  'blige'  to  yer ;  but  I  *11  take  a  bed  with  you  this  even- 
ing, if  one  of  the  girls,'  said  he, '  will  get  me  some  shavin'  tacklin'. 
I  '11  look  on  and  see  you  eat,  and  polish  ofl*  my  statooary.' 

The  shaving  tackle  was  brought.  *  Would  n't  he  have  a  looking- 
glass  ]' 

'  Oh  no,  he  thanked  them.  He  could  guess  put'  nigh  where  the 
beard  oughter  be,  unless  he  had  made  some  bad  bargain,  which  he 
guessed  he  had  n't.  He  was  not  the  individooal  to  be  imposed 
upon  by  *  Vestamental  Soap,'  or  any  composition  or  compedund 
mixtur'  of  that  natur'.  He  would  advise  them  to  be  on  the  look- 
out ;  such  a  personage  would  be  along  presently.* 

He  jerked  his  handkerchief  about  his  throat.  In  an  instant  his 
face  was  covered  with  soap-suds,  and  nothing  stuck  out  but  his  ca- 
daverous nose,  like  a  macaroon  in  a  whip-syllabub.  He  dragged 
the  razor  six  times  over  his  throat  and  chin,  and  the  work  was  done. 

*  He  would  find  water  in  the  kitchen  area.' 

*  He  did  n't  want  any  such  thing.' 

He  tore  ofl*  his  handkerchief,  which  was  tucked  under  his  chin, 
rubbed  it  over  his  visage,  and  put  the  *  shavin'  tacklin'  upon  the 
tea-table. 

*  If  this  evening's  lectur'  succeeds,'  said  Doctor  Dobbs,  *  I  '11  bring 
my  clairvoyant,  and  ptU-up  with  you,  and  deliver  a  full  course  of 
lectur's,  in  the  church^ 

*  Oh !  ah  !  but  would  the  church  be  a  suitable  place ' 

*  Do  n't  make  no  'pologies.  Good  enough.  Too  good,  for  that 
matter.  Don't  keer  about  the  cushions.  Large,  large  —  that 's  what 
I  look  at.  Hold  a  good  many.  I  should  reckon  that  buildin'  would 
bold  fifly  dollars,  and  not  take  nothin'  for  the  parson,  the  sexton,  and 
the  rulin'  elders.  We  calculate  to  put  them  on  the  free  list.  Any 
how,  that 's  the  plan  all  over  the  United 'n  States 'n.  Look-a-here,' 
said  the  Doctor,  '  I  don't  care  if  I  doo  take  a  dish  of  tea.'  He 
bolted  from  his  chair  like  a  hart  panting  for  a  water-brook,  seized  a 
radish,  dipped  it  in  the  salt-cellar,  and  sticking  it  into  his  throat,  the 
green  head  of  it  fell  upon  his  plate,  bit  off  with  a  sharp  precision. 
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He  could  drink  up  the  milky 
it,  and  with  a  mighty  suction 


*  Would  he  have  milk  in  his  tea  ]* 

*  He  would  n't  have  nothing  else. 

The  cup  was  given  him.     He  took 
imbibed  the  whole  at  a  single  gulp. 

*  'Pears  to  me/  said  he,  *  you  did  n't  put  no  sugar  in  to  *XJ 

'  I  ask  your  pardon.  I  understood  you  to  say  milk  and  nothing 
else.' 

*  Jus'  so.  I  '11  thank  you  for  some  sugar  this  time.  When  I  was 
a  boy  I  eat  up  seven  links  of  a  sugar  cable.     I  'm  death  on  sugar.' 

He  swallowed  the  tea  again  in  an  instant,  drained  the  saucer,  dug 
out  the  dregs  with  the  spoon,  and  passed  it  back  with  a  matter-of- 
course-air  to  the  lady  of  the  house.  *  Fine  little  girl,  that.  Fessor 
of  'ligion  V 

*  Oh,  yes.' 

*  That 's  good.     Sing  in  the  quire  V 

*  Yes.' 

*  Wal.  Come-a-here,  my  little  dear ;  what  red  cheeks  you've  got ! 
*  Little  bloomer  !  give  all  to  the  Lord  !'  When  I  was  young  I  went 
into  the  catechism.  What  is  the  chief  end  of  man  ?  What  is  the 
work  of  effectoonX  callin'  ?  How  many  commandments  are  there, 
and  all  that  ]  Yaas  ;  I  was  taught  early,  for  which  I  owe  a  debt  of 
gratitude-ah,  to  pious  parents-ah  !* 

The  Doctor  drank  seven  cups  of  tea  in  succession,  until  the  young 
ladies  were  all  in  a  titter.  Then  he  placed  his  feet  at  a  convenient 
angle,  threw  back  his  head,  shut  his  eyes,  and  apparently  went  to 
prayer.  Such  was  his  first  letter  of  introduction  at  the  village  of 
Jig- Town. 


HE        IS 


COMING 


HOME. 


Br    VB8.   ic.    s.    nCWITT. 


A  amp  i»  on  th«  lodian  main  — 
Be  kind  ye  gales  that  o'er  her  sweep ! 

For  never  Spanish  galleon  bore 
A  richer  freight  across  the  deep. 


Yet  ever  to  my  memory 

He  comes  as  when  in  childhood's  hours 
With  ringing  laugh  and  bounding  feet 

We  chased  the  bee  among  the  flowers. 


She  looseth  from  the  Orient  Isles, 
And  like  a  dove  comes  o'er  the  sea ; 

And  oh  I  among  her  uoble  hearts, 
Is  one  that  beats  for  me  —  for  me ! 


Rut  I  shall  know  him  'mid  the  band 
That  leap  with  eager  feet  on  shor«; 

For  can  my  heart  e'er  fail  to  trace 
The  lineaments  his  boyhood  wore  f 


I  know  his  cheek  is  bronzed  and  changed 
With  burning  clime  and  many  a  care  ; 

And  he  hath  dwelt  beneath  the  palm 
Till  silver  threads  are  in  his  hair. 


Oh !  like  the  faithful  dove  of  old. 
To  meet  her  ark  upon  the  sea. 

My  soul  is  springing  toward  the  bark 
That  bears  the  loved  one  kome  to  me ! 
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Mart,  how  beautiful  the  faith,  which  holds 
Matches  are  made  above !  —  that  human  souls 
Are  formed  in  pairs,  and  start  from  heaven  together 
To  *  seek  their  fortune  ;*  but  earth's  stormy  weather 
Drives  them  asunder,  and  through  life  they  stray, 
Sad  from  their  loss,  tired  of  the  lonesome  way. 
Until  perchance  kind  Providence  provides 
Another  meeting.    All  the  world  beside 
Is  then  forgotten !     How  the  sweet  surprise 
Wakes  up  their  hearts  to  rapture  !  arms  their  eyes 
With  harmless  lightnings !  fills  the  world  around 
With  melody  and  beauty !     Each  has  found 
What  the  heart  yearned  for.     Hand  in  hand,  they  go 
Through  life's  short  journey  ;  share  each  joy  and  wo  \ 
Together  sink  into  the  silent  tomb ; 
And,  borne  on  angel's  wings,  together  find  their  home  1 

Mart,  when  I,  on  that  sweet  summer  day, 
First  chanced  to  see  your  image  in  my  way. 
First  sunned  me  in  the  glory  of  your  eyes^ 
First  heard  that  voice,  and  drank  its  melodies, 
Thrilled  with  delight,  my  spirit  said  to  me : 
*  This  is  no  stranger,  but  a  friend  to  thee  !' 
And  had  I  seen  Uiat  lovely  fa6e  before  ? 
Or  was  it  in  a  dream,  and  nothing  more  ? 

0  no,  dear  girl !  it  was  not  in  a  dream 

1  heard  that  dove-like  voice,  and  saw  the  gleam 
Of  that  bright  eye.    It  was  long,  long  ago. 
When  we  left  heaven  for  this  world  below. 

0  !  do  you  not  remember  how  we  sailed. 
And  with  a  gentle  motion  neared  the  earth  ? 
And  with  what  joy  our  future  home  we  hailed* 
Not  dreaming  we  should  part  7     But  at  our  birth 
We  missed  each  other.     The  years  dragged  on, 
Even  lifi^  was  dull,  for  lonely  was  the  roiui ; 
Pleasure  was  heartless  —  labor  was  a  curse. 

But  on  that  smnmer  day,  when  first  I  found 
My  long-lost  treasure ;  when  I  heard  the  sound 
Of  that  loved  voice,  and  saw  that  radiant  eye 
Flash  forth  the  splendors  of  our  native  sky, 
Joy  seized  my  soul ;  Hope  gave  me  back  my  wings ; 
Pain  fled  away,  and  irom  the  trembling  strings 
Of  my  heart's  harp  did  gentle  music  creep. 
Courting  each  fear  unto  a  wakeless  sleep. 

Matches  are  made  in  heaven  !     There  ours  was  made  ! 

1  claim  thee,  dearest !  as  my  heavenly  bride. 
Together  our  young  spirits  first  surveyed 
The  starry  route  to  earth,  and  side  by  side 
Shall  we  not  now  remain,  and  part  no  more  I 
Together  we  will  smile  —  together  weep ; 
One  life  will  live ;  one  God  we  will  adore  ; 

And  when  grrim  Death  shall  close  our  eyes  in  sleep, 
Like  forked  flame,  our  souls  shall  pieroe 
The  heavens'  blue  deep« 
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CAUSES  OF  EARLY  CONSUMPTION. 
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The  question  is  often  asked,  why  it  is  that  those  "who  live  at  or  near 
the  level  of  the  sea  are  more  subject  to  that  scourge  of  mankind, 
Consumptionj  than  the  hardy  mountaineer  1  And  it  is  as  often  answer^ 
ed,  *  that  it  is  due  to  the  difference  in  their  food  and  exercise.'  To  this, 
^sivell  as  to  many  other  trite  sayings,  the  adage  that  'Public  Report 
is  a  public  Liar'  may  be  justly  applied. 

The  true  cause  of  narrow  chests  and  small  and  feeble  lungs  is 
easily  defined  by  the  naturalist.  Buffon  tells  us  that  all  animals  in- 
habiting high  altitudes  have  larger  lungs  and  more  copious  chests 
than  those  residing  in  valleys.  Audubon  and  Wilson  both  agree 
in  stating  that  such  birds  as  are  accustomed  to  the  highest  flights 
have  the  largest  air-receptacles  for  respiratory  purposes.  The  same 
class  of  animals  which  inhabits  the  mountains,  if  brought  into  the 
valley,  although  exercised  in  the  same  manner,  will  often  become 
pulmonic ;  while  an  animal  removed  from  the  valley  to  the  moun- 
tain, without  any  change  in  diet  or  exercise,  expands  its  chest,  and 
obtains  a  corresponding  increased  action  of  the  lungs.  Nature  has 
so  adapted  the  physiological  configuration,  that  it  may  undergo  these 
changes  as  occasion  may  require  ;  and  if  it  were  not  so,  every  moun- 
taineer on  visiting  the  valley  would  lose  his  life  by  a  collapse  of  his 
lungs ;  and  every  inhabitant  of  the  lowlands  would  die  of  suffoca- 
tion for  want  of  sufficient  oxygen,  while  breathing  the  lighter  dilated 
atmosphere  of  the  mountain. 

All  this  is  easily  accounted  for,  and  the  rationale  is  within  the 
comprehension  of  the  meanest  intellect. 

From  the  height  of  the  atmosphere  it  is  well  known  that  at  the 
level  of  the  sea  its  superincumbent  weight  is  fifteen  pounds  to  every 
square  inch  of  surface  exposed  to  its  action  ;  and  that  consequently, 
as  air  is  very  elastic,  that  which  we  breathe  in  low  regions  is  in  a 
very  compressed  state.  One  of  the  great  objects  of  respiration  is 
to  enable  the  blood  to  rob  from  the  air  received  within  the  lungs 
the  oxygen  contained  in  it ;  and  the  blood  will  not  be  content,  nor 
continue  to  perform  its  proper  offices,  with  any  less  than  its  neces- 
sary quantity  of  this  important  element. 

Now  suppose  a  cubic  foot  of  air  to  be  enclosed  in  a  tight  and 
fragile  vessel,  and  then  to  be  carried  to  the  top  of  a  mountain,  or 
other  high  elevation.  It  will  be  found  to  expand  as  it  loses  its  su- 
perincumbent weight  by  being  elevated,  and  at  no  impracticable 
height  to  double  its  bulk  and  to  burst  its  prison-wall.  If  then  a 
cubic  foot  of  air  of  the  valley  contains  two  proportionals  of  oxygen, 
that  of  the  mountain,  from  being  expanded,  will  contain  but  one  ; 
and  therefore  the  resident  of  these  high  altitudes  is  compelled  to 
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breathe  double  the  bulk  of  air  to  supply  the  blood  with  the  same 
weight  of  oxygen.  Nature  enables  the  configuration  of  man,  as 
well  as  of  all  other  animals,  to  meet  this  change.  And  the  chest 
and  the  lungs,  from  natural  causes  alone,  enlarge  themselves  for  their 
new  office. 

The  city  of  Mexico  is  nine  thousand  feet  above  the  level  of  the 
sea  ;  and  in  this  locality  narrow  chests  and  diseased  lungs  are  un- 
known ;  while  from  the  extreme  dilation  of  the  atmosphere,  animal 
substances  never  become  putrid  ;  notwithstanding  its  proximity  to 
the  equator,  and  consequent  high  temperature. 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  from  this  extreme  case,  that  slight  eleva- 
tions are  not  serviceable.  The  difference  of  elevation  between  the 
basement  and  garret  stories  of  a  high  house  may  be  taken  ad- 
vantage of  for  ^e  use  of  the  early  consumptive  ;  and  the  heights 
at  Weehawken,  and  the  Kaatskill  and  other  mountains,  are  fully 
sufficient  for  the  restoration  of  the  incijnent  pulmonic. 

Those  invalids  who  visit  the  West  Indies  and  remain  in  Matanzas, 
Havana  and  other  low  localities,  die  ;  while  those  who  reside  on  the 
Highlands  of  Cuba,  St.  Croix  and  etsewhere,  recover,  without  refer- 
ence to  any  other  fact  than  mere  elevation  and  moderate  tempera- 
ture. 

There  are  other  advantages  which  will  arise  to  invalids  from  high 
elevations.  The  exhalations  from  the  surface  of  their  bodies  should 
be  got  rid  of  with  the  greatest  possible  degree  of  rapidity.  If  they 
are  surrounded  by  an  atmosphere  of  nearly  the  same  weight  as  that 
of  the  gasses  given  off  from  the  surface  of  the  body,  these  gasses 
will  mix  with  and  be  carried  away  by  the  atmosphere  but  slowly ; 
whereas  when  surrounded  by  the  light  atmospheres  pf  high  eleva- 
tions the  heavy  exhaled  gasses  fall  off  with  greater  rapidity,  for 
the  same  reason  that  a  cannon-ball  will  fall  more  rapidly  through 
water  than  through  melted  lead  ;  the  upper  atmosphere  being 
lighter  and  thinner  than  the  lower. 

These  facts  will  be  more  clearly  understood,  when  we  reflect  that 
if  the  body  be  enclosed  in  a  varnished  silken  bag,  such  as  balloons 
are  made  of,  and  tied  around  the  neck,  so  as  to  prevent  the  escape 
of  gasses  given  off  from  the  surface  of  the  body,  notwithstanding 
the  mouth  is  free  to  breathe  the  outside  atmosphere,  the  person  so 
encased  will  die  in  a  short  time. 

The  missionaries  who  report  the  state  of  health  of  the  poor  in- 
habiting the  basements  and  cellars  of  our  city,  inform  us  that  life  is 
shortened  by  such  residences  and  dormitories  more  than  one  half. 
The  reports  of  Dr.  Edwin  Chadwick,  of  London,  and  Doctors 
Griscom  and  Stevens,  of  New- York,  corroborate  these  facts  ;  they 
all  attribute  it  however  to  want  of  sufficient  ventilation  ;  but  as  most 
of  these  sufferers  die  of  pulmonary  diseases,  it  is  equally  fair  to 
suppose  that  it  is  from  want  of  sufficient  elevation. 

Take  a  farther  and  more  familiar  illustration  of  these  principles : 
those  who  descend  in  diving-bells  to  the  depth  of  thirty  feet  under 
water,  the  bell  being  supplied  with  air  by  the  operation  of  force- 
pumps  and  flexible  tubes,  are  under  a  pressure,  first,  of  fifi;een 
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pounds  to  the  inch  from  the  atmosphere ;  second,  to  a  still  fiuther 
pressure  of  fifteen  pounds  to  the  inch  from  the  compression  exerted 
by  the  height  of  the  column  of  water  surrounding  and  above  the 
bell;  and  the  lungs  are  then  breathing  against  an  accumulated 
pressure  of  thirty  pounds  to  the  inch,  instead  of  fifteen,  as  when  at 
the  surface  of  the  water.  Although  the  time  necessary  for  this  de- 
scent is  but  a  few  minutes,  still  in  this  short  space  of  time  the  lungs 
so  configure  themselves  that  they  lessen  the  size  of  their  cavity,  and 
no  inconvenience  is  felt  in  breathing.  But  if,  when  in  this  state,  the 
bell  is  suffered  to  rise  too  suddenly  to  the  surface,  not  giving  time 
to  the  lungs  to  adopt  their  former  configuration,  they  will  not  only 
be  injured,  but  from  the  sudden  relief  of  pressure  and  consequent 
sudden  internal  expansions,  the  blood  will  rush  from  the  nose, 
mouth  and  ears,  and  in  many  instances  cause  death. 
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UKR&ITY. 


Destiny  I 
Hast  thou  darker  paths  for  me  ? 
Hast  thou  deeper  gloom  to  shed 
O'er  thy  child's  devoted  head  ? 
I  cau  tread  thy  paths  though  lone, 

I  can  meet  thy  skies  though  dark, 
So  no  tempest  yet  unknown 

Greet  the  loved  one's  wandermg  bark. 


Thou  hast  frowned 
On  each  tie  in  tove  that  bound ; 
Thou  hast  rent  each  link  apart, 
Binding  mine  to  kindred  heart; 
But  I  how  without  a  fear 

To  the  ills  thou  hast  in  store. 
For  my  heart  disdains  to  fear 

Griefe  the  loved  have  known  before. 


Be  but  kind 
To  the  lingerers  behind  — 
Sad  survivors  of  the  lost, 
Treading  paths  by  shadows  crossed ; 
Gome  in  Sorrow's  hues  arrayed, 

I  can  bow  to  thy  behest, 
So  thy  gloom  forbear  to  shade 

P«th8  by  kindred  footstepi  pr9«Bed. 
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THE  WAY  THEY  DO  THINGS  IN  NEW -YORK. 


rftTTVR     FROM     A     KUnniAM     XQ     A     FIllSKD     AT     BOMS. 


Few  things  are  more  ridiculous  than  the  attempt  to  force  the 
manners  of  a  foreign  country  upon  another,  when  they  are  totally 
inapplicable  to  the  habits  and  general  character.  The  light,  gay 
manners  of  France  can  never  be  engrafted  or  thrive  on  the  charac- 
ter of  the  plodding  Americans ;  the  dress  is  not  appropriate  to  the 
climate,  neither  is  the  mode  of  cooking  adapted  to  their  naturally 
plain  taste.  A  people  may  be  improved  by  receiving  a  tincture, 
who  would  be  spoiled  by  taking  the  c^de  substance ;  a  total 
change  deranges  the  system,  beside  producing  unsteadiness  in  the 
temper.  In  this  city  these  abortive  attempts  aie  most  discernible 
in  the  winter-evening  reunions ;  in  the  article  of  dress  ;  in  aifecta- 
tation  of  foreign  manners ;  in  a  display  of  foreign  terms  when  the 
party  speaking  has  an  imperfect  knowledge  of  the  language  and 
misapplies  words ;  in  imitation  of  the  fashionable  hours  of  meeting, 
as  is  observed.by  the  rich  and  idle  among  the  beau*monde  abroad, 
totally  hostile  to  the  regular  routine  of  a  sober-minded  people* 

We  will  suppose  a  sedate  man— one  who  carefully  counts  his 
clothes  when  they  are  to  be  washed,  who  rakes  up  his  own  fire  at 
night,  and  goes  to  bed  at  ten — in  short,  an  *  exemplary  character,* 
who  requires  a  given  number  of  hours  of  quiet  sleep,  that  he  may 
be  at  his  customary  labors  early  the  next  day ;  how  can  he  bear  to 
be  deranged  by  transforming  himself  into  a  man  of  fashion,  per- 
haps a  leader  of  the  *  haut  ton,'  by  retiring  at  two  in  the  morning, 
after  the  excitement  of  a  *  soiree  dansante  V  I  say  nothing  of  the 
conversation  held  at  these  places,  for  this  must  conform  to  the  tastes 
of  the  various  persons  who  there  assemble.  It  generally  turns 
upon  foreign  travel ;  little  dandies  with  big  moustaches  and  little 
ladies  with  pretty  lips  descant  on  the  pleasure  of  Parisian  society ; 
the  grandeur  of  the  Alps ;  the  soft  beauties  of  Como,  or  the  pictu- 
resque charms  of  Temi ;  yet  when  they  are  closely  questioned,  it 
may  be  discovered  that  their  profound  knowledge  of  Parisian  so- 
ciety came  to  them  through  a  formal  dinner  at  their  banker's,  or  by 
being  two  or  three  times  at  the  ambassador's  regular  soirees  ;  the 
grandeur  of  the  Alps  Hashed  before  their  senses  as  th/ey  passed  over 
them  in  all  haste  in  a  vetturina  ;  and  the  guide-books  found  at 
Milan  or  Rome  are  the  true  sources  whence  are  derived  their  ad- 
miration of  the  classical  associations  of  Como  or  Terni.  Senti- 
mentality may  be  had  at  the  book-seller's,  fitted  to  all  temperaments, 
while  Eustace  and  Byron  furnish  elements  of  classical  knowledge, 
to  the  great  relief  of  wearied  limbs,  beside  saving  in  tavern-bills 
and  coach-hire.  These  are  sufiicient  for  your  dainty  little  travellers 
to  say,  with  apparent  feeling,  *  When  I  crossed  the  Alps,'  *  When  I 
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was  in  Italy/  etc. ;  although  they  may  have  crossed  without  scfeing 
intellectually  these  monuments  of  nature,  while  they  saw  Italy,  not 
the  Italians. 

It  must  be  admitted  that  a  portion  of  the  time  passed  at  an  Ame- 
rican soiree  has  the  full  stamp  of  reality,  where  the  natural  charac- 
ter expands.  This  is  the  hour  of  supper.  Here  all  are  equal ;  the 
travelled  gentleman  and  the  home-keeping  youth  are  on  a  level. 
Sentimental  conversation  ceases ;  the  beauties  of  the  mind  are  suf- 
fered to  lie  dormant ;  young  and  old  seek  relaxation  from  mental 
labor  by  playful  dalliance  with  ice-creams  or  jellies,  or  dwell  with 
satisfaction  on  the  more  solid  charms  of  tongue  and  stewed  oysters. 
Neither  Como  not  Temi,  with  all  their  delights,  are  to  be  compared 
to  Prince's  Bay ;  Byron  and  Eustace  fade  from  the  mind  wh^n  in 
presence  of  a  dish  of  Downing's  best  Chingaroras.  Here  every 
thing  is  matter-of-fact ;  and  if  any  thing  can  make  one  see  the  cha- 
racter of  the  people  in  its  unsophisticated  state,  it  is  when  they  ex- 
ercise their  gastronomic  privileges  at  a  supper-table  loaded  with  the 
indigenous  productions  of  their  own  favored  land. 

Another  way  they  have  of  aping  the  customs  of  Europeans  is  by 
putting  their  servants  into  livery  and  painting  armorial  bearings  on 
their  carriages.  Before  the  revolution  which  separated  this  country 
from  the  parent  state,  these  trappings  were  common,  because  the 
people  were  English,  with  English  feelings ;  but  Vhen  the  two 
countries  became  distinct,  a  desire  manifested  itself  among  the 
Americans  to  eradicate  these  early  impressions,  and  to  sweep  away 
all  that  remained  of  the  customs  of  their  immediate  progenitors. 
They  affected  primitive  manners ;  they  passed  laws  to  encourage 
simplicity  and  to  repress  luxury,  or  even  any  old  leaning  to  former 
opinions.  The  state  and  the  church  were  new-modelled,  and  even 
old  things  were  called  by  new  names,  that  no  remembrance  should 
be  held  of  the  aristocratic  notions  they  had  inherited  and  once  che- 
rished with  so  much  satisfaction.  But  pride  ever  lurks  in  the  human 
heart,  although  forms  may  be  changed  and  names  be  altered.  At 
first  the  attempts  were  feeble,  so  as  to  avoid  display.  The  coach- 
man had  an  outside  coat  of  a  peculiar  cut,  with  colored  trimmings ; 
as  yet,  the  footman  was  not.  When  this  last  was  ventured  upon,  he 
was  made  to  appear  in  the  same  costume.  Afler  this  came  a  bor- 
dering to  the  hat ;  then  a  copkade ;  afterward,  all  the  garments 
were  livery,  more  or  less  ornamented,  according  to  the  taste  or 
ostentation  of  the  modern  prodigals.  The  same  slow  approaches 
were  made  in  the  arms.  At  first  a  modest  crest,  then  the  field  with 
the  escutcheons,  were  painted  on  the  panels  of  the  coach.  At  last, 
when  the  public  mind  was  accustomed  to  the  view  of  these  objects, 
the  full  emblazonment  of  heraldry  was  seen  in  silver  or  gold  on  the 
hammer-cloth.  Thus  far  these  patterns  of  simple  republican  man- 
ners have  advanced ;  but  it  is  not  to  be  presumed  they  will  long 
stop  at  this  point.  Chasseurs  and  out-riders  are  yet  to  come,  and 
one  footman  will  not  be  found  sufficient  to  display  the  wealth  or 
maintain  the  dignity  of  the  rising  nobility. 

There  is  one  thing  wherein  the  Americans  show  great  modesty, 
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and  I  speak  it  to  their  praise  :  they  make  no  effort  to  hunt  up  pedi- 
grees. They  have  a  maiden  coyness  in  looking  into  the  past ;  they 
speak  of  their  ancestors  with  respect,  but  are  silent  as  to  the  castles 
they  stormed,  the  captives  they  delivered,  what  conqueror  they  came 
over  with,  or  the  battles  wherein  they  acquired  renown,  with  the 
right  to  have  their  arms  quartered.  There  are  not  wanting  how- 
ever malicious  persons  who  assert  that  this  shyness  is  more  the  re- 
sult of  prudence  than  of  modesty ;  that  the  unwillingness  to  refer  to 
the  deeds  of  their  ancestors  arisesw  from  a  difficulty  in  discovering 
the  renown  that  attaches  to  mechanical  labors,  some  of  them  of  the 
lowest  cast.  Be  this  as  it  may,  this  modesty,  if  it  do  exist,  is  a 
great  bar  in  the  way  of  selecting  suitable  coats  of  arms  as  fit  sym- 
bols of  ancestral  distinction  or  of  actual  merit.  No  herald*s-office 
is  yet  established  in  the  country  ;  and  as  for  Garter-King  of  Arms, 
he  is  not  known  in  his  heraldic  capacity.  In  a  plebeian  sense,  he  is 
familiar  to  chamber-maid  as  well  as  mistress;  but  his  daily  pre- 
sence, though  very  necessary  to  individual  convenience,  so  far  from 
being  thought  an  ennobling  appendage,  is  concealed  with  great 
care.  Young  aspirants  for  honors  are  so  much  at  a  loss  to  find  dis- 
tinguishing marks  by  which  their  families  may  be  known,  that  out 
of  pure  regard,  and  *to  show  a  little  gratitude  for  many  acts  of 
friendship  performed  in  my  favor,  I  now  offer  a  few  emblems, 
which  I  respectfully  think  very  applicable  to  the  condition  of  the 
present  ambitious  generation : 

For  a  lordly-minded  Dame,  with  amplitude  of  person,  I  would 
propose,  ArgentyiYiKee  peacocks  in  their  i^vidLG  proper. 

For  one  whose  ancestor  was  a  Tailor :  Chiles,  a  cabbage  in  its 
compliment  Or,  supporters ;  on  the  dexter-side  a  pair  of  shears 
rampant,  on  the  sinister-side  a  goose  gorged  Or, 

For  a  Shoe-maker :  Azwre,  on  a  Fess  diamond  between  three 
shoes  proper,  an  awl  erect  Gules, 

For  an  Oil-man :  Argent,  three  whales'-heads  erect,  surmounted 
by  an  oil-flask  in  bend-sinister^ 

For  a  Druggist  or  Apothecary :  Argent,  a  gallipot  proper,  two 
syringes  in  Fess  Or. 

For  a  perfect  Gentleman,  whose  fortune  consists  of  lands  gently 
sloping  from  the  Rocky  mountains  toward  the  Pacific  :  argent,  three 
enipty  purses  in  their  detriment  sable. 

For  another  Gentleman  of  easy  manners,  with  large  mustaches 
and  no  particular  occupation  :  or,  a  jack-ass's  he^dierased  sable. 

For  one  whose  ancestor  was  elevated  to  a  post  far  above  his  expec- 
tation :  sahle,  a  hanged-man  with  his  arms  and  legs  extended  jpr<?pcr. 

I  have  little  doubt  these  arms  will  be  acceptable  to  many  who  are 
.now  seeking  to  be  illustrated  ;  and  I  am  sure  I  derive  much  satisfac- 
tion in  being  thus  able  to  administer  to  a  laudable  pride.  Gentle- 
men and  ladies  may  now  see  the  origin  and  foundation  of  the  digni- 
ties by  which  they  are  raised  above  the  rest  of  mankind ;  and  by 
means  of  these  emblems  are  at  once  able  to  embody  many  histori- 
cal facfA  which  without  them  would  be  lost  to  the  world. 

It  is  at  dinner  festivals,  where  their  wealth  may  best  be  displayed, 
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that  the  Americans  depart  farthest  from  the  simplicity  of  their  an* 
cestorsy  and  where  is  most  conspicuous  the  predilection  for  foreign 
customs.  In  the  dishes  wherewith  the  table  is  loaded,  you  see  me 
products  of  all  climes  arranged  by  the  hand  of  foreign  cooks  into  new 
forms  that  disguise  the  substance,  called  by  foreign  names  which, 
none  but  gourmands  understand,  and  which  give  a  very  imperfect 
idea  of  the  substance  itself.  It  is  amusing  to  see  the  wry  faces  made 
by  one  of  the  uninitiated  when  a  dish  with  an  unintelligible  name  is 
presented  to  him.  A  simple-hearted  man,  who  has  grown  gray 
under  the  solid  material  of  beef  and  mutton,  looks  at  the  dish  with 
distrust ;  yet  to  avoid  being  ignorant  or  rude,  asks  quietly  of  his 
neighbor  what  it  is  that  he  is  called  upon  to  eat ;  his  neighbor  is 
probably  quite  as  ignorant  as  himself;  he  then  casts  an  anxious  look 
round  the  table,  in  the  hope  that  his  accustomed  food  may  form  part 
of  the  feast.  He  looks  in  vain ;  still  not  without  hope,  he  asks  for 
a  slice  of  the  surloin,  with  a  piece  of  the  fat.  The  Major  Domo 
regards  him  with  pity,  and  hands  an  *  Entre  cdte  d  la  sauce piquante  /* 
the  novice  in  French  names  and  French  dishes  rejects  this  as  inconi- 
prehensible,  and  asks  for  a  wing  and  a  piece  of  the  breast  of  the 
chicken.  The  poor  man  is  as  wide  of  the  mark  as  ever,  for  there 
comes  before  him  a  *  Supreme de  Volatile*  His  patience  is  put  to  a 
severe  trial,  yet  he  must  eat  something ;  accordingly  he  makes  a 
third  attempt  to  get  a  dinner,  and  demands  in  a  voice  a  little  sharp, 
the  thigh  of  a  partridge  with  the  back-bone  and  a  little  of  the  dress- 
ing. Here  he  is  as  badly  off  as  he  was  before ;  thigh-bones  and 
back-bones  are  vulgar  and  out  of  fashion ;  so  he  finds  himself  helped 
to  a  kind  of  porridge  called  *  Puree  de  PerdreoMX,*  The  good  man 
is  almost  in  despair;  his  good  nature  grows  weaker  while  his  appe- 
tite grows  stronger ;  and  in  a  tone  as  angry  as  the  place  will  a^it, 
he  begs  the  waiter  for  Heaven's  sake  to  give  him  something  he  can 
eat.  No  sooner  said  than  done  ;  and '  Cdtelettes  de  Veau  en  PapiUotai* 
are  placed  before  him,  the  gravy  well  preserved.  The  hungry  man's 
knowledge  of  French  is  not  at  all  increased  by  hearing  all  these 
foreign  names  while  undergoing  his  trials,  and  this  new  dish  is  not 
better  understood  than  the  others ;  yet  what  can  he  do  ]  Time 
presses,  and  '  the  inward  parts  give  signs  of  wo  :'  if  hunger  can, 
as  they  say  it  will,  break  through  stone  walls,  surely  paper  can  offer 
no  resistance  ;  so  he  swallows  greedily  the  cdtelettes,  papillotes  and 
all,  in  order  to  appease  a  craving  that  long  abstinence,  added  to 
great  mental  anxiety,  has  now  rendered  insupportable. 

*  How  shall  the  young  preserve  their  ways,'  and  how  shall  the  old 
satisfy  their  hunger,  by  modem  cookery  1  The  temptations  offered 
to  youth  are  numerous  and  not  easy  to  resist ;  but  alas !  the  trials 
of  the  old  in  these  modem  tinies  of  improvement  are  past  endu-. 
ranee  !  The  Americans  are  not  a  refined  people ;  their  march  of 
mind  is  wonderful ;  yet  why  need  they  march  into  the  stomach  so 
unmercifully  as  they  do,  especially  when  the  land  abounds  in  luxu- 
ries ]  Bear's  ham  is  excellent  eating,  and  bears'  claws  bien  trait€8 
are  equal  to  ^Pieds  de  cochon  Jarcis  ; '  beaver's-tail  is  far  superior  to 
the  English  ox-tail,  apd  no  tongues  in  the  world  can  be  compared  to 
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those  of  the  buffalo,  not  forgetting  moose's  lip,  which  is  far  more 
delicate  than  'Dinde  aux  TrufflesJ 

If  the  ignorant  could  by  any  means  be  enlightened  by  a  slight  fore- 
knowledge of  the  kind  of  fare  to  be  set  before  them,  they  might  by 
previous  preparation  fortify  the  inward  man  in  a  way  to  enable  him 
either  to  eat  or  fast,  as  the  lights  or  shadows  of  gastronomic  life  might 
fall  upon  him.  I  have  bethought  me  of  a  method,  which  I  submit 
to  the  consideration  of  those  who  take  the  lead  in  fashionable  din- 
ner-giving, with  a  hope  that  they  will  have  pity  on  the  benighted  per- 
sons whose  education  has  been  neglected,  but  who  are  yet  thought 
worthy  of  being  received  into  the  circles  of  refined  society. 

I  would  suggest  to  the  exclusives,  when  they  intend  to  produce  an 
effect,  to  make  known  to  the  invited  guests,  by  means  of  billets  of  a 
particular  color,  the  fare  they  may  expect  to  find.  For  example, 
when  an  ordinary  family  dinner  is  meant,  plain  white  paper  may  be 
used,  and  if  the  person  invited  be  a  country  cousin,  or  an  old  friend 
from  the  Prairies,  a  wafer  is  sufficient ;  sky-blue  paper  should  be 
chosen  for  a  distinguished  stranger  to  meet  a  select  party  of  friends ; 
but  for  a  display  of  the  perfection  of  gastronomic  art,  with  all  its 
appliances,  pink  paper,  with  a  *  Poulet  satUe^  as  a  vignette,  should  be 
considered  as  an  indication  that  a  refined  repast  is  to  be  offered.  In 
this  way  no  person  would  be  unprepared,  'and  he  might  safj^ly  trust 
himself  to  one  who  kindly  provides  him  a  feast  or  carefully  guards 
him  against  a  famine. 

If  1  were  ah  American,  I  should  lament  that  so  little  is  done  to 
shake  off  dependence  on  Europe  for  customs,  fashion  in  dress  and 
modes  of  thinking.  Very  few  things  are  purely  national ;  almost 
all  are  borrowed ;  and  climate,  education  and  domestic  relations  are 
made  to  swerve  from  their  place  to  conform  to  novelties  brought 
firom  abroad.  Literature  and  works  of  art  are  but  slightly  valued 
till  they  have  passed  through  the  ordeal  of  foreign  criticism,  and 
come  back  stamped  with  the  judgment  of  writers  and  artists  who 
are  apt  to  measure  such  works  by  the  standard  they  themselves  have 
raised  for  the  meridian  of  their  own  country.  This  dependence  on 
others  in  matters  of  taste  indisposes  the  Americans  to  invention  in 
the  higher  branches  of  art ;  creates  a  deficiency  of  stability  in  their 
opinions,  and  so  far  a  distrust  of  their  own  judgmeift  as  to  produce 
an  unfavorable  effect  upon  their  character.  Every  country  of  Eu- 
rope has  its  modes  and  customs ;  even  in  districts  and  villages  may 
be  seen  usages  that  give  a  distinctive  character  to  the  inhabitants  ; 
bat  in  America,  vast  as  it  is,  with  a  numerous  people  scattered  over 
an  immensely  extensive  surface,  all  are  alike  in  appearance  and 
general  habits  —  and  these  are  English. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  this  sameness  is  never  to  end  ;  yet  as 
no  attempt  is  made  to  produce  a  change,  years  must  elapse  before 
America  will  contain  a  population  as  dense  as  that  of  Europe,  and 
hAve  it  in  her  power  to  show  to  others  a  model  of  manners  and  na- 
tional taste.  Till  that  period  arrive,  she  will  quietly  remain  subser- 
vient to  the  English  for  manners  and  literature,  and  to  the  French 
for  cooks  and  milliners. 
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LINES 

ON     R>KINO     THE      PIOTDRS     0»     *  MAPOLEON     MOSINO      AT     HAIHT     H«L«MA  ' 
BT     A    MSW    COMTRIDOTOR. 


Bid  your  guard  begone  aud  leave  me !  free  me  from  their  loathed  sight. 
Nor  their  hated  presence  longer  o'er  me  cast  its  withering  Might : 
Is  the  wo  of  fallen  greatness  subject  meet  for  menial  stare  7 
Must  the  espial's  eye  pursue  it  with  its  cold  and  heartless  glare  ? 
Have'I  the  eagle's  pinion  or  the  falcon's  arrowy  spring, 
To  sweep  yon  broad  blue  ocean  with  the  curlew's  tireless  wing, 
That  ye  fear  alone  to  leave  me,  girt  with  rock  and  rolling  wave, 
Prison  direr  far  than  tyrant  ever  doomed  rebellious  slave  ? 


Hirelings,  back  !  this  hour  Remembrance  claims  from  Fate  as  all  her  own. 
Bought  with  loss  of  life -won  glory  at  the  cost  of  crown  and  throne : 
Then  away  with  orders  given  !  tell  me  not  of  stem  decree  — 
This  is  all  of  life  that 's  left  me,  and  this  day  I  will  be  free  : 
All  the  shadowy  past  recalling,  now  the  visioned  hopes  review. 
Crushed  before  thy  iron  tempest,  sad  and  fearful  Waterloo  ! 
God  !  how  showed  my  bearded  veterans,  ranked  upon  that  fatal  plain, 
Like  the  reapers  at  the  harvest  ere  they  cut  the  bending  grain  ! 


How  I  scanned  the  grim  battalions,  all  alike  inured  to  war, 
And  above  their  measured  tramping  hearkened  to  the  wild  *  Hurrah !' 
Long  my  ardent  gaze  dwelt  on  them,  joyed  to  see  the  squadrons  ride 
Gleaming  in  the  battle  harness,  hero-pomp  and  warrior  pride : 
Noted  on  the  banners  blazoned  each  renowned  and  noble  name, 
Jena's  fight,  Marengo's  story  and  dread  Lodi's  bridge  of  flame: 
Blent  with  these.  Areola  deathless,  AusterUtz's  radiant  sun. 
Red  Eylau  and  Hohenlinden,  and  old  Wag^am's  thunder-gun  ! 


How  they  trod,  those  iron  legions  !  who  by  far  Aboukir's  wave, 
In  the  pyramid's  deep  shadow  heaped  the  Mameluke's  bloody  grave  ! 
Saw  the  domes  of  distant  Moscow  reel  amid  her  ocean  fire. 
And  the  mighty  Kremlin  piling  high  to  heaven  a  Nation's  pyre  : 
Braved  the  shock  of  Borodino,  Bercsiha's  madd'ning  swell. 
When  the  howl  of  desperation  echoed  back  the  Cossack  yell, 
And  the  broken  battered  columns  whelmed  beneath  the  torrents  roar, 
Rolled  in  blood  and  headlong  carnage  on  that  hope-abandoned  shore  ! 


Now  with  rage  and  indignation  kindled  on  each  bronzed  face. 
Met  arrayed  the  gathered  Allies  of  the  scornful  Bourbon  race : 
And  among  the  hostile  ensigns  waving  'neath  the  clouded  sky. 
Saw  the  English  leopard  standard,  chiefest  of  their  foemen,  fly  ; 
Stormy  wrath  and  rankling  hatred,  shouts  for  vengeance  pealing  wide, 
Burst  as  from  the  rent  volcano  springs  the  lava's  flashing  tide ; 
All  before  me  rolls  the  battle ;  from  the  heights  of  Houffuemont, 
Ldke  the  broad  and  strong  tornado,  Jirome  pours  upon  their  front ! 
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Forward  now,  my  noble  brother !  strike  for  crown  and  kingly  name, 

*T  is  a  sceptre  beckons  onward,  guides  the  path  through  blood  and  flame ; 

Think  of  all  the  deep  contumely,  think  of  all  the  bitter  scorn 

Heaped  on  Elba's  throneless  exile,  world-abandoned  and  forlorn ; 

And  let  levelled  lance  and  sabre,  rattling  shot  and  blazing  gun, 

Tell  the  foes  of  France  and  Frenchmen, '  Once  again  her  '  chosen'  come  !* 

Think  of  Acre's  reekmg  slaughter,  Badajos,  Sebastian's  cry  — 

To  the  brim  the  cup  is  mling,  red  revenge  is  foaming  high  I 


Hark  !  the  cannon's  jarring  thunder !  —  rank  and  square  together  reel, 

D'Erlon,  charge  with  all  thy  riders !  give  the  horse  the  rein  and  heel ! 

Yonder,  where  the  smoke  is  lifting,  bid  the  bugles  sound  afar : 

Oh  for  him !  my  peerlees  swordsman,  for  one  hour  of  wronged  Murat  ; 

But  again  to  see  his  white  plume  tossing  'mid  the  colored  smoke. 

While  around  like  darting  lightning,  flashed  and  fell  his  sabre  stroke : 

Crashing  rolls  another  volley !  onward  now  in  full  career, 

On,  as  speeds  the  winged  whirlwind,  wild  dragoon  and  cuirassier ! 

▼111. 

Marshal  all  the  bristling  colmnns  !  wake  the  trumpet's  deepest  tone ! 
Bid  the  drum  beat,  strike  the  onset,  *  up  and  at  them,'  brave  Cambronne  ! 
Let  them  hear  *  The  Guard  are  coming?'  let  them  see  thee,  gallant  Ney  ! 
VVarhor-gdide  in  blood  and  combat,  beacon-star  in  stormy  fray ! 
On  they  rush,  and  loud  above  them  rings  the  eagle's  vengeful  strain. 
Like  the  song  of  Denmark's  ravens,  grim  rejoicers  oW  the  slain : 
Overweening,  haughty  England,  who  shall  now  thy  doom  arrest, 
Who  shall  bar  the  red  bolt  dashmg  low  to  earth  thy  lofty  crest ! 


Vamly  for  the  laggard  Prussian  listen  'mid  the  battle  hail. 
At  the  last  the  Gaul  hath  grasped  thee  —  thou  art  clutched  in  hand  of  mail ! 
Not  the  hour  that  saw  the  Roman  and  imperial  Austrian  kneel 
Matches  this,  that  shrouds  thee,  Britain,  in  yon  hurricane  of  steel: 
Vengeance  quaflb  the  brimming  banquet ;  hark  that  cry  of  wild  despair. 
Mingling  with  the  shock  of  cannon  bellowing  through  the  darkened  air ; 
Those  are  surely  Grouchy's  squadron's!     No?     Oh  God  ]  I  see  them  now, 
These  are  Prussia's  swarming  thousands — that  is  Blucher^b  sullen  brow  I 


Oh !  for  eyes  to  view  the  battle  !  would  the  curtained  smoke  were  torn ! 

Do  my  gallant  colunms  falter,  by  these  numbers  overborne  7 

Ah !  the  front  is  broke  and  rending !  —  havoc  stem  and  deep  dismay 

Scatter  wide  the  flying  renmants,  and  the  wreck  of  their  array : 

All  forsake  the  hopeless  combat,  in  confusion  quit  the  field, 

AH  but  thbee,  the  brave,  heroic,  who  could  die  but  could  not  yield  ! 

Loos  of  empire,  loss  of  glory,  all  I  met  with  firm  regard, 

But  these  drops  of  bitter  anguish  fall  for  ye,  my  noble  Guard !  ' 


Passed  the  dream  and  visioned  contest ;  -gone  the  tumult  of  the  fight, 
Like  the  sleeper's  air-drawn  phantoms  with  the  wasting  of  the  night : 
Still  the  Era  hastens  onward,  prophet-like  I  see  the  day 
When  the  veil  shall  rend  asunder  and  the  sceptre  pass  away  : 
When  like  ocean's  dashing  billows,  thrones  and  kingdoms  shall  be  tost, 
'T  il  amid  the  wreck  of  empires  slave  and  tyrant  shall  be  lost : 
Then  shall  Europe's  cowering  millions  bend  alone  to  Freedom's  nod, 
And  fair  France  shall  hail  her  hero  as  the  noblest  <  Sword  of  God  !' 
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The  next  morning  found  me  up  betimes ;  nor  was  Hubert  behind 
me.  He  had  planned  an  excursion  with  Christie,  in  which  I  was  to 
be  a  party  if  I  chose  ;  but  my  services  were  not  insisted  upon.  ^ 
I  was  desirous  to  make  one  more  visit  to  the  *  Glen,*  have  one  more 
interview  with  my  strange  kinsman,  and  take  one  more  last  look 
(was  it  to  be  the  Uzst?)  2Lt  the  enchanting  Leila,  I  excused  myself 
from  joining  my  cousin.  I  could  scarcely  wait  for  «  seasonable  hoar 
in  which  to  present  myself  at  the  stone  grotto.  When  I  did  arrive 
there,  I  found  Leila  alone  in  the  apartment  before  described.  She 
received  me  almost  cordially ;  and  to  my  inquiries  about  h#r  father, 
she  replied  that  he  had  passed  a  very  restless  night,  and  was  far 
from  well ;  at  the  same  time  she  stepped  into  the  adjoining  room, 
and  after  a  few  moments  returned,  saying  that  if  I  would  have  pfi- 
tience  for  a  short  time,  her  father  would  see  me.  She  turned  again 
to  leave  the  apartment.  As  the  present  was  the  only  opportunity 
I  might  have  for  a  private  interview,  I  determined  to  make  a  des- 
perate effort  to  realize  it.  *  Patience,'  said  I,  *  is  a  virtue  I  have 
not  of  late  particularly  indulged  in,  and  it  is  especially  difficult  to 
exercise  it  alone.  Pray,  my  fair  cousin,  (excuse  my  calling  you  so 
for  the  first,  the  last,  the  only  time  —  here  too  away  behind  the 
world,)  pray,  my  fair  cousin,  have  you  any  very  serious  objections 
to  grati^ing  my  curiosity  upon  a  subject  nearly  concerning  your^ 
selfr 

•What  would  you  knowl*  said  Leila,  quietly,  yet  as  I  thought 
not  indifferently ;  at  the  same  time  taking  her  seat.  '  At  a  last  in- 
terview much  certainly  may  be  allowed.* 

'  Lovers  at  least  say  so/  I  replied  ;  '  but  I  have  a  claim  a  thou- 
sand times  stronger  than  that.  A  lover  may  be  in  despair ;  but  I 
am  bewildered !  My  brain  is  turned ;  I  am  crazed,  positively 
crazed  !  I  came  to  St.  Rilda  through  love  for  adventure  merely, 
but  I  have  been  so  completely  bafHea,  perplexed,  confounded  dur- 
ing my  very  short  sojourn,  that  on  the  first  fair  wind  I  shall  *  up  sail* 
and  away.' 

*  I  certainly  regret  any  incipient  symptoms  of  insanity,'  inter- 
rupted Leila,  rather  tartly,  *  at  least  on  your  own  account,  and 
would  recommend  an  immediate  return  to  some  place  which  can 
boast  of  civilization  and  a  lunatic  asylum.  Still,  I  do  not  call  some 
three  or  four  weeks  a  very  short  sojourn  at  St.  Rilda.' 

'  Three  or  four  weeks!'  exclaimed  I,  in  amazement;  'three  or 
four  weeks  !     I  have  scarcely  been  in  St.  Kilda  as  many  days !' 

'  Nor  in  its  vicinity  V  asked  Leila,  quickly. 
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*  Certainly  not/  I  replied.  •  I  have  not  made  a  single  landing  at 
any  of  the  contiguous  islands.' 

*  Then  you  did  not  come— — '^  Leila  suddenly  checked  herself, 
and  left  the  sentence  unfinished. 

*  No,  I  did  not,*  replied  I,  coolly. 

*  Nay,'  said  Leila,  *  hut  you  know  not  what  I  was  ahout  to  ask. 
It  was  really  of  no  importance,  and  did  not  at  all  concern  me.' 

*  You  were  about  to  ask,'  continued  I,  speaking  very  slowly,  *  if 
I  did  not  come  with  one  Vautrey,  and  I  reply,  No  I  I  did  not  P 

*  Hush  \  hush  !  Not  so  loud  ! '  exclaimed  the  maiden,  in  a  low 
bat  excited  tone ;  '  breathe  not  that  name  here  4  Y&t  tell  me  ;  did 
you.  not  really  come  in  his  <:ompany  ?  Do  you  not  know  him  1  Are 
you  not  his  friend  V 

*  Leila,'  said  I,  *  I  will  answer  your  question  seriously.  I  da 
know  Count  Vautrey,  but  I  carae  not  hither  with  Count  Vautrey;  I 
have  no  fellowship  nor  communion  with  him,  for  I  believe  him  a 
deep,  designing,  selfish,  cold-hearted  villain  ;  a  fiend  in  human 
shape !  1  in  hie  company !  Nay,  I  had  rather  go  to  the  bottomless 
pit  m  company  with  the  foul  fiend.  And  now  let  me  be  questioner 
once  affain :  why  do  you  avoid  me,  as  if  I  were  some  repulsive  object, 
to  loauie  and  to  shrink  from?  What  have  you  to  do  with  this 
Vautrey]  Why  do  you  start  and  become  agitatfed  at  the  mention 
of  his  name,  and  bid  me  *  hush  /'  as  if  it  were  guilt  to  mention  it  1 
Nay,  nay ;  interrupt  me  not,  but  tell  me — may  I  not  ask  this? — tell 
me  why  you  are  here, in  this  strange  spot?- — when  do  you  leave  it, 
and  where  do  you  go  ?  There  is  some  strange  mystery  connected 
with  all  this.     Will  you  not  explain  it  ?' 

•When  I  better  understand  your  right  to  demand  such  explana- 
tion,' said  Leila,  haughtily.  *  The  private  history  of  every  one  has 
its  peculiarities,  yet  tiiat  is  no  warrant  to  the  curious  to  pry  into 
them.' 

*  None  whatever,'  returned  I,  in  the  Eame  tone  ;  *  and  I  am  not 
at  all  surprised  at  being  refused  that  confidence  as  a  kinsman  which 
you  would  doubtless  have  granted  to  ^e  as  a  fiiend  of  Count 
Vautrey  !* 

*  What  mean  you  ?'  said  Leila. 

*  And,'  continued  I,  without  noticing  the  interruption,  *  I  beg  to 
state  explicitly  that  I  claim  no  right  to  ask  you  a  single  question, 
nor  to  allude  to  a  single  event  of  your  life.  Surely  I  can  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  affairs  of  yourself  and  Count  Vautrey.  Excuse  the 
presumptuous  boldness  of  detaining  you  for  a  moment.' 

As  I  concluded,  Leila  turned  upon  me  a  look  so  desolate,  so  full 
of  sadness,  that  my  conscience  smote  me  for  what  I  had  uttered. 

*  And  you  hate  this  Vautrey  /'  said  Leila,  slowly. 

•If  ever  man  can  honestly  hate  his  fellow-man,  I  do!'  was  my 
reply. 

*  Then  I  love  you  /'  exclaimed  the  girl,  passionately,  startmg  up 
and  advancing  near  me.  •  And,  oh !'  continued  she,  bursting  into  a 
flood  of  tears,  *  oh  !  if  you  knew  me,  knew  my  history — all  that 
I  have  suffered  and  endured,  what  my  fate  has  been  and  what  my 
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destiny  surely,  oli !  surely  will  he  ! — but  why  do  I  speak  thus  to  a 
stranger  %  Yet  you  are  my  kinsman.  Alas !  my  kinsmen  have 
ever  proved  my  worst  enemies  !  When  shall  I  have  peace  ]  whi- 
ther, whither  shall  I  flyl  Even  in  this  remote  spot  I  am  persecuted 
by  the  importunities  of  that  wretch.  Oh,  St.  Leger  \  not  one  friend 
have  I  in  the  wide  world !  Tell  me,  what  shall  I  do  1  In  thb 
moment  of  agony,  when  a  sense  of  utter  desolation  overshadows 
my  soul — alone  !  alone  !  —  't  is  fearful  to  live  always  alone — -even 
at  this  moment,  I  come  to  you,  to  you  whom  I  have  beheld  but  once 
before — to  you  whose  heart  is  young,  and  not  like  mine,  burnt  up 
within  my  bosom — to  you  I  come';  I  mtbsty  I  Will  have  one  friend; 
and  may  Heaven  help  me,  if  this  last  hope  shall  fail !' 

The  young  girl  abandoned  herself  so  completely  to  her  grief  t^at 
it  was  impossible  either  to  soothe  or  arrest  it.  Tears  rolled  down 
her  face ;  her  dark  hair,  breaking  loose  from  its  fastening,  fell  dishe- 
velled upon  her  shoulders ;  her  hands  were  clasped  together,  and 
her  arms,  partly  upraised,  were  extended  toward  me,  Never  have 
I  beheld  so  beautiful  and  so  affecting  a  spectacle.  My  astonishment 
and  the  novelty  of  my  situation  for  a  while  kept  me  speechless  ;  nay 
cold  English  temper  could  not  immediately  sympathise  with  the 
passionate  exhibitions  of  a  nature  warmed  and  fostered  under  the 
influence  of  a  more  genial  clime,  and  to  which  circumstances  had  un- 
undoubtedly  given  additional  cause  for  such  violent  emotions.  But  I 
soon  found  myself  yielding  wholly  to  the  influence  of  so  exciting  a 
scene.  A  sympathising  chord  in  my  own  heart  was  struck,  and  it  re- 
sponded. For  all  that,  my  manner  was  cold ;  I  felt  that  it  was  cold ; 
and  it  seemed  almost  unfriendly  when  contrasted  with  the  ardent  tem- 
per of  Leila.  I  took  advantage  of  the  first  pause  in  her  pathetic  appeal 
to  reassure  her.  *  Leila,'  said  I,  'judge  me  not  from  this  cold  habit 
that  I  wear  about  me  ;  it  belongs  to  my  race ;  but  judge  me  by  the 
heart  that  beats  under  it.  And  by  its  strong  pulsations,  by  my  faith, 
and  by  my  hopes,  I  swear  to  you  that  I  will  be  your  friend  hence- 
forth. For  your  own  sake  compose  yourself.  Nay,  you  must  be 
calm  and  tell  me  how  my  friendship  can  best  serve  you.  Surely 
you  forgot  your  father  when  you  declared  yourself  quite  friendless.' 

*  My  father!'  said  Leila,  mournfully,  resuming  her  seat  as  she  spoke, 
and  burying  her  face  in  her  hands  :  *  Alas  !  I  am  doubly  wretched, 
doubly  sinful,  in  having  a  parent  whom  I  cannot  love,  and  who  loves 
not  me  !' 

I  shrunk  with  horror  at  such  an  avowal  from  one  so  young  and  so 
beautiful.  The  words  of  Scripture,  *  without  natural  aflection,'  rose 
to  my  lips,  but  I  repressed  them.  Leila  perceived  that  I  was  shocked, 
and  said  : 

*  Do  not  in  your  mind  accuse  me  unjustly.  When  I  speak  thus 
of  my  father,  I  am  unburthening  the  load  that  weighs  heaviest  at 
my  heart.  To  him  I  owe  every  thing  that  can  minister  to  my  per- 
sonal comfort.  I  know  not  what  it  is  to  have  a  want  ungratined. 
To  him  honor  and  obedience  are  due  ;  but  if  you  knew  my  history, 
and  you  shall  know  it  ere  long,  you  would  not  judge  me  harshly  for 
not  adding  love.' 
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*  I  will  not  judge  at  all,  till  I  do  know,'  said  I ;  *  but  your  md» 
ther —  is  she  not  living  ]* 

'May  Heaven  forgive  you  for  mentioning  the  name!*  exclaimed 
Leila,  relapsing  into  her  former  emotion  ;  *  mother!  mother!  Oh!  I 
know  not  ill  had  a  mother.  Strange  surmises  crowd  upon  me ;  dread- 
ful illusions  pass  before  me ;  horrible  suspicions  force  themselves  upon 
me,  at  that  word  —  mother/  Never  have  I  beheld  a  mother's  face, 
never  experienced  a  mother's  love ;  and  now  I  would  barter  for  a  mo- 
ther's smile  all  that  I  hold  dear  in  life,  even  though  the  lips  that  smiled 
upon  me  were  guilty  and  polluted  !*  I  saw  that  I  had  innocently 
touched  upon  a  most  delicate  topic,  and  fearing  the  effects  of  far* 
ther  excitement,  I  attempted  to  calm  her  spirit  by  my  assurances  of 
sympathy  and  friendship.  Expecting  an  interruption  every  moment 
from  the  father,  I  asked  Leila  when  we  should  meet  again.  *  I 
fear  we  shall  not  again  meet  alone  here,'  said  she ;  *  my  father  is 
strange,  very  strange  ;  and  it  is  owing  solely  to  his  indisposition  that 
he  has  left  us  so  long  together.  No,  not  here  ;  not  here.  Yet  re- 
member, we  shall  meet  again.  I  too  leave  this  gloomy  island  ere  the 
moon  wanes.  Then  you  shall  hear  from  me,  and  only  let  me  feel 
that  there  is  one  solitary  being  in  the  wide  world  who  will  sympa- 
thise with  me  and  I  am  grateful.  I  ask  no  more.'  An  old  female 
at  this  moment  made  her  appearance  at  a  side-door  which  I  had  not 
before  noticed,  and  beckoned  hurriedly  to  Leila.  The  latter  quickly 
obeyed  the  summons  without  bidding  me  adieu,  and  the  door  closed 
upon  both.  At  the  same  instant,  another  door  opened  from  the  ad- 
joining room  and  the  Woedallah  entered  the  apartment. 

So  completely  was  his  aspect  changed  that  I  scarcely  recognised 
him.  His  countenance  bore  marks  of  extreme  physical  suffering  and 
mental  anguish.  He  looked  ten  years  older  than  on  the  preceding 
day.  Advancing  slowly  toward  me,  he  took  my  hand,  and  in  a  kindbut 
saddened  tone  asked  me  how  I  was.  I  was  touched  by  his  manner, 
and  in  return  inquired  as  to  his  indisposition.  *  It  was  nothing,'  he 
replied^  *  nothing  but  the  effect  of  heavy  heart-pains  which  occasion- 
ally afflicted  him,  and  which  were  past  cure.'  As  he  said  this,  he 
sighed  deeply,  and  asked  me  if  I  would  not  take  a  turn  with  him 
into  the  fresh  air.  He  put  his  arm  within  mine,  and  we  left  the 
dwelling. 

Passing  out,  we  walked  some  distance  along  the  coast,  until  it  be- 
gan to  rise  to  a  precipitous  height.  Here  my  kinsman  paused.  The 
swell  from  the  sea  imder  the  influence  of  a  strong  west  wind  was 
tremendous.  The  waves  mounting  on  high  dashed  furiously  against 
the  cliffs,  and  then  retreating  as  if  to  renew  their  strength,  returned 
again  and  were  again  thrown  back  into  their  ocean  bed.  We  stood 
for  some  moments  contemplating  the  grandeur  of  the  scene  in 
silence.     At  length  my  companion  spoke  : 

•  My  son,'  exclaimed  he ;  *  my  son,  look  around  you  and  behold 
this  isolated  spot.  Who  would  have  thought  that  busy  man  should 
have  come  hither  to  make  it  his  own  1  Yet  here  Virtue  may  dwell 
secure  and  uncontaminated,  for  there  is  no  place  for  the  pomp  and 
circumstance  of  this  world  to  stand  upon.     But  look  away  yonder, 
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fer,  far  away;  nay,  you  see  it  not,  save  with  the  mind*s  eye ;  behold 
crowded  together  the  habitations  of  the  children  of  men.  See  the 
buildings  close-cemented  as  if  all  were  under  a  single  roof.  Must 
not  peace  and  })rotherly  love  and  happiness  dwell  there  1  Sorely 
there  can  be  no  discords,  no  dissensions,  no  unhappy  conflicting  in- 
terests. Is  it  possible  that  those  firm  and  strong  walls  between  each 
dwelling  separate  the  bitterest  enemies,  divide  the  good  man  from 
the  assassin,  the  innocent  from  the  vile,  the  honest  from  the  kna^e  t 
Men  herd  together  for  mutual  concealment yiiot  for  any  good,  assuredly. 
Those  cities  of  the  plain,  mark  me,  should  be  destroyed,  and  fire  from 
the  Lord  out  of  heaven  should  fall  upon  them,  even  as  it  fell  upon 
Sodom  and  GomoiTah  !  But  let  us  turn  from  the  contemplation  of 
so  revolting  a  picture.  Let  me  speak  something  of  myseli  and  yon. 
Know  you  the  relation  we  bear  to  each  other  V 

I  replied  that  I  did  not ;  that  I  had  learned  but  little  of  our  femily 
history,  although  I  was  eager  to  learn  more  of  it. 

*  Then  know,*  continued  my  kinsman,  *  that  I  am  the  son  of  Wilfred 
St.  Leger.  Ay,  of  Wilfi-ed  the  rash,  Wilfred  the  unfortunate ;  a 
younger  brother,  as  you  doubtless  know,  of  old  Hugh  St.  Leger,  the 
Lion-hearted,  your  father's  father.  William  Henry,  I  am  calm  now,* 
continued  he,  for  the  first  time  calling  me  by  name.  *  I  fear  the  nn- 
happy  effect  of  our  last  interview  upon  your  mind,  and  I  would  do 
what  I  may  to  counteract  it.  As  I  said  before,  I  have  dreadful  hearts 
pains  which  quite  unman  me.  For  what  I  say  when  suffering  nnder 
this  terrible  affliction  I  am  not,  I  cannot  be,  accountable.  You  caxry 
truth  within  your  bosom ;  your  sentiments  I  honor ;  I  bow  to  them ;  1 
would  that  I  could  make  them  mine.  But  't  is  too  late.  Do  not 
speak  to  me  farther  on  this  head.    I  will  not  hear  you  !* 

*  But  will  you  not,'  said  I,  deeply  interested,  *  tell  me  why  yon  are 
here,  and  explain  to  me  the  strange  selection  which  you  have  niade 
for  a  home  V 

*  Home  1*  said  the  other  ;  *  home  !  My  home  is  there  P  pointing 
down  into  the  deep  abyss  of  waters  which  foamed  beneath  us ;  •  for 
no  moital  shall  hereafter  tread  upon  my  grave,  nor  shall  any  monu- 
ment stand  up  to  say,  *  This  man  once  lived  upon  the  earth  !*  But 
you  shall  be  satisfied.  Sit  we  down  upon  these  rough  stones  ;  turn 
your  face  away  from  mine,  and  most  briefly  will  I  sketch  my  life.* 

I  did  as  directed  ;  and  my  kilisman  began  : 

*  You  doubtless  have  heard,'  said  he,  *  how  Wilfred  St.  Leeer,  my 
father,  in  company  with  Julian  Moncrieff  of  Glencoe,  made  dheir 
way  to  Paris  with  the  fair  Isabella  Seward,  a  rich  heiress,  afid  a 
ward  of  the  Earl  of  Venachoir ;  how  Wilfred  St.  Leger  wedded 
the  young  girl,  and  how  they  lived  happily  together ;  how  in  some 
three  years  the  lovely  lady  grew  pale,  saddened  and  diedy  leaving 
one  child,  a  boy — myself.  I  have  no  recollection  of  my  modier; 
sometimes  I  fancy  I  can  bring  to  mind  her  sweet  pale  face,  as  she 
pressed  me  closely  to  her  bosom,  and  weeping  commended  her  in- 
fant to  God.  It  was  a  sin  to  leave  a  guaniian's  roof  and  elope  as 
she  did ;  but  how  sorely  was  she  punished,  and  how  surely !  Thoaik 
Gadf  she  died  /     Ay,  died,  instead  of  carrying  the  crushing  weight 
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of  a  broken  heart  and  an  agonized  spirit  through  a  long  life-time. 
My  father  was  always  a  slave  to  the  gayeties  of  Paris.  From 
my  boyhood,  on  the  contrary,  I  detested  them.  I  longed  to  get 
upon  English  aground.  I  determined  never  to  adopt  any  other 
country  for  my  own.  At  the  age  of  ten,  my  father,  more  to  avoid 
the  restraint  which  a  young  boy's  observation  would  naturally  bring 
upon  a  parent  desirous  of  casting  it  off,  sent  me  to  England  to  his 
brother,  Hugh  St.  Leger,  your  grandfather,  having  previously  got 
the  consent  of  my  uncle  that  he  would  take  charge  of  me.  I  spent 
in  England  the  only  happy  days  of  my  life.  Your  noble  father  was 
about  my  own  age,  and  we  rode,  we  hunted,  we  read  and  we  stu- 
died together.  How  I  loved  him  then  !  and  if  my  heart  was  not 
stone,  how  I  should  love  him  now  !  For  seven  long,  (to  children 
years  are  long,)  happy,  happy  years  was  England  my  home.  Of 
that  time,  three  years  were  spent  at  Eton,  and  one  year  at  Oxford. 
Previously  to  that  we  were  attended  by  private  masters  at  Bertold 
Castle.  Through  the  whole  time  your  father  was  my  constant 
playmate  and  companion  ;  and  never  was  there  any  serious  differ- 
ence between  us.  I  now  considered  myself  permanently  located  in 
England.  From  my  father  I  heard  three  or  four  times  a  year ;  his 
letters  generally  contained  some  half-dozen  lines  expressing  his  ap- 
probation of  the  course  I  was  pursuing  under  my  uncle's  direction, 
with  Bome  common-place  remark  about '  duty,'  and  the  like.  Never- 
theless, his  remittances  were  always  punctually  made,  and  I  soon 
came  to  regard  one  epistle  as  the  fac  simile  of  the  other,  the  date 
heing  altered. 

'  I  had  been  at  Oxford  a  year.  I  was  ambitious  as  a  student, 
without  being  a  book-worm,  and  I  began  to  feel  that  I  had  that 
about  me  which  would  lead  to  an  honorable  distinction  among  my 
fellows.  My  habits  were  good,  and  much  did  I  owe  to  your  father's 
influence  that  they  were  so.  Still,  there  was  that  about  me  of  which  . 
I  trembled  thoughtfully  to  consider.  There  was  a  latent  desire  to 
know  and  to  experience  the  pleasures  of  life,  and  to  taste  its  follies. 
The  Untried  was  constantly  before  me  with  its  temptations,  but  I 
resisted  them  all ;  yet  I  felt  how  necessary  it  was  for  me  to  keep 
as  far  as  possible  beyond  their  reach.  Just  then — mark  me,  for 
the  Devil's  hand  was  in  it !  — just  then,  I  received  a  letter  from  my 
father,  written  in  great  haste,  commanding  me  to  come  immediately 
to  Paris.  I  cannot  describe  my  feelings  at  this  unexpected  announce-  . 
ment.  For  a  time  I  was  completely  beside  myself.  I  raved  and 
■wore,  and  cursed  my  destiny ;  nay,  I  fear  I  cursed  my  parent !  At 
Isngth  I  became  calm.  I  sat  down  and  wrote  him  a  long  letter, 
stating  my  situation,  what  I  had  accomplished,  what  I  hoped  to  ac- 
complish ;  and  concluded  by  begging  him  to  allow  me  to  remain 
where  I  was.  I  received  in  return  a  short,  decisive  note,  stating 
that  none  but  the  most  urgent  reasons  had  influenced  his  decision  ; 
that  it  was  unalterable,  and  that  he  was  already  suffering  through 
my  delay.  I  lefl  Oxford  at  once  for  Bertold  Castle,  and  asked  my 
uncle's  advice.  His  view  of  the  relation  of  parent  and  child  was 
severe.    He  said  that  he  regretted  my  father's  decision,  but  advised 
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me  to  bow  to  it ;  and  that  it  might  be  in  my  power  speedily  to  re- 
turn. Much  more  he  said,  which  I  need  not  repeat ;  but  the  con- 
clusion was,  that  I  was  persuaded. 

*  The  next  day  I  left  for  Paris.  Arrived  there,  I  drove  to  my 
father's  hotel  in  Rv>e  Montmartre,  and  found  it  closed.  A  sick- 
ening apprehension  came  over  me  as  I  leaned  against  the  ponder- 
ous gate  which  commanded  the  entrance  to  the  court-yard.  Not 
even  the  portier,  who  almost  always  remains  a  fixture  on  the  pre- 
mises, was  in  his  accustomed  place  to  answer  questions,  and  the 
door  to  the  canciergerie  was  shut  and  fastened.  I  knew  not  what  to 
do  in  such  a  dilemma.  My  mind  was  sorely  perplexed ;  and  as  I 
looked  up  at  the  high  walls  of  the  gloomy  building,  rendered  ten- 
fold more  gloomy  by  being  tenantless,  I  felt  that  I  was  indeed  '  a 
stranger  in  a  strange  land. 

*  I  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  drive  to  some  proper  place  for  lodg- 
ings, and  find  my  father  as  I  best  might.  As  I  was  about  giving  the 
necessary  directions,  an  old  fellow  with  a  patch  on  his  eye  hobbled 
up  to  me  as  if  to  ask  charity,  and  prayed  me  for  the  love  of  GrOD 
to  read  a  dirty  paper  which  he  thrust  in  spite  of  me  into  my  hands. 
I  opened  it  and  read  as  follows  : 

^  *  This  evening,  at  eight  o'clock,  Rue  Copeau,  No.  4,  uncuxompanied. 

W.  St.  L.' 

*  *  There  is  a  franc  for  you,  my  poor  fellow,'  said  I,  handing  back 
the  paper ;  and  without  waiting  to  hear  a  reply,  I  drove  to  Rue 
Vivienne  to  find  lodgings.  Surmises  being  useless,  I  waited  pa- 
tiently until  after  seven,  when  I  set  out  on  foot,  to  elude  observa- 
tion, for  Rue  Copeau.  This  wels  a  short  street  far  away  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Seine,  leading  into  the  G-arden  of  Plants.  I 
passed  slowly  into  Rue  St.  Honor^,  and  followed  it  through  its 
whole  extent  into  Rue  St.  Denis ;  down  that  to  the  Seine,  thence 
along  the  Quai  till  I  reached  the  Isle  St.  Louis,  where  I  crossed ; 
thence  along  the  Quai  again  to  Rue  de  Seine,  and  up  that  to  Rue 
Copeau.  Do  you  wonder  at  the  minuteness  of  this  detail  ?  I  tell 
you  that  every  step 'of  that  walk  is  as  fresh  to  me  now  as  on  the 
day  it  was  taken.     I  remember  the  faces  of  thousands  who  passed 

•  me ;  I  see  them  now — now  before  me.  There  was  a  little  old 
man  with  a  long  cue  extending  half-way  down  his  back,  whom  I 

.  thoughtlessly  jostled  as  I  passed,  and  who  at  once  turned  and  beg- 
ged my  pardon.  There  were  pretty  grisettes,  who  stared  at  me 
with  naive  wonder  as  I  pushed  unheedingly  on ;  there  were  old 
women  on  the  Quai ;  there  were  soldiers  about  the  gai^dens ; 
there,  there  are  they  all !  —  and  hark !  just  as  I  reached  the  ap- 
pointed number  in  the  appointed  street,  the  chimes  from  the  nun- 
nery of  the  *  Sisters  of  Universal  Concord,'  situated  just  in  the  rear, 
pealed  merrily  forth  the  hour  of  eight.' 

Here  my  relative  paused  for  some  minutes.  I  turned  partly 
round,  alarmed  at  his  silence.  Large  drops  of  sweat  were  standing 
on  his  forehead,  and  his  whole  appearance  was  that  of  one  in  mor- 
tal agony.     Shortly,  however,  he  resumed. 
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My  path  winds  up  the  steep  hilLsidei 

Fanned  by  the  morning  bree^, 
That  dimples  with  smiles  the  leafy  pride 

Of  the  huge  o'er-shadowing  trees : 
All  fringed  with  light,  the  fleecy  clouds 

Brood  o'er  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  the  softened  hum  of  busy  crowds 

Comes  up  from  the  vale  below  ; 
Where  a  village  rests  in  the  warm  embrace 

Of  hills  that  gird  it  round, 
Rejoicing  in  Nature's  loveliness, 

And  with  Nature's  riches  crowned ! 

Hark !  't  is  the  steam-pipe's  whistle  shrill  I 

It  sounds  through  yonder  glen, 
And  the  startled  echoes  from  the  hill 

Repeat  the  sound  again ; 
And  now  through  the  tunnel's  dariLoned  gorgt 

The  rattling  car  has  fled, 
With  a  sullen  roar,  as  of  Vulcan's  forge 

Under  i£tna's  heaving  bed ! 
Swift  !  for  the  iron  horse  is  strong, 

And  proud  of  his  strength  is  he ; 
But  the  shaded  walk  and  the  robin's  song 

By  the  violet-bank  for  me  ! 

True,  't  is  exulting  thus  to  be 

Sped  like  an  arrow  forth, 
To  *  take  the  wmgs  of  the  mom'  and  flee 

To  the  uttermost  parts  of  earth ! 
Is  it  in  fear  the  high  hills  quake 

As  the  fiery  train  sweeps  by  ? 
Methmks  the  mountains  wildly  shake 

Their  tresses  in  the  sky ! 
The  firmament  seems  to  writhe  in  dread 

Above  the  iron  way. 
And  the  brave  old  trees  from  the  burning  steed 

In  terror  flee  away ! 

'T  is  gone !  —  the  smoky  trail  alone 

Creeps  through  the  spreading  trees ; 
Again  I  hear  the  soothing  drone 

Of  insects  on  the  breeie  ; 
There 's  not  a  voice  but  seems  to  bless 

And  cheer  me  as  I  go, 
My  thoughts  are  full  of  pleasantness. 

Calm  as  deep  rivers'  flow. 
And  thus  with  Nature's  joy  around. 

Led  by  the  rising  sun, 
With  Hope's  exultwg  banner  crownedi 

My  journey 's  well  begun. 
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NED      BUNTLINE'S      LIFE-YARN. 


KOMBSR     rOCR. 


ay: 


*  Beautiful  !  how  bei^utiftil !'  was  balf-inyoluntarily  murmured  by 
every  body  on  the  next  morning,  as  each  eager  eye  glanced  tbrgugn 
the  misty  veil  of  early  dawn,  upon  the  lofty  blufis  which  arose  on 
either  side  of  the  harbor's  mouth.  Like  the  bold  outline  of  an  un- 
finished picture,  sketched  by  a  master  hand,  the  ridged  land  lay  in 
wild  relief  against  the  blue  sky  beyond ;  and  down  under  its  shadow 
lay  little  islands,  scattered  here  and  there,  their  palmy  foliage 
waving  in  the  morning  breeze,  looking  like  signals  of  welcome  to 
the  toil-worn  and  ocean-tossed.  A  sailor  can  but  faintly  qonceive 
how  sweetly  looked  that  land  to  the  sea-weary  ones  on  board  the 
schooner.  To  a  seaman  even,  there  is  at  times  music  in  the  cheery 
cry  of  *  Land  ho  !*  and  to  him  the  land  sometimes  seems  like  a  rest- 
ing-place ;  yet  so  accustomed  does  he  become  to  his  billowy  home, 
that  ever  with  a  sad  sigh  he  leaves,  with  a  glad  smile  he  returns  to, 
its  restless  bosom. 

With  an  old  navigator  there  was  no  need  for  the  services  of  a 
pilot  in  entering  the  harbor  of  Rio,  so  bold  are  its  shores  and  bo 
deep  its  channels  ;  therefore,  as  soon  as  daylight  opened  every  thing 
to  view,  all  sail  was  made  on  the  schooner,  and  with  the  star-span- 
gled robe  of  liberty  floating  from  the  peak,  she  glided  in  toward  the 
town,  before  a  light  zephyr-breath  from  sea-ward.  Soon  the  heavy 
sea-swell  gave  place  to  the  smoother  surface  of  the  harbor,  and  the 

Mary  C bore  on  more  swiftly  than  before,  passing  close  under 

the  shade  of  the  tall  *  Sugar-Loaf,'  between  it  and  the  island-fort, 
gliding  smoothly  past  the  frowning  batteries  of  Santa-Cruz ;  on,  until 
the  whole  of  that  beautiful  bay,  its  islands,  cones  and  inlets  opened 
like  a  fairy  scene  before  her.  Magnificent  indeed  is  the  view  which 
the  eye  embraces  on  a  first  entrance  into  Rio  Janeiro.  In  the  far 
back-ground,  like  the  rising  clouds  of  a  distant  storm,  appear  Ipfly, 
in-egular  mountains  ;  then  nearer,  all  that  gentler  variety  of  hill  and 
dale,  cot  and  village,  which  a  lover  of  rural  scenery  could  wish  for; 
and  here  and  there,  imbedded  in  green  and  lofty  foliage,  were  beau- 
tiful country-seats ;  some  resting  close  upon  the  margin  of  the  bay, 
others  back  upon  the  wooded  knolls.  Oblong  in  its  shape,  very  ex- 
tensive, dotted  plentifully  with  islands,  covered  with  rich  and  flowery 
vegetation,  and  fringed  with  well-cultivated  gardens,  the  harbor  of 
Rio  exhibits  every  charm  which  may  link  land  and  sea  together. 

As  soon  as  the  schooner  passed  the  castle  Santa-Cruz,  a  large 
barge  rowed  toward  her,  having  a  yellow  flag  flying  over  her  stem- 
sheets.     As  the  boat  came  near,  the  Mary  C was  hove  to,  and 

in  a  moment  more  the  port-physician  was  pacing  her  deck  with  all  the 
pomposity  of  medicinal  authority,  with  the  dreadful  power  of  qua- 
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rantine  confinement  in  his  possession.  But  fortunately  she  had  left 
Philadelphia  with  a  *  clean  bill  of  health,'  and  we  were  excused  from 
the  lazaretto  and  its  many  disagreeabilities ;  and  the  health-officer 
with  his  sickly-looking  crew  of  bargemen  left  her  to  proceed  up  to 
the  anchorage.  As  we  rounded-to  before  the  city,  lowered  away 
and  brailed  up  our  sails  ready  for  furling  and  dropped  our  anchor, 
the  custom-house  boat  boarded  us,  while  a  perfect  fieet  of  little  boats, 
which  dare  not  come  alongside  until  the  revenue  search  had  been 
made,  lingered  around  in  every  direction.  Our  papers  having  been 
examined,  and  two  revenue  guards  left,  to  prevent  any  contraband 
mischief,  the  passengers'  passports  Were  countersigned  and  all  inter- 
diction between  us  and  shore-going  was  removed.  Then  came  the 
crowd  of  shore-boats  with  their  motley  gangs  :  merchants,  clerks, 
hotel-keepers,  fruit-venders,  provision  men,  Jews  and  washer-wo- 
men, all  in  a  huddle,  each  speaking  of  his  or  her  particular  business 
in  some  half-dozen  different  keys  and  tongues,  giving  us  an  infantine 
idea  of  Babel  before  the  strange  tongue-machinery  had  got  fairly 
under  head-way.  • 

The  consignees  having  come  on  board  with  our  permit,  we  hauled 
in  to  the  shore  to  discharge  cargo  and  to  give  our  passengers  a 
chance  to  get  on  shore  conveniently ;  an,  opportunity  at  once  taken 
advantage  of  by  Mr.,  Mrs.  and  the  little  Marleys,  who  hated  our  craft 
worse  than  his  Satanic  Majesty  dislikes  the  portals  of  Paradise.  In 
fact,  Mr.  Marley  had  smiled  but  twice  since  we  had  sailed ;  once 
when  he  had  a  prospect  of  getting  a  good  dinner  of  fresh  meats, 
from  a  boat  when  we  were  off  the  coast  of  Brava ;  the  second  time 
when  his  blue  eyes  had  made  out  the  land  ahead  on  that  morning. 
He  and  his  family  left  without  much  ceremony,  unregretting  and 
imregretted.  "But  as  the  *  stranger'  came  up  from  the  cabin,  pre- 
paratory to  leaving,  a  stir  was  seen  among  the  crew,  each  striving 
to  have  the  honor  of  carrying  his  luggage  on  shore  ;  for  his  kindness 
to  poor  Bill  Hanson  when  sifck  had  brought  up  the  true  sailor's 
gratitude  from  their  heart-lockers.  Bill,  still  pale  and  wan«  stood 
by  the  companion-way,  twisting  his  tarpaulin  about  in  his  left  hand, 
and  pulling  his  recollection-curl  with  the  other,  trying  to  express 
himself  as  he  felt : 

*  We  all  wish  your  honor  was  a-goin'  back  vnth  us,  Sir,'  said  Bill ; 
*for  we  do  n't  like  to  leave  a  real  true-grit  American,  who  has  come 
to  be  like  a  ship-mate  in  this  'ere  short  v'yage  with  us,  in  this  out- 
landish country,  among  a  lot  of  cowardly  Diegos  that  would  stick  a 
knife  into  a  white  man  for  a  doubloon,  and  kill  a  half-a-dozen  nig- 
gers in  the  bargain.  If  your  honor  will  only  make  up  your  mind  to 
go  back  with  us,  we  '11  be  right  joyous,  and  it  sha'n't  cost  your 
honor  a  red  cent !' 

Here  Bill  paused  in  his  speech,  and  looked  around  among  his 
messmates  to  see  if  he  had  spoken  rightly,  and  their  looks  earnestly 
asked  the  stranger  not  to  leave  them,  but  to  seek  again  the  land  of 
his  nativity. 

*  No,  my  good  lads,  it  cannot  be ;  I  thank  you  for  your  kind  and 
honest  offer,  but  I  have  left  the  land  of  my  birth  forever  !' 
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He  did  not  wait  to  hear  their  renewed  solicitations,  but  with  a 
painful  effort  turned  away  and  passed  on.  He  was  soon  followed 
by  Mr.  Amadinna  and  his  daughter.  Mr.  Amadinna  hoped  and  ex- 
pected to  finish  his  business  in  time  to  go  home  in  the  schooner  on 
her  return  trip. 

When  night  came  its  shadow  brought  joy  to  the  heart  of  Nbd, 
for  with  it  came  that  cessation  from  the  labor  of  discharging  cargo 
which  would  enable  him  to  glance  over  the  city.  He  rigged  him- 
self in  his  *  shore-going  togs'  after  supper,  and  under  the  convoy  of 
the  captain,  started  on  a  land  cruise.  First,  they  made  their  way  to 
the  Plaza  del  Populo,  in  front  of  the  palace,  where  Ned  was  quite 
enchanted  with  the  music  of  the  military  band  and  the  flashing  black 
eyes  which  glanced  out  from  the  shadow  of  the  silken  mantillas,  like 
stars  through  little  peep-holes  in  a  thunder-cloud.  Throngs  of  gay 
cavaliers,  fair  maidens,  old  men  and  little  children,  were  enjoying 
the  cool  night  air,  the  sofb,  clear  moonlight,  the  dashing,  sparkling 
fountaina  and  sweet  music  on  their  favorite  Pas^o.  But  Ned  deci- 
dedly objected  to  the  walking  dress  of  the  ladies,  a  sort  of  sack 
that  muffled  up  all  the  fair  proportions  of  their  figures,  leaving 
nothing  visible  save  one  eye,  and  their  pretty  tiny  feet  But 't  is 
said  that  Imagination  is  a  better  painter  than  Reality ;  on  this  prin- 
ciple therefore  we  may  picture  (as  tourists  generally  do)  the  Brazil- 
lian  ladies  beautiful  as  the  thrice  angelic  Houris  of  a  Mussulman's 
paradise. 

In  that  equatorial  clime*  evening  is  a  great  luxury.  It  is  only 
then  that  one  can  walk  with  pleasure  ;  it  is  only  then  that  the  better 
and  fairer  half  of  creation  make  the  air  musical  with  their  merry 
laugh  and  dulcet  tones.  It  is  only  then  that  from  the  dull  castle- 
like houses  and  narrow  streets  life  seems  to  issue  ;  and  as  you  pass 
along,  the  strum  of  the  sweet  guitar,  the  clang  of  the  lively  castanet 
and  the  voice  of  song,  all  speak  of  peace,  joy,  love  and  happiness. 
Late  in  the  evening,  Ned  and  the  captain  returned  on  board,  after 
a  lengthened  tramp  among  the  squares  and  fountains,  and  retired  to 
their  welcome  berths. 

For  the  first  three  or  four  days,  all  hands  were  busy  in  discharg- 
ing the  cargo ;  so  that  Ned  had  but  little  chance  to  look  around 
him,  save  in  the  short  but  delightful  evenings.  He  had  made  no 
new  acquaintances  here,  nor  had  he,  as  is  the  sailor's  privilege,  fallen 
in  love.with  any  new  beauty.     A  fair  poet  of  our  own  clime  sings  : 

'  Thet  sav  it  is  a  sailor'^  boast 

That,  fickle  as  a  child. 
He  lights  Love's  torch  on  every  coast 

Along  the  waters  wild : 
With  hopes  and  fears  he  maketh  sport, 

Of  vows  an  idle  jest; 
He  hath  a  sweetheart  in  each  port, 

North,  South  and  East  and  West* 

But  we  think  the  lady  rather  too  severe  and  a  little  unjust  in  this 
general  charge ;  although  it  is  but  natural  that  he  who  in  his  life  of 
toil  and  peril  is  deprived  of  her  society  nearly  all  of  his  time,  should 

*  Altiiouoh  Rio  is  but  a  little  farther  from  the  e<fu«tor  than  the  aoatbArn  portioa  of  Florida,  Um 
warnrth  6f  ike  eliinate  is  much  greater  in  the  former  place. 
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be  more  attentive  to,  and  the  better  appreciate,  dear  Woman  tbaH 
the  tame  landsman,  who  being  ever  near  her,  gazes  upon  her  as  a 
common  sight,  and  cares  for  her  not  as  a  seldom-to-be-isieen  blessing, 
but  as  an  earthly  convenience,  made  to  assist  the  'lords  of  crea- 
tion' in  the  laborious  vocations  of  their  daily  life.  Fickle  as  they 
are  said  to  be,  show  me  any  men  in  the  world  who  place  a  higher 
estimate  upon  '  Gt>D's  last  best  gift'  than  sailors  ao  ;  show  me 
one  isolated  case,  one  instance,  where  a  true  thorough-bred  seaman 
has  abused  the  trust  of  the  weaker  sex,  and  I  shall  see  a  sight  never 
as  yet  to  me  unveiled. 

Pardon  me,  reader,  if  in  defence  of  my  slandered  brethren  I 
•  yaw  from  the  course'  of  my  yam.     I  '11  return  to  it. 

Each  day  the  '  Stranger'  came  down  to  look  at  the  schooner,  and 
every  time,  as  he  gazed  upward  at  the  *  meteor-flag'  that  waved 
from  her  mast-head,  his  eye  looked  brighter,  even  as  with  the  mois- 
ture of  the  dew  of  death ;  and  his  cheek  more  pale,  his  step  less 
Arm,  spoke  of  that  within  which  was  like  to  the  worm  nested  in  a 
fiuil  flower's  centre,  eating  its  life  away.  He  seemed  to  love  to  see 
his  countrymen,  yet  avoided  much  converse  with  them.  Once  or 
twice  had  the  captain  and  Ned  in  their  evening  walks  met  him  with 
Jane  Amadinna  and  her  father,  enjoying  the  promenade  of  the 
Plaza,  but  each  time  a  change  in  his  appearance  was  apparent. 
Mr.  Marley  too  they  had  met,  with  his  weightier  half  and  group  df 
duplicates ;  but  now  that  his  foot  was  once  more  on  terra-nrma,  he 
did  not  condescend  to  notice  the  '  Yankees,'  which  neglect  was 
borne  by  them  with  singular  fortitude  and  composure. 

At  last  th^  cargo  was  out,  and  then  one  day's  *  liberty'  was  al- 
lowed to  all  hands.  Each  according  to  his  disposition  availed  him- 
self of  this  chance  for  *  a  spree  ;'  some,  making  a  straight  wake  for 
a  livery-stable,  were  soon  mounted  on  horse-back,  steering  toward 
the  country,  stopping  at  every  Fonda  which  they  came  in  sight  of, 
to  lay  in  a  fresh  supply  of  *  hallast,*  of  which  before  night  many  of 
them  had  an  overplus,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  fact  that  they  very 
often  tumbled  overboard  from  their  strange  crafls,  and  complained 
of  great  difficulty  in  steering  their  *  lubber-riffged'  conveyances. 
The  black  cook  had  fully  realized  the  force  of  the  poet's  idea  of 
being  '  Darkie'  *  beautifully  blue,'  and  many  others  of  the  crew,  if 
not  as  dark  as  he,  were  quite  as  blue.  > 

Ned  and  the  captain  had  the  pleasure  of  a  volant^  trip,  in  com- 
pany with  the  Amadinnas  and  the  '  Stranger,'  to  a  mountain  in  the 
vicinity  called  the  'Parrot's  Head  ;'  so  named  probably  because  it 
looked  less  like  the  head  of  that  bird  than  any  thing  else  in  crea- 
tion. From  this  elevated  spot  they  had  a  beautiful  view  of  the  city, 
the  surrounding  villas,  and  the  rich  plantations;  the  broad  and 
glassy  bay  covered  with  ships  at  anchor,  and  little  white  sails  skim- 
ming here  and  there,  looking  like  young  swans  sporting  in  a  lake  of 
liquid  silver ;  and  in  the  dim  north-eastern  distance,  the  peak  of 
the  *  Organ'  range  arose  like  hoary  monuments  of  the  world's  birth- 
day against  the  sky.  Down  below,  along  the  sunny  hill-sides  and 
beside  rushing  streams  in  the  valleys,  the  peasantry  were  at  their 
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labors  among  the  fruits  and  flowers.  Oh  !  in  such  a  scene,  cot^d  any 
one  live  and  not  be  happy  1  Ask  the  pale  laborer  there ;  ask  the 
gaunt,  attenuate  slave  if  he  is  happy  1  Where  is  the  bright,  free 
eye  ;  the  clear,  joyous  carol ;  the  Arm,  steady  step,  and  the  upright 
form  that  speaks  the  freeman  1     Oh !  it  is  not  here  !     . 

The  scene  below  and  around  them  was  indeed  glorious.  Had 
man  done  but  half  his  duty  there  ;  had  he  done  but  half  as  much 
for  himself  as  God  has  done  for  that  glorious  country,  there  would 
be  no  spot  on  earth  which  could  vie  with  it.  The  *  Stranger's'  wan 
face  brightened  with  the  sun  of  enthusiasm  as  he  gazed  forth,  and 
turning  to  the  lady,  said  : 

*  This  land  is  much  fairer  than  that  which  we  have  left.' 

*  Yes,  Sir,  it  is  fairer,  yet  here  we  cannot  feel  as  we  have  felt  at 
home.  Our  land  hath  winter  snows,  chilling  storms  and  barren 
spots,  but  Liberty  is  there  ;  we  there  Krefree,  Here,  bright  though 
nature  be,  fairy  as  are  all  the  scenes,  the  cloud  of  cold  tyranny 
blasts  all  happiness,  darkens  and  destroys  all  soulful  enjovment, 
leaving  nothing  to  sate  the  weary  life-w,anderer  save  a  few  fleeting 
sensual  pleasures.  No  man  here  dare  say  that  he  is  free  !  No  one 
can  go  to  his  rest  at  night  with  a  calm  security  that  before  morning 
flashing  steel,  lurid  flames  and  hireling  soldiery  will  not  awaken 
him.  Give  me  a  desert  if  liberty  is  there,  rather  than  a  paradise 
where  tyranny  reigns !  Let  me  hear  the  sound  of  the  bleak  winds 
of  winter  in  my  own  land,  rather  than  the  ^olian  breathings  of 
these  flower-scented  zephyrs,  which  bring  the  clank  of  chains  and 
the  groans  of  the  oppressed  to  my  ear !' 

*  And  yet  to  such  a  land,  lady,  have  I  come  to  die  P  said  the 
Stranger,  • 

*  Oh,  no!  you  must  not  stay  here  to  die  !  Here,  where  you  have 
no  friends ;  where  they  will  not  let  your  Protestant  corse  lie  in  the 
burial-place  of  christians.*  You  must  return ;  and  if  you  die,  die 
where  friends  may  soflen  your  pathway  to  the  tomb  by  acts  of  kind- 
ness and  love  \  die  where  religion  may  breathe  hope  to  your  de- 
parting soul;  die  where  your  remains  may  be  sepulchred  with 
respect.  It  were  far  better  to  die  out  upon  the  stormy  ocean  than 
here  in  this  land,  where  the  sun  shineth  yet  V^atmeth  not  the  hearts 
of  men;  where  houses  are  erected  to  worship  God  in,  and  yet 
where  those  who  believe  in  a  blessed  Saviour  cannot  have  chriBtum 
burial,  because  they  differ  in  sectarian  points  from  those  who  pro- 
fess the  same  holy  Jesus.' 

'  You  see.  Sir,  it 's  no  use  to  try  to  stay  here,'  said  the  captain 
playfully  to  the  *  Stranger;'  'you  have  your  orders  to  return  with 
us,  and  it  would  be  very  ungallant  in  you  to  disobey  orders  from  a 
source  so  fair  and  good.' 

*  It  would  give  me  pleasure  to  obey  those  orders,  captain ;  but  I 

*  Retuxncs  is  her«  made  to  the  cuatom  in  Catholic  countries  of  not  permitting  Proteatants  to  be 
buried  iniconsecrated  ground.  Of  this  the  poet  Youno  complains  in  his  *  Narcissa,'  alluding  to  hia 
daughter,  whom  he  buried  secretly  at  night  in  a  garden : 

'  WBIZ.B  Kature  xn«lt«d,  Sapantitlon  ravad  ; 
T%aA  moum«4  the  dead,  and  lAi*  denied  a  grare  V 
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fear  my  sailing-orders  for  man's  last  port  are  too  nearly  made  out 
for  me  ever  to  hope  to  look  again  upon  my  native  land ;  and  yet  I 
shall  be  very  lonely  here  after  your  vessel  sails.  I  shall  then  feel 
that  mjjriends  are  gone,  and  the  last  link  that  chains  me  to  earth 
will  be  broken.' 

*  Oh  !  nonsense,  my  young  friend !  never  give  up  to  the  blues ! 
Your  *re  worth  a  dozen  dead  men  yet.  A  sweet  calm  always  comes 
after  a  storm,  and  the  sun  shines  a  great  deal  brighter  after  it  has 
had  its  face  washed  by  a  cloud.* 

Night  was  coming  on  with  rapid  shade,  and  they  descended  to 
the  town. 

OBAPTVB    txntb. 

Nearly  three  weeks  had  elapsed  after  the  arrival  of  the  Mary 
C before  her  *  clearance'  was  made  out  from  the  Rio  custom- 
house. But  the  day  came  ;  her  last  bag  of  coffee  had  been  stowed 
in  the  hold,  her  provisions  and  water  re-supplied,  and  the  fruit-net- 
ting over  the  stem  amply  filled  with  the  products  of  that  luscious 
land. 

It  was  a  brilliant  Sabbath*  morning  when  the  seamen  ran  aloft  to 
loose  the  schooner's  sails,  and  on  the  quartern-deck  stood  Jane  Am- 
adinna  and  her  father;  but  the  'Stranger'  was  not  there.  Our 
captain,  with  trumpet  in  hand,  had  just  given  the  order  to  'Let 
fall !  sheet  home !  hoist  away !  stand  by  to  clear  away  the  shore- 
fasts  !'  when  his  quick  eye  glanced  up  the  *  Calle  del  Rey,'  a  street 
leading  up  from  the  water,  and  he  shouted  : 

'  Hold  on  a  bit,  my  boys  !  avast  sheeting  home  !  By  old  Nep. ! 
there  comes  our  friend,  yet !  I  'm  devilish  glad  he  's  made  up  nis 
mind  to  go  back ;  I  do  believe  he  tootdd  have  died  in  this  outlandish 
hole.' 

In  fact,  the  *  Stranger'  was  hastily  approaching  the  vessel,  with 
his  luggage  following  him.  Stepping  on  board,  he  bowed  to  Jane 
and  her  father,  and  faintly  smiling,  said  : 

*  You  see,  even  at  the  eleventh  hour,  I  have  taken  your  advice, 
fair  lady.  I  could  not  bear  to  be  alone  among  so  many  people,  and 
IJelt  alone  when  you  and  your  good  father  left  me  ;  and — I  am 

•here!' 

*  Now  our  party  is  complete,'  said  she,  joyfully,  '  and  I  can  leave 
this  land  without  one  regretful  sigh,  without  one  sad  thought.' 

If  looks  could  speak,  both  captain  and  crew  were  delighted  that 
he  had  returned ;  and  now,  all  being  ready,  sail  waft  made,  the  lines 
let  go,  and  out  shot  the  beautiful  craft,  moving  along  the  silvery  bay 
like  a  single  snowy  cloud  athwart  a  summer  sky.  Again  her  keen 
prow  threw  up  foam-flakes  beneath  the  shade  of  the  frowning 
'Sugar-Loaf;'  soon  once  more  she  rose  and  fell  upon  the  heaving 
waves  of  old  ocean,  softly,  gently  as  an  infant  upon  its  mother's 
heaving  bosom. 

*  Sailobs  have  not  Many  Rtipenititioni,  yet  tbey  always  regard  itarting  oo  a  Sunday  as  a  propi« 
tioos  time,  and  sailing^  oo  a  Friday  as  an  unlucky  day. 
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Seamen  and  landsmen  were  glad,  for  were  they  not  homeward- 
bound?  Homeward-bound/  Oh!  how  the  heart  leaps  at  that 
sound !  —  the  heart  that  for  weary  years  has  been  absent  from  those 
it  hath  loved  and  still  loves !  The  pictures  that  are  painted,  the 
joys  that  are  anticipated  ;  the  hopes  that  arise  to  brighten,  the  fears 
that  come  to  darken,  the  future — all,  all  these  can  be  felt,  but  they 
cannot  be  expressed ! 


STANZAS        TO        MY        SISTER 


God  bless  thee,  dearest !  on  thy  brow 

Earth  has  no  shadow  cast ; 
The  future  is  all  bright  to  thee. 

No  cloud  rests  o*er  the  past 
Liffht  is  thy  step  and  bright  thine  eye. 

Where  mirth  and  gla£iess  beam ; 
Thy  every  look  is  joyousness, 

Where  peace  and  radiance  gleam. 

Oft  do  I  tremble  as  I  gaze. 

For  fear  thou  'It  pass  away. 
Like  all  the  bright  and  fairy  things 

Of  earth  that  cross  my  way  ; 
For  fear  thou  art  some  vision  fair, 

A  spirit  from  the  land. 
The  *  better  land,'  oi  Hope  and  Love, 

Strayed  on  Time's  barren  sand. 

To  light  this  dark  and  chilling  world 

For  but  a  fleeting  day, 
And  then  as  wane  the  stars  at  mom 

Fade  from  my  sight  away ; 
As  the  sweet  bird  is  to  the  wood 

Where  oft  the  wild  winds  moan. 
Art  thou  unto  my  spirit  here. 

My  bright,  my  joyous  one  I 

Thou  knowest  nought  of  earthly  care, 

Of  sorrow's  bitter  tears  ; 
How  burning  love  and  freezmg  hate 

And  fervent  hope  and  trembling  fears 
Are  mingled  in  the  cup  of  life 

With  many  a  bitter  wo : 
How  often  preys  the  secret  grief 

The  world  will  never  know. 

Oh !  I  would  kneel  and  ask  my  God 

That  I  might  always  bear 
Whatever  in  thy  lot  shall  be 

Of  grief  or  pain  or  care  ; 
That  as  some  glad  and  placid  stream 

Sweeps  to  its  parent  sea. 
So  may  thy  peaceftil  days  e'er  flow 

On  to  eternity ! 

Sk§Uer  UUmd. 


The  soul  is  like  the  viewless  harp 

Where  the  wmds  love  to  play. 
That  vilHtttes  to  the  softest  breath 

That  passes  on  its  way ; 
Beneath  the  dark  and  threat'ning  storm 

The  spirit's  chords  are  bent. 
And  the  frail  and  wildly-thrilling  strings 

Are  by  the  tempest  rent 

I  would  not  have  thee  Uve  to  bow 

Beneath  earth's  stormy  clime  ; 
I  would  not  have  thy  spirit  touched 

By  the  dark  hues  of  time. 
The  forest-bird  forsakes  its  wood 

When  first  the  winter  lowers. 
And  seeks  a  fairer,  brighter  home 

In  the  sweet  southem  boweo. 

So  like  that  bird,  if  e'er  thy  sky 

Presage  a  wint'ry  night, 
I  'd  have  thee  flee  from  earth  awaj 

To  realms  of  fadeless  light ; 
I  'd  have  thee  pass  as  fade  the  stan 

Before  the  dawning  day, 
Or  as  the  snow  beneath  the  siin 

Unsullied  melts  away. 

But  oh !  it  is  my  fervent  prayer 

That  no  dark  cloud  arise 
To  throw  a  shadow  on  thy  brow»  ^ 

Or  dim  thy  youthful  skies : 
That  when  my  soul  is  called  away 

From  earth,  thou  wilt  be  nigh, 
To  bless  me  with  thy  joyous  smile, 

And  close  my  dying  eye. 

God  bless  thee,  dearest !    Hs  wh^  led* 

Amid  the  desert  land. 
His  wand'ring  sons  by  cloud  and  fire 

Through  Egypt's  bummg  sand ; 
Oh  !  Hs  will  guide  and  guard  thee  heve 

From  every  sin  and  care  ; 
Then  call  thy  spirit  up  to  Him, 

Eternal  love  to  share. 

Mart    GAUoiifrsa. 
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Ths  Pboflb.    By  IL  Michklct.    Translated  by  G.  H.  Smith,  F.  G.  S.    In  one  volume.    New. 
York:  D.  AppLXTON  and  Compant. 

We  siiicerely  wiah  that  one  of  our  {mblishors  would  have  the  grood  taite,  to  say 
nothing  of  honor  and  honesty,  when  a  book  is  republished,  to  grive  some  hint  in  the 
title-page  of  the  source  whence  it  was  derived.  If  our,  republishen  of  other  people's 
books  have  no  sense  of  justice  due  to  the  owners  whose  property  they  appropriate, 
they  shonld  at  least  have  a  sense  of  what  is  due  to  their  own  customers.  We  do  not 
make  this  remark  with  any  particular  reference  to  the  republication  before  as,  for  the 
emtam  of  reprinting  English  woriu  without  any  allusion  to  their  origin  we  know  to  be 
onhrenal  among  our  book-sellers ;  but  we  never  open  an  English  work  published  in 
this  cowitry  without  feeling  a  sense  of  national  degradation  at  the  utter  disregard  of 
homan  rights  manifested  by  our  people  in  refusing  to  allow  to  foreigners  the  privilege 
of  contioUing  their  own  property  on  our  soil.  It  is  true  that  a  majority  of  the  traders 
in  books  are  beginning  to  perceive  that  honesty  is  the  best  policy  in  their  business  as 
well  as  in  all  others,  but  this  was  not  always  the  case  ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the 
opposition  of  a  few  book-sellers,  we  believe  that  congress  would  long  ago  have  passed 
a  bill  for  the  protection  of  foreign  authors.  As  the  matter  now  stands  there  is  no 
law  on  the  subject ;  and  we  believe  that  if  proper  steps  were  taken  a  legal  stop 
migfat  be  put  to  the  Algerine  practices  of  our  book-printers.  The  least  that  could 
be  done  would  be  to  acknowledge,  on  the  part  of  our  pitblishers^  the  original  source 
of  their  borrowed  goods,  by  stating  on  the  title-pages  of  the  books  that  they  Were  re- 
published from  such  and  such  editions. 

M.  M1C11U.ST  in  this  volume  has  chosen  a  theme  worthy  of  a  philosopher ;  but  we 
find,  on  a  closer  examination  of  his  pages,  that  he  has  treated  it  like  a  Frenchman. 
Although  his  work  contains  a  good  deal  of  truth,  expressed  in  his  peculiar  manner, 
it  also  contains  a  vast  amount  of  error,  and  is  consequently  the  reverse  of  a  philo- 
nphlcal  treatise.  But  perhaps  he  aimed  at  nothing  more  than  to  give  an  exposition 
of  the  *  people'  of  France.  If  so,  he  has  doubtless  performed  his  task  well ;  but  he 
appears  to  have  aimed  at  something  higher  than  this,  and  if  so  he  has  failed.  The 
most  interesting  portion  of  the  book  is  the  dedication  to  Edgar  Quinet,  wherein  M. 
MicHBiXT  gives  a  touching  history  of  his  own  life,  which  compels  us  to  love  him  and 
iwerence  him  for  the  hardships  which  he  endured  in  his  youth,  and  the  purity  of  his 
ami,  which  enabled  hun  to  keep  himself  above  the  evils  that  surrounded  him.  The 
bvelineas  of  his  imagination,  the  rapid  elegance  of  his  style  and  his  high  moral  feel- 
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ings,  joined  to  extensive  erudition,  render  him  the  most  readable  of  the  brilliant  his- 
torical writers  by  whom  France  is  distinguished  at  this  time.  But  withal,  he  is  tho- 
roughly French,  and  has  that  shocking,  unmanly,  unchristianlike  and  unphilosq>hieal 
admiration  for  bloody  finery  and  gew-gaws  which  characterizes  his  nation,  and  which 
we  grieve  to  acknowledge  is  fearfully  rife  among  our  own  countrymen  at  this  time. 
He  believes  that  swords  and  bayonets  do  as  much  good  as  sermons  and  books,  and 
has  great  admiration  for  men-killers.  '  Sacred  bayonets  of  France  !'  exclauns  M. 
MicuELET,  *  that  light  which  hovers  over  you,  which  no  eye  can  sustain,  watch  that 
nothing  dims  its  brightness !'  These  sacred  bayonets  happen  to  be  engaged  just  now 
in  letting  out  the  entrails  of  Arabs,  a  people  on  whom  the  *  people'  of  M.  MicnELST 
have  made  war  for  mere  pastime,  and  to  prevent  the  men  who  have  been  trained  to 
blood-shed  from  making  war  on  each  other.  *  Sacred  bayonets  of  France  I'  What 
have  the  colporteurs  of  our  Foreign  Evangelical  Society  been  about,  that  they  have 
not  sent  M.  Michelet  a  copy  of  the  Bible  ?  We  hope  that  Doctor  Baird  or  Doctor 
CuEEVER  will  see  that  this  popular  author  is  kept  no  longer  m  ignorance  that  there 
was  once  a  greater  Teacher  in  this  world,  whose  lessons  yet  remain  among  us,  called 
Jesus  Christ. 


Life  in  Pbairib-Land.    By  Eliza  W.  Farnham.    In  one  volume,  12mo.    pp.  406.    New-York : 
Harfks  and  Brothers. 

The  author  of  this  volume  is  well  known  to  a  large  circle  of  friends,  many  of  them 
among  the  ablest  of  our  public  men,  as  a  lady  of  strong  mind,  and  one  who  ranks 
among  the  best  writers  of  her  sex  in  this  country.  Her  anonymous  coiitributions  to 
the  press  on  prison  discipline  and  kindred  subjects,  and  her  labors  in  the  post  she  now 
occupies,  would,  if  known  to  the  public  as  they  have  been  to  these  friends,  give  her 
a  high  reputation.  Mrs.  Farnham  received  a  thorough  education  in  one  of  our  high- 
est female  seminaries,  since  which  she  has  resided  several  years  at  the  West.  She 
has  not  in  her  work  drawn  much  from  her  imagination,  but  has  chosen  rather  to  pre- 
sent graphic  sketches  of  real  scenes  and  actual  incidents.  She  says  in  her  prefieuse : 
<  The  writing  of  these  sketches  lias  been  to  me  a  labor  of  love.  While  engaged  upon 
them,  I  have  lived  again  in  the  land  of  my  heart  I  have  seen  the  grasses  wave, 
and  felt  the  winds,  and  listened  to  the  birds,  and  watched  the  springing  flowers,  and 
exulted  in  something  of  the  old  sense  of  freedom  which  these  conferred  upon  mo. 
Visions  prophetic  of  the  glory  and  greatness  which  are  to  be  developed  here  have 
dwelt  in  my  mind  and  exalted  it  above  the  narrow  personal  cares  of  life.  It  is  the 
enjoyment  afforded  by  this  kind  of  emancipation  which  so  endears  the  Western 
country  to  those  who  have  resided  in  it.  It  steals  upon  the  heart  like  what  it  is,  the 
very  witchery  of  nature ;  so  that  those  who  are  susceptible  to  it  feel  the  charin  but 
not  the  inconvenience  through  which  it  is  invoked.  Such  persons  delight  in  the  per- 
fection and  beauty  of  the  natural,  and  these  suffice  them.*  As  a  book  of  humor, 
the  volume  will  amuse  ;  as  one  of  true  information,  it  will  instruct ;  possessing  a  dis- 
tinct order  of  literary  merit,  it  will  interest ;  and  in  all  respects  it  will  well  repay 
perusal.  Mrs.  Mary  Clavers*  delightful  works  depicting  the  muHiform  scenes  and 
events  of  forest-life  in  occidental  regions  have  created  quite  a  demand  for  Bketches 
in  a  kindred  vein ;  and  we  are  well  pleased  to  find  that  Mrs.  Farnham  is  so  much  at 
home  in  so  fresh  and  fruitful  a  field.  It  is  one  which  can  scarcely  be  over-cultivated 
by  competent  laborers. 
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Addbxssbs  and  MiacBLXoKCOtTB  WBmNcw:  BT  CHARLEr  B.  Haddock,  D.D^  Professor  of  In- 
tellectual Philosophy  and  Political  Economy  iu  Dartmouth  College,  in  one  volume,  pp.  574. 
Cambridge :  MncALF  and  Company. 

This  volume,  we  are  informed  by  the  author  in  his  preface,  is  published  at  the  re- 
qaeflt  of  a  large  number  of  his  pupils,  to  whom  we  may  add  the  work  is  dedicated. 
It  professes  to  be  *  nothing  more  than  a  memorial  of  an  early  guide  and  companion 
in  study,  who  has  ventured  now  and  then  beyond  the  scene  of  academic  life  to  con- 
tribute his  mite  in  stimulating  enterprise  or  improving  education  in  the  community 
around  him.  '  It  is  now,'  continues  our  author,  *  five-and-twenty  years  since  I  adopted 
the  resolution  never  to  refuse  to  attempt  any  thing  consistent  with  my  professional 
duties  in  the  cause  of  learning  and  religion,  which  I  might  be  invited  to  do.  This 
resolution  I  have  not  at  any  time  regretted,  and  perhaps  I  may  say  I  have  not  essen- 
tially violated  it.  However  this  may  be,  I  have  never  suffered  for  want  of  something 
to  do;  and  the  work  now  offered  to  you  is  mainly  a  selection  from  the  numerous  ad- 
dresses which  I  have  had  occasion  to  deliver  on  a  considerable  variety  of  subjects,  but 
remotely  connected  with  my  principal  studies.  If  it  answer  the  purpose  of  reviving 
pleasant  memories  of  college  days  and  college  friendships  in  my  pupils,  already  con- 
stituting more  than  a  third  part  of  the  whole  number  who  have  gone  out  from  tho 
bosom  of  our  Aim  a -Mater,  I  shall  be  quite  satisfied  without  any  other  mark  of  favor 
for  a  volume  which  seeks  no  higher  or  more  public  regard.' 

We  cordially  welcome  the  volume  of  Professor  Haddock  ;  and  notwithstanding 
the  small  pretensions  it  makes  to  the  notice  of  the  world,  we  shall  be  much  mistaken 
if  it  does  not  command  wide  and  general  attention.  We  believe  a  great  error  pre- 
vails as  to  the  duties  and  responsibilities  of  clergyman,  scientific  men  and  men  of  let- 
ters. By  almost  general  opinion  the  former  are  strictly  confined  to  the  cure  of  souls 
within  the  limits  of  their  respective  parishes,  and  the  latter  employed  in  schooling 
young  men  and  in  writing  books,  treatises  and  essays,  or  in  superintending  their  pub- 
lication for  what  is  called  <  the  reading  community.'  No  one  thinks  that  these  same 
clergymen,  scientific  men,  literary  men,  have  any  interest  in,  or  care  a  groat  about 
the  pratique  of  this  vain  world.  What  io  them  are  internal  improvements,  national 
rights,  01  for  that  matter,  private  rights  ?  What  have  they  to  do  with  the  duties  of  a 
good  citizen  ?  What  have  they  to  do  with  the -.Gog  and  Magog  of  this  world  ?  And  if 
at  some  unlucky  moment  one  of  their  number,  who  cannot  exactly  understand  why 
he  shonld  be  disfranchised  and  every  right  of  manhood  virtually  taken  from  him, 
riiould  venture  to  meddle  with  sublunary  affairs,  or  make  any  suggestion  as  to  their 
administration,  the  cry  is  raised  of  *  priestcraft,'  *  all  theory,  no  practice,'  *  visionary 
men,'  *  moon-struck,'  and  so  on.  Now  we  must  confess  that  we  cannot  understand 
what  should  prevent  a  clergjrman  from  being  a  good  citizen  and  a  patriot  beside ;  and 
withal,  from  expressing  his  views  with  freedom  on  subjects  touching  the  common  weal. 
Again,  we  are  rash  enough  to  suggest  that  scientific  and  literary  men,  if  only  allowed 
an  opportunity,  can  exert  a  very  great  and  a  very  good  influence  in  the  world.  For 
ill  practif^e  being  referable  to  theory,  it  certainly  ought  to  follow  that  they  who  tho- 
nogfalyiifiderstand  the  latter  may  become  best  versed  in  the  former.  It  is  because 
they  are  not  allowed  this  privilege  that  they  do  not  make  good  our  assertion. 

As  we  have  before  remarked.  Professor  Haddock's  book  contains  a  great  variety  of 
lobjectB,  which  are  treated  after  the  manner  of  one  who  thoroughly  understands  his 
work.    In  one  place  we  find  the  Professor  giving  an  instructive  lesson  upon  the  proper 


72  '  Literary   Notices,  [Jnly, 

standard  of  edacation  for  the  pulpit ;  in  another,  showing  before  a  large  convention  of 
his  own  and  a  neighboring  state  the  great  utility  of  a  proposed  line  of  railway.  Here 
he  descants  most  eloquently  upon  the  duties  of  the  patriot  citizen ;  next  we  find  an 
address  full  of  practical  truth,  delivered  before  the  Vermont  Medical  Society.  Every 
page  in  the  Volume  shows  that  the  writer  has  lived  a  thongfatltd  life,  and  that  one 
great  object  of  it  has  been  how  his  thoughts  might  most  benefit  mankind.  We  think 
he  has  in  himself  happily  illustrated  the  true  connection  between  the  theoretical  and 
the  practical ;  showing  them  to  be  as  inseparable  as  are  the  soul  and  body  in  this  life. 
We  subjoin  as  many  extracts  from  the  volume  as  our  limits  will  permit  Professor 
Haddock*8  style  is  remarkable  for  great  beauty  and  correctness.  His  sentences  are 
all  finished  sentences ;  not  a  verbal  criticism  can  attach  to  one  ;  not  a  mistake  of  any 
kind ;  not  a  grammatical  error.  As  a  model  for  study  and  improvement,  we  com- 
mend his  writings  to  the  student  of  polite  literature.  In  some  few  places,  and  few 
we  acknowledge  them  to  be,  we  think  that  this  perfection  of  style  (so  to  call  it)  has 
been  obtain^  at  the  expense  of  force  of  expression  ;  and  that  an  occasional  adjective 
or  expletive,  while  it  makes  a  perfect  balance  in  the  sentence,  somewhat  weakens  its 
tone.  Speaking  of  the  connection  between  the  several  branches  of  knowledge,  a  sub- 
ject by  the  way  too  generally  overlooked,  he  remarks : 

*  The  object  of  all  science  is  one ;  the  improvement  and  elevation  of  human  nature.  And  thought, 
directed  to  this  common  end,  receives  a  unity  of  character  from  its  unity  of  purpose. 

'  It  is  therefore  natural  and  necessary  that  the  sciences  which  one  tuna  tJu  $amu  mind  creates,  con- 
cerning one  and  the  tame  leorld,  for  one  and  ike  eamt  end,  should  be  bound  together  by  intimate  and 
visible  relations  and  dependencies.  In  many  instances,  the  connection  is  too  palpable  to  escape  the 
most  careless  observation  ;  in  all,  it  is  real,  and  has  engaged  the  notice  of  wise  men  of  every  age. 

*  This  affiliation  of  the  numerous  branches  of  knowledge  is  far  from  being  mere  m^ler  of  curiosity. 
It  is  an  instance  of  that  beneficent  general  provision  by  which  we  so  often  realise  a  dooUe  reward 
of  our  labors  I' 

From  the  *  Patriot  Citizen*  we  take  the  following  passage.  Its  truth  is  aa  unde- 
niable as  its  style  is  felicitous : 

*  H£  who  so  lately  discovered  that  it  is  just  as  far  round  the  bail  of  a  kettle  when  it  standi  up  as 
when  it  liee  down,  and  applied  the  principle  to  our  turnpike  roads,  is  entitled  to  the  thanks  of  maa 
and  beast.  The  kind  ciusen  who  sayii  an  encouraging  word  to  fainting  industry,  or  hesitating  am- 
bition, or  tempted  integrity,  is  a  benefactor  of  his  country.  To  introduce  a  new  fruit  or  a  new 
grain,  a  new  instrument  or  a  new  mode  of  culture,  does  the  state  some  service.  The  example  of  a 
ueator  husbandry,  of  more  durable  architecture,  of  more  tasteful  ornaments,  of  improved  education, 
of  rational  enterprise,  is  not  lost  on  the  community.  It  is  a  public  benefit  to  plant  a  tree  by  the  road- 
side or  on  one's  own  grounds.  The  hand  is  not  busy  to  no  purpose  which  rears  a  flower  or  trains  a 
vine.  It  is  a  narrow  spirit  that  calculates  the  probabilities  of  living  to  sit  under  '  our  own  viae  and 
fig-tree.*  What  mntter  it  it  if  we  do  not  ?  others  will  enjoy  what  we  leave  behind  us.  The  children 
for  whom  our  life  in  so  much  f>pent  will  think  of  us  with  kindness  when  they  succeed  to  the  places 
we  improve  and  beautify.  The  tree  will  cast  a  cooler  shadow  for  being  planted  by  a  fatlier's  hand. 
The  rose  will  be  bweeter  which  a  mother  reared.    We  may  die,  and  children  may  not  come  into  our 

{daces ;  not  a  drop  of  our  blood  may  run  in  any  man's  veins.  Butstill  our  country  wiU  ressain  {  our 
iberties,  our  schools,  our  arts,  our  fields,  our  houses  will  survive  us,  and  will  bear  the  impress  of  our 
taste  and  our  charities  down  to  posterity.' 

In  the  discourse  on  rural  ornament,  we  find  the  foUowmg  exquisite  description : 

'  A  TREK  is  in  itself  eminently  beautifUl.  There  is  something  wonderful  in  its  history.  Beginning 
in  a  little  germ,  under  the  surface  of  the  earth,  it  pushes  up  a  delicate  shoot,  expands  a  firesh,  green 
leaf  to  the  vital  air,  and  year  after  year  follows  the  seasons  round,  casting  down  its  honors  to  batde 
with  the  winter  winds,  and  renewing  them  again  to  engage  in  the  rivdry  of  beauty  through  the 
glorious  summer. 

*  The  tree  has  an  organization  like  that  of  an  animal ;  vessels  conveying  to  its  remotest  aztreaiitieB 
the  fluids  from  which  its  nutriment  is  elaborated,  by  a  process  similar  to  that  which  draws  the  Ibod 
of  animals  from  the  blood.  It  has  an  evident  irritability,  amounting  almost  to  the  sensibility  of  the 
lower  order  of  animals;  turns  to  the  lieht,  sleeps  and  breathes  {  and  exhales  from  its  flowers  and 
leaves  and  thousand  pores  the  varied  odors  of  the  vegetable,  year.  In  its  branches  mnhitndes  of  in- 
nocent creatures  gayly  spend  their  little  day  of  sunny  bliss ;  under  its  shadow  the  ox  and  the  lamb 
ruminate  and  rest.  Fifty  generations  of  men  come  and  look  upon  it,  and  go  away.  SUIl  it  stands, 
towering  upward,  and  stretching  far  and  wide  its  sinewy  arms,  the  oldest  living  thing  upon  the  earth. 
I  do  not  wonder  that  the  Druid  venerated  the  tree,  or  that  the  Turk  still  cherishes  it  upon  the  shores 
and  islands  of  his  beautiful  seas.* 
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We  close  oar  extracts  with  the  following  extract  from  one  of  Prof.  Haddock's 
speeches  in  the  New-Hampshire  House  of  Representatives,  on  the  bill  providing  for 
the  appointment  of  commissioners  for  public  schools : 

'  Ws  talk  of  the  sin  of  idleness  ;  and  undoubtedly  it  is  neither  rare  nor  venial.  But,  Mr.  Speaker, 
there  is  a  sin  of  labor  as  well  as  of  sloth.  Docs  any  man  imag^ine  that  a  human  ereature  was  made 
for  bo  higher  destiny  than  to  work  ?  Can  delving  in  the  dirt  be  the  end  of  any  class  of  men  1  Why, 
Sir.  labor,  though  necessary  and  honorable  in  all,  connected  in  our  present  state  with  health  and 
happiness ;  labor  in  '\U  lowest  form,  as  in  its  highest,  is  but  a  mean/!,  a  means  of  nobler,  better  ends. 
Unremitted,  unrelieved  toil  is  by  Providence  the  necefisary  lot  of  no  man.  A  portion  only  of  our 
wakiug  hours  is  needed  for  the  purposes  of  our  animal  life;  intelligent  industry  soon  provides  for 
ordriary  living;  a  man  should  labor  to  live,  not  live  to  labor,  it  must  be  that  something  more  is  in- 
tenued  for  us,  even  here,  than  to  be  hewer^  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water,  though  it  be  all  for  our- 
selves. The  mind  that  shoots  forth  here  and  there,  from  all  ranks  and  conditions  of  life,  is  but  a  sign 
of  what' from  unpropitious  causes  lies  uuawpkened  every  where.  Untold  treasures  of  reason  and 
moril  power  are  yet  to  be  opened  in  the  great  boul  of  humanity.  And  if  our  age  may  be  said,  in  the 
French  phrase,  to  have  '  a  million'  assigned  to  it,  is  it  not  plaiuly  this,  to  bring  out  the  oharacter  and 
disclose  the  capacities  of  the  common  mind  ?  Education,  education  in  its  broadest  sense,  the  edu- 
cation of  the  many,  is,  next  to  the  spiritual  salvation  of  the  race,  and  ultimately  even  as  a  means  of 
this  salvation  itself,  the  work,  the  appropriate,  the  primal  work  of  our  day. 

*  Oar  part  of  this  delightful  and  truly  sriorious  work  is  here,  among  the  hills,  along  the  rivers  of  our 
native  state.  1  covet  no  better  place;  I  know  no  better.  I  ask  for  no  fitter  material;  for  no  other, 
and  no  more.' 

We  should  not  omit  to  add  that  Prof.  Haddock's  volume  is  characterized  by  an 
external  purity  and  neatness  quite  in  character  with  its  contents.  It  is  admirably 
printed  upon  fine  white  paper,  and  is  rendered  farther  attractive  by  a  finely-engraved 
portrait  of  the  author. 


Napozjeon  and  his  Marshals.   By  J.  T.  Headlet.    Two  volumes,    pp.  647.   New-York  :  Bakss 

AND  SC&IBNEB. 

Wb  find  *  third  edition*  upon  the  title-page  of  this  work,  and  can  very  easily 
account  for  the  flattering  fact  which  these  two  words  herald.  First,  the  spirit  of  the 
time,  owing  to  the  remarkable  contest  with  which  our  own  country  is  occupied  on 
the  confines  of  a  neighboring  nation,  is  favorable  to  the  wide  circulation  of  the  vol- 
umes ;  and  secondly,  the  very  graphic  and  spirited  manner  in  which  Mr.  Hbadlbt 
describes  all  military  movements,  and  the  evident  goiit  with  which  he  engages  in  the 
most  terific  battles  of  Napoleon  and  his  marshals,  will  arrest  and  secure  the  atten- 
tion of  our  countrjrmen.  Mr.  Headley  has  aimed  in  the  work  before  us  to  correct 
as  far  as  possible  the  erroneous  impressions  which  prevail  respecting  Napoleon  and 
the  wan  he  carried  on  ;  to  clear  his  character  from  the  aspersions  of  English  histo- 
rians and  the  slanders  of  his  enemies ;  and  to  group  together  some  of  the  most 
striking  events  of  that  dramatic  period  when  ho  was  marching  his  victorious  armies 
over  Eorope.  Having  himself  visited  in  person  many  of  the  battle-fields  he  has  de- 
scribed, Mr.  Headlet  has  been  enabled  the  more  vividly  to  recall  the  scenes  enacted 
upon  them.  In  reference  to  the  distinguished  men  whom  Bonaparte  gathered 
around  him,  and  with  whom  he  obtained  and  held  the  vast  power  he  wielded,  our 
author  well  observes :  *  The  mighty  genius  of  Napoleon  has  so  overshadowed  all 
those  beneath  him,  that  they  have  not  received  then:  due  praise  nor  their  proper  place 
in  history.  Their  merits  have  been  considered  mere  reflections  of  his :  and  to  one 
intellect  and  one  arm  is  attributed  the  vast  results  they  accomplished.  But  with 
weak  men  Napoleon  never  could  have  unsettled  Europe  and  founded  and  main- 
tained his  empire.  The  marshals  who  led  his  armies  and  governed  his  conquered 
provinces  were  men  of  native  strength  and  genius  ;  and  as  they  stand  grouped  around 
their  mighty  chief,  they  form  a  circle  of  military  leaders,  the  like  of  whom  the  world 
has  never  at  one  time  beheld.  To  show  what  these  men  were  ;  unfold  their  tine 
voh.  zzYin.  10 
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characten  and  illustrate  their  great  qaaUties,  it  was  neceasary  to  describe  the  battles 
in  which  they  were  engaged.  A  man  is  illustrated  by  his  works ;  if  an  author,  by 
his  books ;  if  a  politician,  by  his  civil  acts  and  speeches ;  if  a  ruler,  by  his  adminis- 
tration of  public  affairs,  and  if  a  military  man,  by  his  campaigns  and  battles.  To 
mention  merely  the  actions  in  which  a  military  man  has  been  engaged,  and  the  vic- 
tories he  won,  without  describing  the  manner  in  which  they  were  conducted  and  the 
genius  which  gained  them,  is  like  illustrating  an  author  by  giving  a  list  of  his  works, 
or  a  ruler  by  naming  over  the  measures  he  suggested  or  carried  out' 


Thk  New  Illxtminateo  Pictokiai.  Bible.    From  the  pren  of  Messn.  Hakpxb  and  Bxothsks, 
Number  Eighty-two,  Cliff-street,  New-York. 

We  were  about  to  mt  down  to  convey  to  our  readers  our  high  estimate  of  this  most 
admirably  printed  and  illustrated  book,  when  the  following  notice  ixoxa  the  competent 
pen  of  the  editor  of  the  <  Courier  and  Enquirer'  arrested  our  attention.  We  endorse 
its  commendations  with  no  *  mental  or  other  reservations'  whatsoever :  *  We  regard 
it  as  not  simply  the  most  magnificent  edition  of  the  Word  of  God  which  has  ever  been 
offered  to  the  American  public,  but  as  one  of  the  most  sumptuous  productions  of  the 
typographic  art,  and  as  a  most  noteworthy  monument  of  the  high  degree  of  perfec- 
tion which  the  skill  of  artists  and  the  enterprise  of  publishers  have  reached  in  this 
country.  It  forms  a  very  large  and  very  thick  quarto  volume,  printed  in  the  very 
highest  style  of  the  art,  upon  the  very  best  of  fine  white  linen  paper.  The  engrav- 
ings are  exceedingly  numerous,  embracing  an  immense  number  of  large  illustratk>nB 
of  noteworthy  scenes  in  the  Sacred  History,  a  still  larger  number  of  small  pictures 
scattered  throughout  the  pages,  and  an  initial  letter,  executed  always  elegantly  and 
sometimes  very  elc^borately,  for  every  chapter  throughout  the  work.  These  engrav- 
ings, numbering  nearly  two  thotisand,  are  all  upon  wood  ;  and  they  illustrate  in  a 
more  striking  manner  than  any  other  work  we  have  seen,  the  rapid  advances  which 
the  art  of  wood  engraving  has  recently  made  toward  perfection.  It  is  but  a  few 
years  since  engravings  upon  wood  were  universally  and  justly  regarded  as  caricatures 
of  art  rather  than  its  genuine  productions.  Now  however  they  are  among  the  finest 
in  the  world.  Except  the  very  finest  and  most  costly  steel  engravings,  those  upon 
wood,  when  executed  as  are  those  in  this  Bible,  by  artists  of  merit,  have  a  softnen 
and  a  finish  combining  the  best  features  of  mezzotint  and  steel,  and  decidedly  supe- 
rior to  either.  Many  of  the  illustrations  of  this  work  have  been  repeatedly  mistaken 
by  persons  of  the  most  accurate  taste  for  the  most  highly-finished  steel  engravings ; 
and  their  superiority  to  copper-plate  is  universally  acknowledged.  The  illuminated 
title-pages,  registers  for  marriages,  births  and  deaths,  and  other  parts  of  the  work, 
are  also  admirably  done ;  and  the  whole  typographical  appearance  of  the  book  gives 
it  rank  as  by  all  odds  the  most  magnificent  production  of  the  publishing  art  in  the 
United  States.  The  bmding  has  been  adapted  in  all  respects  to  the  character  of  the 
letter-press ;  it  is  at  once  strong,  durable  and  elegant,  to  a  degree  unequalled  in  any 
other  work  within  our  knowledge.  The  Bible  is  a  book  which  should  be  a  family 
posBeanoTif  and  every  family  throughout  the  Union  should  possess  itself  of  a  copy, 
not  to  be  worn-out  or  laid  aside,  but  handed  down  from  generation  to  generation  as  an 
enduring  family  memorial.  Of  course  the  excellence  of  the  edition  becomes  in  this 
case  a  matter  not  of  n^nor,  but  of  prominent  aiid  preeminent  importance.' 
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The  Monument  to  George  Frederick  Cooke.  —  Our  Knickerbocker  metropo- 
lis dare  not  aspire  to  the  renown  of  a  *  monumental  city.*  We  have  no  Bunker-Hill 
column,  like  that  of  Boston ;  no  Washington  monument,  like  that  of  Baltimore. 
Neither  our  feelings  nor  *  the  fashion'  seem  at  present  to  tend  that  way :  honorable 
reputation,  whether  achieved  amidst  the  contentions  of  political  distinction,  on  the 
broad  arena  of  patriotism,  or  by  effective  labors  in  science  and  the  arts,  has  scarcely 
any  other  memorial  to  perpetuate  its  glory  than  the  canvass  of  the  painter  or  the 
humble  stone  of  the  church-yard.  True  it  is,  the  worthy  fathers  of  our  municipal 
government  are  not  indifferent  to  the  fame  of  their  meritorious  associates  ;  the  spa- 
cious apartments  of  our  City-Hall,  filled  with  the  effigies  of  a  long  line  of  govefnora 
and  mayors,  affi>rd  sufficient  proof  that  talents  in  one  sphere  of  action,  and  among 
one  order  of  men,  are  to  be  duly  honored ;  are  to  make  *  that  first  appeal  which  is  to 
the  eye*  in  after  tunes.  We  object  not  to  this  proceeding  on  the  part  of  our  enlight- 
ened corppration :  the  town-hall  in  due  season  may  be  filled  to  overflowing  with  these 
mementoes  of  the  defunct  magistrates  of  our  empire  state  and  commercial  metro- 
polis ;  yet  we  have  sometimes  pensively  reflected,  that  a  city  of  the  Union  which  has 
given  birth  to  so  many  of  the  illustrious  men  who  have  adorned  our  national  annals, 
riiould  yet  be  so  deficient  in  suitable  works  of  art  recording  the  great  deeds  of  their 
noble  lives  in  enduring  marble,  as  a  lasting  legacy  to  their  countrymen.  Two  or  three 
exceptions  to  this  total  neglect  of  conspicuous  merit  may  indeed  be  found ;  but  sin- 
gularly enough,  and  quite  unfortunately  for  our  patriotism,  nearly  all  that  has  been 
done  has  been  confined  to  illustrious  individuals  who  were  strangers  from  abroad,  and 
^o  by  their  indomitable  perseverance  and  attainments  secured  glory  to  themselves 
and  proved  benefactors  to  their  adopted  land.  The  monument  of  Montgomery  in 
the  ed&ce  of  St  Paul's,  and  the  column  to  Emmet  in  the  fore-ground  of  that  church, 
are  worthy  of  the  hero  of  Quebec,  and  of  the  great  civilian  of  the  New-York  bar. 
An  appropriate  tablet  in  memory  of  the  author  of  our  military  tactics  during  the  revo- 
lutionary contest.  Baron  Steuben,  a  native  of  Prussia,  once  occupied  a  prominent 
place  in  a  venerable  though  humble  church  in  Nassau-street ;  but  we  believe  it  would 
be  a  perplexing  question  for  a  majority  of  our  inhabitants  to  answer  where  lie  the  re- 
mains of  that  ingenuous  benefactor  of  both  worlds,  Robert  Fulton  ;  where  the 
appropriate  spot  designated  as  the  sepulchre  of  that  distinguished  citizen,  Robert  R. 
LiviNosTON ;  where  the  mural  tablet  or  column  commemorative  of  the  services  of 
Phiuf  Freneau,  another  of  our  city -bom  worthies,  the  patriotic  poet  of  our  revolu- 
tionary Btmggle,  whose  writings  Lord  Jeffrey  thought  would  at  some  future  day 
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command  a  commentator  such  as  Hudibras  had  in  Grey  ;  where  is  a  memorial  to  be 
found  of  LiNDLEY  Murray,  the  grammarian,  who  was  also  a  native  of  New- York  ? 
Perhaps  the  period  may  not  be  far  distant  when  the  capacious  and  beautiful  grounds 
of  the  Greenwood  Cemetery  may  be  deemed  a  fitting  resting-place  for  sonie  at  least 
of  the  future  dignitaries  of  our  Anglo-Saxon  race.  The  removal  of  all  that  was 
mortal  of  our  illustrious  Clinton  to  this  delectable  place  of  final  repose  is  auqncioas 
of  a  consummation  so  devoutly  to  be  wished 

It  is  partly  on  account  of  this  paucity  of  demonstration  of  regard  for  the  memory 
of  exalted  characters  once  conspicuous  among  us,  who  have  honored  us  in  their  high 
career,  and  partly  because  we  have  been  greatly  gratified  by  services  lately  done  in 
behalf  of  professional  excellence  in  a  peculiar  line  of  art,  that  these  desultory  thoughts 
are  thrown  together.  Hereditary  talents  associated  with  those  substantial  quiUitiee 
which  evince  that  the  heart  of  the  possessor  has  riches  of  its  own,  induce  us  to 
pay  a  passing  tribute  to  the  chaste  marble  monument  situated  in  the  centre  of  St. 
Paurs  church-yard  in  this  city,  to  the  memory  of  the  great  dramatic  hero,  George 
Frederick  Cooke,  and  which  has  lately  been  renovated  and  beautified.  Tho  late 
William  Dunlap,  shortly  after  the  death  of  Mr  Cooke,  wrote  a  memoir  of  his  erratic 
yet  instructive  life  ;  and  in  his  *  American  Theatre'  he  increased  our  obligations  to  him 
by  a  record  of  subsequent  events  in  the  history  of  Cooke.  It  is  well  known  that  the 
late  Edmund  Kean  entertained  an  exalted  opinion  of  the  intellectual  and  histrionic 
powers  of  Cookb  ;  that  he  formed  the  determination,  toward  the  close  of  his  first  dra- 
matic visit  to  this  country,  to  ascertain  the  whereabout  of  his  mortal  remams,  and  to 
cause  a  monument,  in  a  suitable  place,  to  be  erected  to  hjs  memory.  A  surviving 
personal  friend  of  Cooke^  and  one  of  his  medical  attendants,  who  had  often  admin- 
istered to  the  relief  of  his  physical  sufierings,  and  watched  over  the  last  flickerings  of 
his  departing  life.  Dr.  John  W.  Francis,*  was  enabled  from  personal  knowledge  of 
all  the  circumstances  connected  with  the  death  and  interment  of  the  great  tragedian, 
to  furnish  Mr.  Kean  with  every  particular  necessary  to  carry  out  his  praiseworthy 
design.  Cooke  died  at  the  Park- Place  House  ;  and  his  body,  accompanied  to  the 
grave  by  several  members  of  the  three  hberal  professions,  a  number  of  gentlemen  of 
high  reputation  in  the  army  and  navy,  and  a  numerous  train  of  distinguished  citi- 
zens, was  deposited  in  the  *  Stranger's  Vault'  of  St.  Paul's  Church-yard,  in  Septem- 
ber, 1812.  Nearly  nine  years  after,  in  May,  1821,  Mr.  Kean  expressed  to  his  friend 
and  physician.  Dr.  Francis,  his  desire  to  leave  some  token  of  his  regard  for  his  illus- 
trious predecessor,  the  great  actor,  before  he  departed  for  Europe  ;  and  he  at  once 
concluded  that  a  marble  monument  in  a  conspicuous  p^ace  would  best  correspond 
with  his  wishes.  Mr.  Kean,  accompanied  by  Dr.  Francis,  waited  upon  the  late 
eminent  prelate.  Bishop  Hobart,  in  order  to  lay  before  him  his  intended  plan,  and  to 
obtain  his  assent  thereto.  Bishop  Hobart  received  the  representative  of  Shakspeare 
with  the  greatest  suavity,  and  readily  acceded  to  his  views,  upon  learning  that  the 
contemplated  memorial  to  Cooke  was  not  a  mural  tablet  within  the  church,  but  a 
sepulchral  work  without^  in  the  venerable  burial-ground.  Kean,  alive  to  the  propri- 
ety of  his  solicitation,  intimated  that  our  country  '  had  as  yet  no  Westminster  Abbey 
in  which  the  actor's  deserts  might  be  confirmed  by  posthumous  fame ;  he  would 
that  Mr.  Cooke,  though  dead,  might  still  bear  the  palm  of  superiority^  which  by  ac- 
clamation was  accorded  him  when  he  ^  majestic  trod  the  stage.'     The  good  bishop 

*  D&s.  BosAox.  MoLkam  and  Fb^mcis  were  the  medical  advisers  of  Mr.  Cooks. 
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rejoined,  that  Mr.  Cooks,  of  whom  he  had  heaird  mach,  could  hardly,  he  thought, 
in  his  moet  serioufl  momenti,  ever  haVe  expected  to  find  his  memory  pepetuated 
within  the  walls  of  an  Epiicopal  Church ;  but  nevertheless,  he  added,  he  himself 
was  ever  ready  to  fayor  the  erection  of  becoming  memorials  of  departed  greatness ; 
and  he  freely  consented  to  a  location  of  the  proposed  monument  in  any  portion  of  the 
extensiye  burial-ground  which  might  be  selected.  Kkan  assured  the  bishop  that  he 
would  not  profane  the  site  chosen  by  an  ordinary  specimen  of  sculpture ;  and  there- 
upon took  his  leave,  with  much  courtesy.  As  he  walked  off,  he  turned  to  the  Doc- 
tor, and  in  emphatic  accents  observed :  <  I  am  somewhat  familiar  with  the  '  right 
reverend  fatfitors  of  the  church,'  but  what  a  vast  difference,  Francis,  between  your 
unvarnished  Yankee  bishop  and  my  old  pedantic  Grecian  friend,  Sam.  Parr,  with  his 
enormous  wig !  Does  this  holy  man  whom  you  have  introduced  me  to  exhibit  the  same 
earnestness  in  his  pulpit-labors  that  he  has  just  shown  in  our  business  transactions  V 
No  man  ever  contemplated  with  greater  satisfaction  than  did  Mr.  Kean  a  work 
raised  for  a  like  purpose.  On  the  third  of  June,  1821,  Mr.  Kean  superintended  in 
person  the  removal  of  the  remains  of  Cooke  by  Dr.  Francis.  We  borrow  the  lan- 
guage of  Mr.  DuNLAP  descriptive  of  this  event : 

*  In  Jane,  1821,  the  body  of  Mr.  Cooke  was  removed  from  the  '  Stranger's  Vault*  in  St.  Paul's 
church-yard  to  a  most  eligible  spot  io  the  centre  of  that  extensive  burial-ground.  Mr.  Cookb  died 
in  September,  1812,  and  the  monument  over  his  remains  was  erected  on  the  fourth  of  June,  1821. 
It  is  a  wHWezecuted  work  in  marble,  by  the  Frazees,  consisting  of  a  square  pedestal,  on  two  steps, 
surrounded  by  an  urn,  from  the  top  of  which  a  flame  issues  toward  the  Park  Theatre,  the  scene  of 
Mr.  Cooke's  greatest  efforts  in  this  country.  The  inscription  on  the  tomb,  which  was  Aimishcd  by 
Dr.  Fbancis,  who  had  superintended  the  removal  of  his  remains,  is  as  follows : 

'  Eabotjid  to  the  memory  of  OaoBOB  FaiDaKtoK  Cookb,  by  Ei>icumi)  Kiaw.  of  the  Theatre -Boyal. 
J^nuy-Lane.  1S31.' 

'  Tbrbs  kiagdoms  elaim  bis  birth. 
Both  hemispheres  pronoucca  his  worth. ' 

'Several  engraved  representations  of  this  monument  have  been  published,  in  which  the  figures  of 
Mr.  Kbam  and  Dr.  Fbancis.  and  a  medallion  with  a  portrait  of  Mr.  Cookb,  are  introduced.  As  a 
specimen  of  thu  species  ot  work,  the  monument  is  as  worthy  of  the  subject  as  it  is  illustrative  of 
the  liberality  of  Mr.  Kean.  If  what  old  Fuller  soys  be  correct,  that  *  the  shortest,  plainest  and 
truest  epitaphs  are  the  best,'  no  fault  can  be  found  with  the  iuscriptioa  on  Cooke's  tomb.  The 
place  of  hie  nativity  is  yet  disputed ;  each  portion  of  the  United  Kingdom  claims  him  as  its  own, 
although  there  is  no  doubt  that  he  was  bom  in  Westminster,  as  he  told  us,  and  we  have  recorded. 
He  long  eiuoyed  an  unrivalled  reputation,  both  in  the  old  and  in  the  new  world ;  and  although  it 
may  hereafter  be  found  that  his  surgeon  possesses  his  skull,  and  his  successor,  Kean.  the  bones  of 
the  fore-finger  of  his  right  hand — that  dictatorial  finger  1  —  still  the  monument  covers  the  reauiiiw  of 
Gxojtox  Fbsdxazck  Cooke.' 

After  this  explicit  narrative  of  facts,  we  pause  not  to  animadvert  upon  the  ridicn- 
loDs  details  whieh  Caoly  has  published  on  the  same  subject  in  his  work  denominated 
*  The  Life  of  Edmund  Kean.'  The  dramatic  world,  and  the  admirers  of  genius 
every  where,  will  thank  the  present  descendant,  now  among  us,  of  that  graphic  ex- 
positor of  the  passions,  and  the  acknowledged  possessor  of  many  of  his  finest  and 
rarest  qualities,  Charles  Kean,  for  the  liberality  and  kind  feelings  which  he  has  re- 
cently displayed  in  repairing  this  beautiful  monument  to  the  honor  of  Cooke.  The 
younger  Kean  has  by  this  disinterested  act  enhanced  the  claims  so  justly  due  him, 
while  treading  with  acknowledged  ability  in  the  footsteps  of  his  honored  father ;  and 
every  lover  of  Shakspbarb  will  rejoice  that  the  circle  of  his  renown  is  widening ; 
that  the  substantial  rewards  of  talent,  whether  innate  or  acquired,  await  with  cer- 
tainty the  professional  exercise  of  his  lofty  powers.  It  abates  little  from  the  manli- 
ness of  Mr.  Kean,  that  the  short  period  he  remained  in  New- York  previously  to  his 
reembarkation  for  his  native  land  should  have  been  spent  in  contemplating  his 
cherished  monument,  beneath  which  were  entombed  the  ashes  of  his  great  fore- 
nmner.    Neither  the  bustle  of  day  nor  the  stillnesB  of  night  weaned  him  long  from 
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his  reflections.  The  chimes  of  old  Trinity  called  xxp  the  memory  of  by-gone  days, 
when  the  plaudits  of  Btron  followed  his  utterance ;  when  from  the  lq»  of  Mooes 
he  first  learned  to  sing  the  *  Evening  Bells ;'  and  with  an  occasional  monologue  on 
the  fickleness  of  popular  favor,  and  Jiis  felioitous  solo  execution  of  that  beautiful  me- 
lody, he  loitered  in  St.  Paul's  grounds  till  the  last  moment  had  arrived  of  the  time 
for  his  departure,  after  his  first  sojourn  among  us.  The  then  recent  disasters  at  Bos- 
ton, which  he  had  encountered  and  mefiectuaily  resisted,  donbtlew  had  their  share  in 
creating  this  state  of  remarkable  pensiveness.  The  proclamation  had  been  issoed 
which  declared  his  once  powerful  kingdom  divided.  The  press  groaned  under  the 
issues  of  abuse  and  ribaldry.  A  sudden  darkness  had  overwhelmed  the  dazzling 
brightness  of  his  professional  renown ;  he  sought  alleviation  in.  abstraction ;  he  felt 
that  New- York  and  the  excellent  Mr.  Simpson  had  appreciated  at  their  sterling  value 
his  histrionic  efforts ;  that  his  health  had  been  assiduously  watched  over  by  his  skil« 
ful  and  accomplished  physician ;  and  he  was  willing  to  extricate  himself  from  all 
farther  American  associations. 

The  monument  of  which  we  have  been  speaking  is  but  one  of  the  many  geneioos 
acts  of  the  late  Edmund  Kean,  for  the  humanities  of  his  nature  ceased  but  with  the 
last  pulsations  of  his  bosom.  The  affections  were  inherent  in  his  very  blood ;  and 
so  cordial  were  his  sympathies,  that  it  might  seem  extravagant  to  say  how  many 
wretched  and  unfortunate  beings  he  rendered  happy,  at  least  for  a  season.  Let  vm 
hope  that  the  younger  Kean  will  neither  forget  the  excellencies  of  his  father's  heart 
nor  how  much  his  father  loved  him ;  how  transported  were  his  father's  feelmgs  upon 
receiving  the  first  Latin  epistle  of  that  son,  then  a  student,  addressed  to  him  acrov 
the  wide  waters,  in  America.  Let  him  also  remember  his  inimitable  study,  his  per- 
fect keeping,  his  harmony,  his  consummate  performance  of  every  part  he  assumed ; 
the  distinctiveness,  the  integrity  of  character,  of  every  dramatic  personation  he 
undertook  ;  how  entirely  he  was  transformed  into  the  very  being,  and  none  other,  he 
would  represent.  True  art !  faithful  nature  !  When  reflecting  on  the  responsibilitiee 
of  the  actor's  part,  let  him  dwell  at  times  upon  his  father's  method  of  procedure,  the 
better  to  obtain  a  mastery  in  the  delineation  of  that  embodiment  of  qualities  of  the 
more  refined  order.  King  Lear.  St.  Luke's  hospital  for  a  period  of  nearly  three  yean 
was  the  collegium  he  visited  ;  in>  that  place  he  clinically  observed  the  physical  changes 
of  disordered  intellect.  Here  he  investigated  with  philosophical  scrutiny,  idiocy; 
then  the  displays  of  insanity,  in  all  its  Protean  forms,  from  brooding  melancholy  to 
*  laughter  holding  both  his  sides.'  The  scholar  he  knew  would  read  Burton  for  his 
erudition,  and  the  painter  would  visit  Rome  m  order  to  improve  his  art  by  the  study 
of  Raffaelle  ;  for  his  especial  purpose,  a  just  conception  of  the  secrets  of  his  science, 
and  the  development  of  its  manifestations  in  unsound  minds,  the  Hospital  of  St 
Luke  was  his  studio,  his  Vatican,  his  Sistine  Chapel.  Thus  graduated,  he  ventured 
a  public  demonstration  of  the  distracted  monarch  ;  with  what  success  need  not  now 
be  mentioned. 

We  are  reluctant  to  think  how  long  a  period  may  elapse  before  we  shall  again  wit- 
ness the  counterpart  of  this  extraordinary  genius ;  and  we  shall  console  ourselves  with 
the  reflection  that  the  pure  light  by  which  he  illuminated  the  dramatic  art,  although 
perhaps  at  times  less  intense,  is  still  unparted  to  us  by  his  accomplished  son.  Mr. 
Charles  Kean,  however,  needs  no  expression  of  assurance  of  the  high  estimation  ia 
which  his  private  worth  and  professional  excellence  are  held :  fortunately  he  is  inde- 
pendent of  it    Like  all  who  have  by  their  efforts  secured  the  object  of  their  ambitkmy 
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he  is  aware  that  the  toUe  of  application  miiet  precede  the  rewards  of  Buccets.  No 
alchemy  has  hitherto  transmated  lead  mto  mercury ;  and  the  purest  metals  demand 
the  refiner's  art  Eclecticism  is  no  less  inadmissible  in  the  drama  than  in  architec- 
ture. His  father's  once  sumptuous  intellectual  board  furnished  sustenance  sufficient 
for  a  thousand  jejune  intellects ;  the  want  of  orig;inal  stamma  in  most  of  these  reci- 
pients has  ended  in  depraved  assimilation  and  fatal  dyspepsia.  Mr.  Kban  will  most 
wisely  draw  from  the  resources  within  himself ;  the  material  is  abundant  for  every  pur- 
pose, and  of  the  best  quality :  yet  with  a  full  knowledge  of  his  constitutional  powers, 
should  the  exigency  ever  occur,  he  might  safely  exercise  the  prerogatives  of  an  here- 
ditary claimant.  Mr.  Kban'b  calling  is  to  educate,  refine  and  exalt  the  mind.  He  is 
destined  to  secure  an  abundant  recompense,  in  the  full  fruition  of  his  highest  aspira- 
tions. If  the  chronicles  correctly  tell  us,  his  career  through  the  United  States,  in  com- 
pany with  his  unrivalled  lady,  has  thus  far  proved  a  continuous  triumph.  Let  us  hope 
that  it  may  thus  continue  unto  the  end  ;  neither  fbtarded  by  ph3rBical  causes,  nor  les- 
sened by  the  diminished  exercise  of  a  cultivated  and  disciplined  taste. 


A  Visit  to  ritn  Grave  of  Btkon.  —  To  the  same  competent  hand  whence  we 
derived  the  *  Visit  to  the  Grave  of  Gray  in  his  Country  Church-Yard^  we  are  in- 
debted for  the  following  interesting  account  of  a  similar  visit  to  the  (jvrmer  residence 
and  present  tomb  of  the  greatest  of  England's  modem  bards.  Like  its  predecessor, 
the  ensuing  sketch  will  soon  enlist  and  well  repay  the  attention  of  the  reader:  *  Not- 
tingham is  a  pretty  town,  noted  for  its  manufactories  of  lace  and  hosiery ;  it  is  also 
celebrated  for  its  ale,  which  I  tasted,  and  pronounce  good;  and  it  is  remarkable  for 
wind-mills,  great  Bumbers  of  which  are  seen  closely  huddled  together  oti  one  side  of 
the  town,  fanning  themselves  with  marvellous  pertinacity.  And  it  has  an  historical 
interest  too,  connected  with  the  lives  of  Queen  Isabella  and  Roger  Mortimer,  in 
the  fourteenth  century;  with  the  *  Reform'  riots  of  1831,  traces  of  which  are  still 
visible  m  the  black  and  dismantled  walls  of  the  castle ;  and  finally,  it  stands  upon  a 
hOl  which,  as  you  approach  from  Derby,  through  the  rich  meadows  of  the  beautiful 
Trent,  appears  like  a  large  fortress.  Its  market-square  Ib  one  of  the  largest  and  finest 
in  England ;  and  there  are  many  objects  of  interest  in  and  about  Nottingham  to  ren- 
der a  visit  both  profitable  and  pleasant ;  and  those  familiar  with  the  poetry  of  the 
present  age  will  not  fail  to  recollect  that  here  was  bom  Henry  Kirk  White  : 

'  Unhappx  Whtte  !  while  life  was  in  iu  spring, 
And  thy  young  muse  just  waved  her  joyous  wing, 
The  spoiler  came,  and  all  thy  promise  fair 
Has  sought  the  grare,  to  sleep  for  ever  there. 
Oh !  wfaat  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone. 
When  Science'  self-destroyed  her  favorite  son ! 


T  was  thine  own  genius  gave  the  final  blow, 
And  help'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low : 
So  the  struck  eagle  stretched  upon  the  plain. 
No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
ViewM  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart. 
And  winged  the  shaft  that  quivered  in  his  heart 
Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 
He  nursed  the  pinion  which  impell'd  the  steel. 
While  the  same  plumage  that  had  warmed  his  nest 
Drank  the  last  life-drop  of  his  bleeding  breasL' 

*  It  m  honorable  to  wa  deontry,  th4t  the  tablet  to  the  memory  of  Wnme  by 


80  Eddtor's   TaUe.  [Jaly, 

Chantret  should  have  been  erected  at  the  cost  of  an  American  gentleman,  a  citizen 
of  Boston.    The  msoription  is  in  good  taste,  and  concludes  thus: 

* '  Fab  o*er  the  Atlantic  ware 
A  wanderer  came,  and  sought  the  poet't  frave ; 
On  yon  low  stone  he  taw  his  lonely  name, 
And  raised  this  fond  memorial  to  hia  fame.* 

*  In  the  suburbs  of  Nottingham  are  great  numbers  of  small  ]^ardens,  coltivated  by 
mechanics  and  tradesmen,  who  thus  employ  their  leisure  hours,  finding  an  agreeable 
recreation  in  a  profitable  pursuit ;  while  the  beautiful  and  picturesque  view,  extending 
for  many  miles  along  the  course  of  the  Trent,  is  scarcely  surpassed  for  quiet  beauty  in 
any  part  of  England.  Eight  miles  distant  is  Hucknall,  or  as  it  is  more  oommonly  and 
truly  called,  *  dirty  Hucknall ;'  a  collection  of  huts  wretched  in  appearance ;  the 
people  idle  and  ignorant ;  and  the  country  around  rough  and  uncultivated.  A  nnall 
church  crowns  the  smmnit  of  a  little  hill,  with  no  trees  or  hedges  to  relieve  the  bar- 
renness of  the  spot ;  making  it  altogether  as  uninviting  to  the  eye,  as  desolate  to  the 
heart,  as  any  misanthrope  could  desire.  We  were  quickly  followed  to  the  church,  the 
object  of  our  visit,  by  a  lad  with'the  keys ;  and  on  entering,  soon  found  that  the  interior 
corresponded  with  its  outward  seeming.  It  was  rude,  cheerless  and  cold ;  and  jet 
how  many  generations  yet  unborn  will  seek  that  church,  will  tread  that  aide,  and 
gaze  upon  the  spot  which  contains  the  ashes  of  one  who  *  twined  his  hopes  of  being 
remembered  in  his  line  with  his  land's  language !'  A  small  white  Grecian  tablet,  in- 
serted in  the  wall  immediately  over  the  sepulchre,  told  us :  *  In  the  vault  beneath, 
where  many  of  his  ancestors  and  his  mother  are  buried,  lie  the  remains  of  Geoeob 
Gordon  Noel.  Byron,  the  author  of  *  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage.*  What  stranger 
uninformed  of  the  fact  would  have  supposed  that  the  remains  of  Byron  were  entombed 
in  so  obscure  a  sanctuary !  I  could  not  but  feel  however  that  it  was  well  ordered  in 
the  fitness  of  things  that  they  should  repose  there ;  that  the  place,  church,  vault  and 
inscription  were  m  good  keeping  with  the  character  of  him  who  boasted  that  he  <  stood 
and  should  stand  alone,  remembered  or  forgot ;'  and  he  might  have  added  too  with 
great  propriety,  *  should  sleep  alone.'  The  fierce  sun  may  beat  upon  that  house  and 
the  cold  winds  of  winter  sigh  through  its  casements ;  *  but  after  life's  fitful  fever  he 
sleeps  well ;'  as  calmly,  as  quietly,  as  undisturbed  in  his  dark  and  dreary  chamber  ts 
the  author  of  the  *  Elegy'  in  his  almost  perennial  daisy-blooming  garden.  I  left,  alter 
some  delay,  but  cast  no  longing  lingering  look  behind. 

*  Three  miles  farther  on  is  Newstead  Abbey.  *  The  Hut,'  a  small  inn  on  the  con- 
fines of  the  estate,  and  just  opposite  the  celebrated  *  Oak-Tree,'  where  we  left  our 
carriage,  is  about  a  mile  from  the  Abbey.  The  walk  thence  is  through  a  rabbit-w^- 
ren  ;  and  thousands  of  these  little  creatures  were  seen  skipping  from  hole  to  hole :  we 
were  told  six  thousand  pairs  were  yearly  sent  to  market,  and  the  revenue  to  the  pro- 
prietor from  this  source  amounted  to  some  five  hundred  pounds  per  annum.  There 
were  no  trees  to  shade  the  road ;  and  except  a  gate  or  two,  which  seemed  to  dispute 
our  passage,  the  country  might  have  been  taken  ior  what  we  call  in  America  *  a 
common.'  After  proceeding  nearly  a  mile  through  this  monotonous  scene,  a  sharp 
curve  around  the  base  of  a  hill  brought  us  in  view  of  the  lake,  on  which  were  float- 
ing miniature  brigs  and  schooners :  catching  its  hue  from  the  dark  clouds  which  pre- 
saged a  shower,  it  was  perfectly  black.  In  an  instant  more  the  Abbey  itself  appeared, 
with  its  lawns,  gravelly  paths  and  beautiful  treea  The  transition  is  instantaneooe 
from  the  dull  and  dreary  scene  through  which  we  had  been  walking.    Newstead  has 


1846.]  Editors    Table.  81 

l)een  so  oflen  described  that  I  shall  not  encumber  my  pages  with  any  detail  of  its  fea- 
tures. I  must  not  however  omit  to  remark  that  the  monks  of  the  olden  times  i were 
men  of  taste.  All  the  monasteries  I  haye  yet  yisited  are  situated  uniformly  by  some 
pleasant  lake  or  running  stream,  where  these  Bdf-sacrifictng '  holy  men'  could  meditate 
undisturbed,  and  —  fish  I* 

*  Ringing  the  porter VbelU and  waiting  just  half  the  time  by  which  every  thing  in 
America  is  measured,  namely  *  twenty  minutes,'  we  were  admitted  into  the  vestibule 
of  the  cloisters,  or  more  properly  galleries  of  the  Abbey.  Another  ten  minutes,  and  a 
smart,  neat  and  affected  piece  of  vanity,  yet  perfectly  civil,  bade  us  inscribe  our 
names  in  the  register,  and  follow  her.  We  did  so ;  and  lifter  passmg  through  the 
suite  of  apartments  occupied  by  the  present  proprietor.  Col.  Wildman,  (son-in-law  of 
the  late  Duke  of  Sussex,)  which  display  great  taste  and  splendor,  we  stepped  into 
thoee  occupied  by  Btron  when  residing  at  Newstead.  Col.  Wildman  has  preserved 
them  in  the  same  state  as  when  tenanted  by  him.  There  are  the  bed,  wash-stand, 
towels,  soap,  table,  chairs,  carpet  —  every  thing  precisely  the  same  as  when  he  left ; 
and  one  might  imagine  from  the  evident  care  manifested  in  their  keeping,  that  the 
occupant  had  but  just  stepped  out  and  would  presently  return :  so  also  of  the  apart- 
ment adjoining,  where  slept  his  '  little  page.'  The  same  consideration  and  care  are 
observed  in  the  library.  The  chair  in  which  he  used  to  sit,  the  table  on  which  he 
wrote,  the  couch  on  which  he  reclined,  all  are  there.  I  could  not  but  feel  that  his  spirit 
was  still  lingering  about  the  scene.  The  window  of  the  library  looks  out  upon  the 
lake,  and  affords  a  charming  prospect  of  water,  wood  and  vale.  Our  conductress  un- 
locked a  door  in  a  side-closet  and  handed  us  a  human  skull.  It  was  the  same  that 
was  exhumed  when  Byron  was  in  possession  of  the  Abbey,  and  which  he  caused  to 
be  mounted  with  silver,  and  converted  into  a  wine -goblet ;  and  upon  which  he  inscribed 
the  lines  beginning,  *  Start  not,  nor  deem  my  spirit  fled,'  etc.  On  descending  into 
the  lower  apartments  we  were  shown  the  marble  sarcophagus  in  which  the  skull  was 
discovered,  the  portrait  of  the  dog  f  Boatswain,'  and  in  the  garden  the  pompous  and 
foolish  monument  erected  over  his  carcass,  riven  by  the  lightning  and  hastening  to 
rain.  It  was  a  circular  cone,  of  large  diameter  at  the  base,  and  surmoimted  at  the  top 
by  a  shaft  on  which  is  the  inscription.  A  walk  through  the  gardens,  which  are 
modem,  and  the  grove  in  which  is  still  to  be  seen  his  own  and  his  sister's  name  carved 
by  himself  on  the  bark  of  a  tree  in  1814,  and  a  detention  of  *  twenty  minutes'  by  one 
of  the  most  rabid  and  unmitigated  rain  storms  ever  let  down  from  the  heavens,  ter- 
minated our  visit  to  Newstead  Abbey.' 


Messrs.  Coolet,  Keese  and  Hill,  at  their  new  auction-room.  Number  157  Broad- 
way, aeem  to  have  formed  a  party  with  no  antagonist  side  —  an  anomaly  in  the  his- 
tory of  parties.  The  *  Universal  Public,'  if  one  may  judge  from  the  best  expositor  of  its 
collective  opinions,  the  press,  seems  to  have  adopted  the  firm  in  question.  And  no 
marvel ;  for  Mr.  Cooley  is  an  old  and  experienced  book -seller ;  of  Mr.  Keese  the 
same  may  be  said,  for  he  both  makes  clever  books  and  sells  them  ;  and  Mr.  Hill,  al- 
though on  the  sunny  side  of  thirty-five,  has  had  so  much  to  do  with  them  that  he  is 
himself  a  walking  catalogue  of  ancient  and  modem,  foreign  and  domestic  literature. 
More  than  all,  each  member  of  the  firm  is  a  capital  business  man  ;  so  that  our  friends 
the  pobUshera,  whose  <  ventures'  sometimes  contribute  to  the  trade-sales,  now  so  com- 
mon, will  be  sure  to  find  their  way  to  Messrs.  CooLey,  Keese  and  Hill. 
VOL.  XXTni.  11 
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(»os8ip  WITH  Readers  and  Corhefpondenth.  —  The  annexed  interesting  sketch} 
sent  118  under  l!io  nom  dc  plume  of  '  Rose  Stan  dish,'  will  bo  deemed  by  every  true 
American  an  api>ropriate  oftering  at  the  moment  when  wo  are  celebrating  the  seven- 
tieth anniversary  of  our  beloved  country's  independence :  •  The  followiog  note  was 
found  among  the  papers  of  the  late  Lord  Ekskine: 

'To  Gknkhal  Washington:  Sir  —  I  Imvc  taken  the  liberty  to  introduce  your  auguftt  And  !■• 
intM-tuI  iiiiiuo  in  a  hliort  !<m)t<:ticc,  wliich  \t>  to  be  fouud  in  llie  book  I  tsond  to  you. 

*  1  liavc  a  lariru  ac<{uaiiituiico  aiiiuiig  the  moKt  valuable  acd  cxnlicd  class  of  mcD ;  but  you  are  the 
only  human  being  for  whom  1  ever  felt  au  awful  revereiico.  I  siuccrcly  pray  to  GoD  to  grant  a  long 
and  «erene  evening  to  a  life  so  gloriously  devoted  to  the  happiuesii  of  the  world. 

'T.  Ebskinx.' 

'  In  the  year  of  our  Lord  1790  I  stood  upon  the  door-step  of  the  counting-houte 
of  which  I  was  then  but  the  youngest  clerk ,  when  the  companion  beside  me  hur- 
riedly said:  *  There  he  comes!  —  there  comes  Washington.'*  I  looked  np  Peari- 
Htreet  and  saw  approaching,  with  stately  tread  and  open  brow,  the  Father  of  my 
country.  His  hat  was  off,  for  the  day  was  sultry,  and  he  was  accompanied  by  CoL 
PAdE  and  Jambs  Madison.  Never  have  I  forgotten,  nor  shall  I  forget  to  mff  dying 
day,  the  serene,  the  benign,  the  GoD-liko  expression  of  the  countenance  of  that  Man 
of  Men.  His  lofty  mien  and  commanding  figure,  set-off  to  advantage  by  an  o^ 
gant  dress,  consisting  of  blue  coat,  buff  small-clothes,  silver  knee  and  shoe-buckles, 
and  white  vest ;  his  powdered  locks  and  powerful,  vigorous  look,  for  he  was  then  fai 
the  prime  and  strength  of  his  manhood,  have  never  faded  from  my  mind  during  tha 
many  years,  with  all  their  chances  and  changes,  which  have  rolled  between !  Ab 
Washington  passed  the  place  near  where  I  stood,  his  mild,  clear  blue  eye  fell  upon 
me,  and  it  seemed  as  though  his  very  glance  w£is  a  benediction.  Though  high  deeds 
and  noble  acts  —  fame,  death,  a  nation's  worship  and  tears — have  since  in  the  deep 
places  of  my  heart  consecrated  his  name  above  every  other  name  of  earth,  yet  even 
then,  boy  as  I  was,  the  glance  thrilled  me  through  and  through;  my  eyee  fell  be- 
neath it,  and  my  hand  was  involuntarily  raised  to  uncover  my  head,  as  an  augoii 
being  passed  by.  The  aspect  of  the  outer  man  alone  was  calculated  to  enforce  re- 
spect—  to  compel  awe  and  reverence.  But  there  is  that  in  the  sight  and  presence  of 
a  being  we  revere  ;  a  being  whose  name  we  have  been  taught  to  lisp  in  infancy  with 
grateful  affection ;  have  had  held  up  to  us  in  boyhood  as  worthy  of  all  honor  and 
imitation,  which  stirs  feel'mgs  that  lie  far  down  in  the  depths  of  the  soul,  and  inspires 
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£uth  and  trust  in  God  and  in  human  goodness.    Oh !  heayen-taugfht,  heaven-endowed 
man,  ordained  of  thy  Maker  to  be  thy  country's  deliverer  ! 

*  Once  again  I  saw  the  President  He  was  riding,  the  carriage  being  drawn  by 
foar  beautiful  bays.  I  remember  well  its  silver  plate  and  yellow  panuels,  which  has 
ever  since  seemed  to  me  a  proper  and  aristocratic  color  (forgive  me,  shade  of  Wash- 
ington !)  for  a  vehicle  of  this  kind.  Mrs.  or  Lady  Washington,  as  she  was  always 
called,  sat  by  his  side.  She  was  of  a'  comely  and  pleasant  countenance,  and  ap- 
peared to  be  chatting  in  a  lively  manner  to  her  noble  lord  and  master,  whose  usual 
gravity,  if  my  recollection  serves  me,  was  a  little  relaxed.  He  turned  his  face 
toward  her —  I  think  he  smiled. 

*  *  B«  not  too  familiar,  lest  men  see  tliine  iufirmilies  and  learu  to  cavil  at  thy  teachiug.' 

*  This  Washington  appears  to  have  understood ;  or  rather,  the  property  was  innate 
in  his  character ;  and  yet  no  man  had  fewer  infirmities ;  none  less  need  to  dread  a 
close  inspection  than  he.  The  most  conspicuous  trait  in  his  character,  and  one  of  the 
rarest  virtue,  was  moderation.  In  every  act  of  his  life  this  was  exemplified.  Tem- 
perance shone  in  all ;  it  was  the  guide  of  his  conduct,  the  key  to  the  great  success  of 
his  life.  Ambition,  fame,  military  glory,  in  themselves  considered,  seem  never  to 
have  had  entrance  into  his  clear,  conscientious  mind.  With  him  all  the  *  pomp  and 
circumstance  of  glorious  war'  was  never  dreamed  of.  Human  oppression,  '  the 
right'  and  freedom  nerved  his  arm.  He  drew  only  the  sword  of  defence.  Though 
bis  courage  was  undaunted,  enthusiasm  formed  no  part  of  his  character.  The  loud 
clarion  and  the  spirit-stirring  drum  never  drowned  in  his  ear  the  cry  of  despair,  the 
•hriek  of  the  dying.  He  never  for  a  moment  forgot  that  the  fall  of  the  meanest  sol- 
dier on  the  battle-field  carried  desolation,  wailing,  and  often  destitution  into  a  house- 
hold. But  to  return :  The  gaily-prancing  steeds  soon  rolled  the  carriage  out  of  my 
flight,  and  left  me  standing  in  the  crowded  street,  an  enthusiastic  boy -dreamer,  with 
wondering  gaze  and  crowding  thoughts. 

*  Once  more  was  he  borne  along.  The  steeds  not  now  prancing  and  gay,  but 
one — the  old  war-horse — led  before  his  master's  body,  saddle  and  stirrup  empty, 
and  cloth  of  black  covering  him.  Mournfully  the  dumb  animal  seemed  to  walk. 
How  mutely  eloquent  it  was !  The  scene  is  now  before  me  ;  the  solemn  procession, 
slowly  moving,  marked  through  all  its  length  with  the  sad  trappings  of  wo  !  The 
unutterably  solemn  strain  of  music,  the  march  for  the  dead,  rings  now  in  my  ear ! 
I  seem  to  see  again  the  serious,  down-cast  faces  of  the  men  who  followed  after ; 
again  I  hear  the  sobs  and  weeping  of  the  women,  and  the  wondering  and  affi*ighted 
look  of  little  children  is  present  with  me.  Each  one  mourned  as  with  a  personal 
griet  Earth  will  never  again  behold  such  a  spectacle  —  a  nation  dissolved  in  tears ! 
Why  were  they  shed  ?  What  trait  of  .our  beloved  Washington  do  we  most  grate- 
fully reverence  ?  Is  it  not  his  transcendent  goodness,  his  unsullied  integrity,  his 
purest  patriotism  ?  Yes,  we  love  while  we  honor  his  memory.  In  life  we  reposed 
trust  in  him  as  in  an  ark  of  safety,  a  shield  of  defence.  A  GoD-fearing  man.  Hi 
proi^red  him,  and  blessed  his  life.  Favored  of  Heaven,  he  enjoyed  the  confidence 
of  men.  No,  I  repeat,  never  shall  I  forget  the  words  which  wrought  wonder,  con- 
sternation and  fear  in  my  mind,  and  which  was  depicted  on  every  face :  <  Washing- 
Urn  is  dead .''  They  were  spoken  in  a  whisper,  but  how  full  of  wo !  •  •  •  For 
many  years  I  dwelt  in  the  very  house  m  which  the  Great  Defender  lived  ;  I  slept  in 
th«  very  room  in  which  he  slumbered.    Sometimes  an  ancient  friend  of  the  family 
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would  point  out  with  irrepressible  pleasure  and  honorable  pride  the  very  spot  where 
*  The  General'  stood,  and  where  his  *  Lady/  on  ^and  reception-days ;  bow  they 
were  attired ;   what  gracious  words  they  spake ;  how  kindly  and  how  hospitable. 
And  then  the  old  man,  sighing,  said  to  my  mother,  with  the  ever-retrospective  glance 
of  age,  *  Ah !    Madam,  those  were  palmy  days !'      There  was  one  article  in  tbe 
house  which  had  belonged  to  the  Washington  family,  and  only  one.     It  was  an  old 
mirror.    It  fitted  over  the  mantel-piece,  underneath  the  wainscotting,  and  was  never 
removed.    Well  do  I  remember,  when  I  was  a  mere  child,  being  told  this  by  an  <dd 
servant ;  and  of  my  gazing  upon  it  with  veneration  because  it  had  often  reflected 
the  face  and  form  of  the  beloved  Washington.    It  was  held  sacred  as  a  relic  of 
him.     Many  a  weary  night,  when  I  have  lain  sleepless  on  my  conch,  the  wind 
(*  mournfully,  oh  !  mournfully')  whistling  without,  a  lonely  feelmg  would  creep  over 
me  as  I  looked  upon  the  wainscotted  walls  of  '  The  Great  Room  ;*  the  old  blue  tiles 
of  the  large  fire-place  ;  the  deep  embrasured  windows  ;  and  felt  the  stillness  so  pro- 
found within  that  I  could  almost  hear  the  beating  of  my  heart ;  then  the  dark  vision 
of  a  fearful  imagination  has  been  exorcised,  and  the  words  of  my  mother  seemed  to 
whisper  me  again :  *  When  vain  fears  disturb  thee,  remember  the  good  man  who 
once  lay  where  thou  liest,  and  be  thankful ;  the  dark  visions  will  be  dispelled.'    Then 
I  have  thought,  *  His  eyes  have  rested  on  the  same  objects  I  now  behold  ;*  I  have 
fancied  the  thoughts  that  might  have  filled  his  mind,  as  he  lay  on  a  sometime  sleep- 
less pillow  ;  thoughts  pure,  thankful,  self-sacrificing,  noble.     A  vivid  picture  too  of 
the  illustrious  man ;  his  countenance  uplifted  and  lustrous  with  heavenly  peace  and 
hope ;  his  hands  upraised,  and  his  lips  moving  with  words  of  prayer  and  praise,  has 
been  before  me  ;  for  I  had  been  told  that  he  was  *  a  man  of  prayer,'  and  in  this  I 
had  been  taught  to  believe  lay  his  strength.    And  then  (easy  transition !)  a  yet  more 
glorious  vision  passed  before  me  ;  a  beatific  vision.      I  have  seen  him  one  of  the 
tlirong  of  those  who  *  walk  in  white'  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  eternal  throne ;  his 
face  radiant  with  light,  and  a  crown  of  joy  encircling  his  brow ;  yet  wearing  the 
same  serene,  majestic  look  which  ho  wore  on  earth !     Spirit  of  Washington  !  mild, 
wise,  merciful,  temperate,  just — we  evoke  thee !     Influence,  guide,  rule  thy  coun- 
trymen !'     It  is  a  most  remarkable  fact,  that  all  who  ever  saw  Washington  are  unani- 
mous in  their  accounts  of  the  impression  which  his  personal  presence  made  upon  every 
beholder.  •    •    •  The  reader  will  find  not  a  little  wholesome  satire  in  *  The  Way  they 
do  Things  in  Neto-Yorkf'  in  preceding  pages.     The  afiectation  of  using  French 
terms  when  plain  English  would  better  servo  the  speaker's  purpose,  alluded  to  by  our 
correspondent,  is  well  ridiculed  by  '  Punch'  in  a  late  number  of  that  amusing  journaL 
It  is  proposed  that  the  French  shall  reciprocate  a  compliment  so  largely  paid  them  by 
the  English,  in  the  adoption  of  cant  terms  borrowed  from  their  language  by  British 
journalists  in  order  to  denote  the  things  and  transactions  of  high  life.     As,  by  calling 
the  most  fashionable  sort  of  people  the  elite  of  ton,  and  speaking  of  a  dancing  tea- 
party  as  a  the  dansant;  whereas  it  is  the  party  that  dances,  not  the  Htson  ;  and  the 
tea  is  quite  distinct  from  the  caper ;  also,  by  describing  a  person  of  dignified  demean<v 
as  distingue  instead  of  dignified,  a  rout  as  a  soiree,  and  a  meat  breakfast  as  a  dejeU' 
ner  a  la  fourchette.     If  wo,  out  of  admiration  for  the  French  language,  says  *  Fokch,* 
employ  it  when  we  might  full  as  well  talk  plain  English,  the  French  oi^ht  surely  to 
reciprocate  the  civility,  particularly  since  wo  go  out  of  our  way  in  deference  to  them, 
often  using  a  phraseology  which  is  at  the  same  time  Frenchified  and  noDBensioaL 
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Accordingly,  ip  their  fashionable  journals,  we  shall  expect  to  find  such  announce- 
ments as  the  following : 

'  HiSK  au  toir  eaau  ojf,  a  m  maison,  dans  la  Rue  St.  Honoro,  In  grand  hop  de  Madame  la  Comteaae 
de  Vaikillb.    La  compagnie  etait  orn^e  par  presque  tons  les  neeU*  les  plus  tip-tap. 

*  Anjord'hui,  M.de  Fricandbau  donnera,  a  son  hotel,  uu  spread  maf^nifique ;  on  plusieurs  nobs  de 
la  premiere  distinction  se  trouveront  autour  de  son  mahogany. 

'  On  dit  qa'l  y  s  sur  le  Kidderminster  uuo  aliance  nuptiale  entre  un  Marquis  bien  connu  parmi  les 
credk  cercles,  et  une  demoiselle  de  tin.  horitiere  a  un  millionairn  Anglais. 

'Au  plein  tog  Ktfancff  ball  de  Madame  de  Papillote,  ossisterent  une  foule  de  Jlrst-rate  gens. 
L'affaire  etait  extremement  spicy.* 

Touching  the  heraldic  movement  of  our  Russian  contributor,  we  remain  for  the  pre- 
sent entirely  neutral.  There  will  be  food  for  thought,  perhaps  for  anger,  in  our  cor- 
respondent's series.  Thus  far  however  his  sarcasm  is  as  good-natured  as  it  is  cut- 
ting. ...  *  There  is  some  poetry  so  bad,*  writes  *  Paul  Martindale,'  *  that  it  *8 
good.  Whether  the  following  has  that  negative  quality,  you  may  judge.  It  is  cer- 
tainly much  worse  than  mediocrity.  It  was  procured  by  a  friend  of  mine  from  the 
author,  whose  poetic  frenzy  had  probably  been  fired  with  golden  dreams  of  an  inheri- 
tance in  the  acres  of  Old  Trinity : 

•TO     THE     HEIRS      OF     ANNEXE     JANS     BOGARDUB. 


'  nj     URS.     T   ..   .    .,     ONB     07     THZ     BBIK8.' 


'Hail!  brothers  and  sisters  and  kindred  (biks  are  we, 
Since  we  are  all  descended  from  one  family  ; 
From  the  fourth  Ring  of  Holland,  King  William  we  bear, 
And  in  his  royal  bounties  we  all  have  a  share ; 
By  the  grants  that  he  has  given  his  children,  we  find, 
And  we  are  their  descendants —  we  are  all  of  his  line  : 
So  whate'er  be  our  fortune,  whatever  be  our  fate, 
We  are  the  descendants  of  William  the  Great  I 

*But  some  of  us  come  in  a  second  noble  claim, 
Being  the  heirs  of  Wtntik  Stb&ants  Bouardtts  by  name; 
There  is  wealth  still  in  Holland,  there  is  treasure,  we  find. 
For  the  heirs  of  Wtntie  SYBRANTS.who  was  of  noble  line: 
She  was  a  great  lady,  from  Holland  she  came. 
She  married  a  relation,  Bogabdus  by  name  : 
He  too  had  descended  from  Kiag  William's  golden  line, 
Being  the  son  of  Annekr  Jans  Booardus,  we  find. 
Annexe  Jans  was  King  William's  groat-grand -child,  we  hear, 
And  AnnekeWebbeb  her  grandmother,  was  his  own  daughter  dear. 
So  whate'er  be  our  fortune,  whate'er  be  our  fate, 
We  are  the  descendants  of  William  the  Great ; 
Of  William  the  Fourth  of  old  Holland,  we  hear, 
And  in  his  royal  bounties  we  all  have  a  share. 

*  We  also  are  related  to  Victoria  the  Queen, 
Since  we  all  have  descended  from  William  the  King; 
Then  scorn  us  not,  Victoria,  thou  great  and  noble  Queen, 
For  we  are  thy  dear  relations,  as  is  plain  to  be  seen ! 
Though  thy  honors  we  claim  not,  thy  name  we  still  own, 
Since  we  are  thy  dear  relations,  all  descended  from  the  throne : 
From  the  fourth  King  of  Holland,  King  William,  we  hear, 
And  in  his  royal  bounties  we  all  hare  a  share. 
80  whate'er  be  our  fortune,  whate'er  be  our  fate 
We  are  the  descendants  of  William  the  Great ! 

*Now  America  is  our  home,  where  we  are  happy  and  free ; 
Americans  we  are  —  yc»,  Americans  we  be! 
Though  we  are  the  descendants  of  honor  and  fame. 
From  the  fourth  King  of  Holland.  King  William,  we  hear. 
And  in  his  royal  bounties  we  all  have  a  share. 
So  whate'er  be  our  fortune,  whate'er  be  our  lot 
May  the  name  of  King  William  be  never  forgot !' 

*  Where  all  is  so  beautiful,  particular  references  are  unnecessary ;  yet  it  strikes  me 
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that  the  patronizing  tone  of  the  first  part  of  the  third  gtanza,  and  the  patriotic  iMint 
contained  in  the  first  two  lines  of  the  last,  are  worthy  of  especial  commendatioD.' 
Poor  parvenu  <  poetry.'  .  .  •  The  following  graphic  sketch  we  derive  from  a  yoong 
and  talented  friend  recently  returned  from  Mexico  and  Texas.  The  hopeful  subject 
of  it  reminds  us  not  a  little  of  a  kindred  *  artist*  once  described  to  us  by  a  country 
gentleman.  He  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  of  every  person  who  had  submitted 
to  his  operations  as  <  a  job'  of  his  ;  and  while  walking  with  our  correspondent  in  the 
streets  of  the  village  in  which  he  resided,  he  would  suddenly  exclaim :  *  There  comes  one 
of  my  jobs  —  about  as  difficult  a  job  as  I  ever  had.'  The  *  job'  was  a  recent  widower, 
and  his  countenance  was  sad ;  but  when  the  dentist  met  him  face  to  face,  he  said : 
*  Won't  you  be  so  good  as  to  smile  a  little  ?  I  want  to  show  my  friend  what  I 
call  a  very  difficult  and  neat  job  !'  The  bereaved  husband  and  father  however  de- 
clined, and  went  on  his  way,  leaving  our  operator  in  a  state  of  surprise  and  disap- 
pointment at  his  churlishness.     But  to  our  new  correspondent  *  Tejano  :' 

'As  I  returned  laflt  week  from  a  turkey-huut  in  the  Colorado  Bottom.  I  found  our  little  Tillage  la 
an  unusual  state  of  excitement  at  the  announcement  that '  the  celebrated  Dr.  JoaNtfTON,  of  Virginia, 
Professor  of  Dental  Surgery/ would  that  evening  deliver  an  address  on  a  professional  subject, 'at 
J.  Cbonkram's  tavern,  on  the  Square ;  admittance  gratis.'  I  had  been  surprised  on  my  return  fktmi 
the  '  Bottom'  by  meeting  on  the  road  a  very  stylish  light  barouche  with  silver-plated  lamps,  drawn 
by  two  bob-tail  sorrel  trotters,  and  driven  by  a  negro  in  livery.  I  now  learned  that  this  was  the  travel- 
ling equipage  of  Dr.  Johnston,  who  having  acquired  by  the  exercise  of  his  profession  a  splend^ 
fortune  was  now  on  a  tour  of  pleasure  through  Texas,  accompanied  by  his  lady.  Out  of  compassion 
however  to  the  citizens  of  L e,  who  had  not  seen  a  real  live  dentist  for  several  years,  he  gra- 
ciously condescended  to  tarry  for  a  time  among  them,  and  to  torture  the  nervous  system  of  any  an- 
fortunate  individual  who  might  require  his  services.  At  seven  o'clock  the  lecture  began  in  a  large 
upper  room,  where  a  few  rough  boardH  for  seats  contrasted  agreeably  with  the  naked  rafters  of  the 
roof.  A  row  of  tallow  candles  with  large  wicks  were  stuck  round  the  walls  in  little  tin  holders,  af- 
fording light  to  the  assembly.    This  room  was  in  fact  the  town-hall  of  L e.    Here  the  courts 

were  held,  and  divers  important  cases  of  stolen  pigs,  assaults  and  batteries  and  runaway  negroes 
summarily  disposed  of.  Here  also  were  given  the  concerts  of  the  *  Ethiopian  Singers  ;'  the  forewde 
displays  of  Fourth-of- July  orators,  and  the  discourses  of  any  religious  professors  who  might  wish  to 

hold  forth  to  the  good  citizens  of  L e ;  Mormons,  Unlversalists  and  Shaking-Quakers  included. 

I  had  been  seated  for  some  time,  amusing  myself  in  looking  around  upon  the  mass  of  hunting-shirts, 
home-made  cotton  coats,  of  all  shapes  and  colors;  buckskin  leggings;  cocked  beaver  hats,  such  as 
were  used  in  the  days  of  Washington;  cow-hide  boots  and  Indian  moccasins ;  and  contrasting 
them  with  the  more  civilized  garb  of  some  young  lawyer  friends  of  mine  from  Tennessee,  when  I 
was  startled  by  a  loud  crash,  caused  by  the  sudden  disappearance  of  one  of  the  plank-seats,  which 

gave  way  uuder  its  interesting  load,  consisting  chiefly  of  the  gentler  sex  of  L e.    There  was 

(as  an  old  planter  near  me  observed,)  for  a  few  moments  *  a  considerable  smart  chance  of  a  scramble,' 
and  a  confused  pile  of  bonnets,  shawls  and  female  forms,  with  occasional  shrieks  from  a  stout  lady  who 
had  been  turned  wrong  side  up,  and  only  regained  her  equilibrium  at  the  expense  of  sundry  cruahed 
bonnets  and  prostrated  ladies,  who  served  as  stepping-stones.  At  length  however  order  being  re- 
stored, a  cry  arose  among  the  negroes  (of  whom  some  thirty  or  forty  were  collected  round  the  door, 
of  all  ages,  sizes  and  shades,)  of  '  Dar  he  come  I'  '  Dar  's  Massa  Doctor  Johnston!'  and  the  doctor 
appeared,  with  his  lady  on  his  arm.  He  was  a  man  of  the  middle  size,  hard-featured,  with  a  busby 
head  of  gray  hair,  an  immense  pair  of  gold  spectacles  pushed  back  on  his  forehead,  from  beneath 
which  his  cunning-looking  yellowish-grey  eyes  twinkled  forth.  A  white  neck-cloth  enveloped  his 
scraggy  brown  neck,  and  his  costume  was  a  full  suit  of  black.  As  ho  advanced  into  the  room,  he 
held  his  wife  by  the  tips  of  the  fingers,  making  sliding  bows  to  the  right  and  left.  After  handing  her 
'trippingly'  to  a  seat,  he  took  his  station  behind  the  rostrum,  which  in  this  case  consisted  of  a  small 
pine  table,  grievously  cut  and  scratched,  having  been  whittled  upon  by  the  judges,  lawyers  and  poli- 
ticians of  L e  for  the  last  three  years :  of  course,  like  their  speeches,  it  was  rather  a  hackneyed 

affair.  On  this  table  lay  several  rolls  of  paper  of  different  sizes,  to  be  used  as  occasion  might  serve, 
according  to  the  custom  of  public  speakers.  The  doctor,  arranging  his  rolls,  made  a  bow  and  com* 
meneed  as  follows : 
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'Geoileaea  and  ladiei — ladie*  aad  geotlemen :  I  arroved  here  Unlay  at  your  little  town  for  the 
Jteit  time  —  which  are  a  fact.  1  've  aaw  larfer  placea  and  I  've  saw  smaller ;  but  it 's  a  pretty  consi- 
«lerable  p«crt  little  place  for  all  that  It  requires,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  if  I  may  so  'spress  myself, 
a  mighty  nateral  genus  for  to  be  a  good  dentistry — which  there  are  no  doubt  of  that;  none  at  all. 
(A  look  of  ioqnury  around  the  andiencf^  to  see  if  any  one  dissented  from  this  self-erldent  pn^posi- 
tion.)  Four  year  I  follered  the  butcherin'  trade,  and  two  year  I  driv'  pill ;  but  I  oilers  had  a  genua 
for  the  dentistry  line ;  and  notwithstandin'  the  difficulty,  I  will  try  to  explain  the  subject  so  that 
even  a  lady  can  onderstaod  it.  1  shall  ondertake  it  from  the  first  progress  of  disease  in  the  fangs  to 
the  formation  of  the  tartarish  matter  in  the  Utile  blue  veins  under  the  tongue,  which  are  the  cause  of 
decay  in  the  enammil — which  are  ondoubtedly  so,  gentlemen  and  ladies;  that  the  decomposition 
of  the  teeth  affects  the  systum,  and  the  decomposition  of  the  systum  affects  the  teeth.  I  shall  now 
proceed  to  the  operation  of  pluggtn'  the  teeth,  which  is  very  simple.  You  only  dig  a  hole  in  the 
tooth  a  liule  larger  at  the  bottom  than  the  top,  and  stuff  in  a  bit  of  gold-leaC  Thu  is  called  stuffln' 
or  pinggin*.  Two  year  hev  I  been  a-tryin'  to  get  h«ire,  an*  could  n't  do  it ;  my  services  was  wanted 
in  all  the  cities  of  the  Southern  states.  There  was  no  denyin'  people;  they  would  have  Dr.  John- 
ston at  any  price.  I  do  n't  doubt  but  what  you  have  seen  here  some  of  them  impostures,  which  we 
dentistries  krackterize  as  jack-leg  dentistries;  but  I,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  are  a  rale  dcientificky ! 
I  ain't  none  of  your  jack-legs.  When  you  see  a  man  travellin'  in  his  own  barootch  and  his  ewn 
bosses,  you  say  to  yourselves, '  Dr.  Johnston  ain't  no  imposture  ;  he 's  a  Scientificky,  and  no  mistake !' 
Niaety  dollars  monthly  per  annum  it  costs  me  to  keep  my  barootch — ninety  dollars  I  —  and  if  It 
was  n't  fur  my  'upenses  bein'  so  great,  I  should  like  to  distract  all  the  teeth  of  all  the  gentlemen 
and  ladies  free  gratis..  But  there  is  two  nearves :  the  one  nearve  b  of  the  teeth,  and  the  other  is  of 
the  pawket;  and  the  nearve  of  the  pawket  is  fully  as  sensible  as  the  nearve  of  the  teeth.  Here  in 
my  jaws,  (opening  his  mouth  with  a  horrid  griu,  and  showing  a  couple  of  semi-transparent  false 
teeth  as  big  as  pumpkin-seeds,)  is  two  of  the  famous  incorruptible  patent  plate  teeth,  which  is  the 
monarch-teeth  of  all  others.  Fourteen  year  has  these  teeth  been  in  my  jaws,  and  yet  (giving  a  can- 
nibalistic look  around  him,  and  grinding  together  his  formidable  teeth,)  I  think  I  could  bite  off  any 
body's  finger  with  'em  now.  If  any  gentleman  or  lady  wants  to  try,  just  step  for'ard  and  put  your 
finger  in  my  mouth  and  feel  'em.'  Here  he  held  his  mouth  open  for  some  time ;  but  uo  one  appear- 
ing to  care  about  having  their  fingers  bitteu  off  just  then,  he  shut  it  again.  It  may  be  well  imagined 
there  was  a  good  deal  of  laughter  at  this  extraordinary  address,  which  the  doctor  attributed  solely  to 
his  own  facetiousness,  and  received  as  a  well-merited  tribute  to  his  oratorical  powers.  After  some 
cottcloding  remarks,  he  informed  the  audience  that  he  would  be  ready  to  receive  the  calls  of  the  af- 
flicted at  scTen  o'clock  the  next  morning;  when  the  audience  dispersed,  not  however  without  a  pro- 
position to  duck  him  in  the  Colorado  from  the  sturdy  backwoodsmen  whom  he  had  attempted  to 
impose  upon.  It  was  finally  decided  to  let  biin  go  scot-free  for  his  wife's  sake  and  in  consideration 
of  the  amusement  he  had  afforde  j.  The  doctor  proceeded  to  Sau  Antonio,  where  he  had  an  applica- 
tion from  one  of  Col.  Hats'  rangers  to  extract  from  his  head  the  iron  of  an  Indian  arrow,  which  he 
had  receired  in  a  skirmish  two  years  before.  The  doctor,  after  examining  the  scar,  put  on  his  spee- 
tadea,  took  them  off  again,  and  setting  his  head  on  one  side  with  an  air  of  oracular  wisdom,  gave  his 
opinion  as  follows :  '  I  can  't  'stract  that  'ere,  bekase  it  would  kill  you ;  but  I  '11  give  you  some  piUa 
that  '11  wuU  it  in  yonr  ke«id  /' 

*  T.  F.'b  'Ballad,*  to  make  out  the  neceasary  rhythm,  in  the  *  chorus-line/  would 
read  lomewhat  like  the  affecting  old  ballad  of  *Lord  Lovel  and  Lady  Nancy,*  as  sung 
by  yocalista  who  imderstand  the  requirements  of  poetical  feet : 

*  Thbt  buried  her  in  St  Mabt's  church-yard. 

And  they  buried  him  close  by  her, 
And  out  of  her  buzzum  there  grew  a  red  rose. 
And  out  of  hizzen  a  brier-ri-ri-er. 
And  out  of  hizzen  a  brier. 

*  And  they  growed  and  growed  to  the  steeple-top. 

Till  they  could  n't  grow  uo  higher. 
And  there  they  formed  a  true  loveyer's  knot. 
All  true  loveyers  for  to  admire-rire-ri-rire, 
All  true  loveyers  for  to  admire ." 

*  T.  P.'  must  excuse  us ;  we  have  little  leisare  and  less  inclination  to  <  alter  or  amend' 
his  Terse.  .   .   .   Gilbert  Abbott  a  Beckett,  who  writes  *Tke  Comic  BlaekMon^ 
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in  *  Punch,'  has  much  of  the  peculiar  humor  of  the  late  ever-to-be-lamented  Thomas 
IIooD.  Some  of  his  burlesque  illustrations  of  legal  requirements  overflow  with  wit 
and  trenchant  satire.  Speaking  of  the  act  of  *  distraining,'  he  says :  '  A  bollock  walk- 
ing throDgh  a  hedge  into  a  stranger's  field,  may  find  himself  in  custody  for  the  rent; 
and  the  animal  has  nothing  to  do  but  toss  up  with  the  sherifi^s  officer,  if  he  is  desi- 
rous of  settling  the  matter  without  remauiing  a  prisoner.  Tools  nsed  in  trade  cannol 
be  distrained,  and  a  shoemaker  may  hold  out  to  the  last ;  a  carpenter  need  not  con- 
sent to  be  chiseled  out  of  his  chisel ;  and  a  tailor  may  defy  his  landlord  to  take  his 
measures.'  Under  the  head  of  <  Wrongs  and  their  Remedies'  we  have  some  impor- 
tant information,  especially  in  relation  to  the  law  of  libel :  *  Injuries  affecting  a  man's 
reputation  include  slanderous  words  and  written  libels.  Though  it  is  actionable  to 
print  that  which  may  injure  a  man's  reputation,  it  does  not  seem  that  a  printer  can 
have  an  action  brought  against  him  for  printing  a  book  whereby  the  reputation  of  the 
author  is  seriously  damaged.  To  call  a  man  a  rogue  or  a  rascal  in  words,  is  said  to  be 
no  ground  for  an  action,  though  it  would  be  very  good  ground  for  the  action  of  knock- 
ing him  down,  without  going  any  farther  into  the  merits.  Reputation  may  also  be 
destroyed  by  malicious  indictments  or  prosecution ;  as  if  Brown  out  of  spite  indicts 
Smith  for  forgery,  and  it  turns  out  that  Smith  is  a  blacksmith,  and  has  forged  nothing 
but  horse-shoes  and  other  articles,  in  the  way  of  his  trade,  then  Smith  has  a  very 
good  action  against  Brown,  who  has  been  guilty  of  a  very  bad  one.'  In  treating  of 
actions  of  detinue^  the  author  incidentally  mentions  this  fact :  <  Detaining  of  goods 
may  be  illegal  where  the  original  taking  was  lawful ;  as,  if  a  bull  walks  into  my  pre- 
serves, I  may  distrain  him  damage  feasant  while  he  is  damaging  my  pheasants. 
Now,  though  it  is  lawful  for  me  to  take  the  bull  by  the  horns,  or  even  to  seize  him  hi 
tail,  yet  if  his  owner  tenders  me  amends,  I  have  no  right  to  detain  the  brute,  but  mnst 
throw  him  up  or  be  liable  to  an  action.'  He  gives  us  also  a  good  idea  of  debt  <  A 
debt  is  a  sum  of  money  due  ;  but  as  we  are  not  anxious  to  go  very  deeply  into  debt» 
we  shall  not  attempt  a  minute  description  of  what  every  one  must  be  more  or  lew 
acquainted  with.'  Here  is  u  specimen  of  what  constitutes  a  legal  *  discontinuance  :> 
*  If  A  opens  a  theatre,  and  lets  B  a  box  for  three  months,  and  the  landlord  not  being 
able  to  got  any  rent,  takes  possession  of  the  house,  which  closes  in  six  weeks,  and  B 
absolutely  insists  on  sitting  in  his  box,  it  is  termed  a  discontinuance.'  We  have  our- 
selves, in  this  department,  had  '  our  say'  in  relation  to  the  ridiculous  character  of  the 
forms  of  action  in  cases  of  ejectment,  but  we  *  give  in'  to  the  comic  Blackstoni  : 


'  It  is  necessary  first  for  the  claimant  to  make  a  formal  entry  on  the  premises,  and  remain  on  I 
till  he  \*  turneil  off;  but  as  he  might  sit  in  a  field  all  uight,  without  any  one  taking  nny  notice  of  hhs, 
it  is  provided  that  hn  may  have  a  friend  in  readiness  to  come  up  and  walk  him  aw%y ;  and  this  fIrMiid 
is  called  the  casual  ejector.  An  action  is  then  commenced  against  the  casual  ejector,  who  vritM  fai  • 
friendly  way  tu  the  tenant  in  possession,  advising  him  to  come  forward  and  defend  hia  title,  tut  1m» 
the  casual  ejector,  being  only  in  fun,  intends  letting  judgment  go  by  default  if  the  matter  should  bs 
proceeded  with.  The  tenant  in  po8«oii!>ion,  not  rclK»hing  the  joke,  comes  forward  to  defond  the  ac- 
tion, and  then  the  question  in  decided  an  between  the  parties  who  are  really  at  issue.  After  poaaat- 
sion  is  recovered,  an  action  may  be  brought  for  mesne  profits ;  but  if  the  profits  have  been  very  maan 
they  are  hardly  worth  incurring  the  expense  of  action  for.' 

We  are  glad  to  perceive  by  the  English  journals  that  Mr.  Forrest,  our  distinguished 
American  actor,  has  been  received  in  the  principal  towns  of  Scotland,  Ireland  and 
England  with  marked  enthusiasm  by  crowded  audiences.  This  succesd  is  the  more 
gratifying,  since  it  establishes  the  fact  that  talent  and  genius,  which  are  of  no  coun- 
try, will  always  be  appreciated  by  the  people,  all  private  or  public  cliques  to  the  con- 
trary notwithstanding.  Mr.  Forrest,  we  learn,  after  a  journey  through  Spain  with 
his  family,  will  return  to  the  United  States.    He  will  be  warmly  welcomed.    After 
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a  profbomonal  tour  through  the  Union,  he  wiU  take  hiB  final  leave  of  the  stage,  and 
retire  to  private  life.  .  .  '  We  were  glad  to  rednconnter  recently  the  followmg 
admirable  lines,  which  appeared  in  Blackwood's  Magazine  nearly  thirty  years  ago. 
They  were  suggested  by  a  description,  in  the  writings  of  a  French  author,  of  an 
Egyptian  funeral  procession  on  its  way  to  the  cemetery,  which  paused  before  certain 
houses,  and  sometimes  receded  a  few  steps.  The  dead  thus  stopped  before  the  doors 
of  their  friends  to  bid  them  a  last  farewell,  and  before  those  of  their  enemies,  to  effect 
a  reconciliation  before  they  parted  forever : 


'Slowly,  with  measured  tread, 
Onward  we  bear  the  dead 

To  his  lone  home : 
Short  grows  the  homeward  road, 
On  with  your  mortal  load, 

Oh,  Grave !  We  dome. 

*  Yet,  y  et — ah !  hasten  nbt 
Past  each  remembered  spot 

Where  hit  hath  been  ; 
Where  late  he  walked  in  glee, 
There  from  henceforth  to  be 

Never  more  seen. 

'Rest  ye — set  down  the  bier; 
One  he  lored  dwelieth  here ; 

Let  the  dead  lie 
A  moment  that  door  beside, 
Wont  to  flv  open  wide 

Ere  he  drew  nigh. 

'Hearfcen  f  —  he  speaketh  yet  — 
'  Oh,  friend !  wilt  thou  forget 

(Friend  more  than  brother  I) 
How  band  in  hand  we  've  gone, 
Heart  with  heart  linked  in  one— 
^U  to  each  other? 

*  Oh,  friend  I  I  go  from  thee. 
Where  the  worm  feasteth  free, 

Darkly  to  dwell; 
Giv'st  thou  no  parting  kiss  !  ' 
Friend  I  is  it  come  to  this  f 

Oh,  friend,  fkreweUl' 


'  Uplift  your  load  again ; 
Take  up  the  mourning  strain. 

Pour  the  deep  wail ! 
Lo!  the  expected  one 
To  his  place  passeth  on  — 

Grave !  bid  him  hail  I 

*  Yet,  yet  —  ah!  slowly  move, 
Bear  not  the  form  we  luve 

Fast  from  our  sight ; 
Let  the  air  breathe  on  him^ 
And  the  sun  beam  on  him 

Last  looks  of  ligbL 

*  Here  dwells  his  mortal  foe  ; 
Lay  the  departed  low, 

Even  at  his  gate  — 
Will  the  dead  speak  again  f 
Utt'ring  proud  boasts  and  vain. 

Last  words  of  hate  t 

*  Lo !  the  cold  lips  unclose ! 

List  I  list  1  what  sounds  are  those; 

Plaintive  and  low  t 
'  Oh)  thou,  mine  enemy ; 
Come  forth  and  look  on  me. 

Ere  hence  I  go ! 

'  Curse  not  thy  foeman  now — 
Mark  I  on  his  pallid  brow 

Whose  seal  is  set  I 
Pard'niug.  I  pass  thy  way  ; 
Then,  wage  not  war  with  clay  : 

Pardon  — forget!' 


There  Un*t*ti  chance'  for  you,  respected  *  Tom  Bowling,'  unless  you  greatly  im- 
prove upon  the  two  *  experiments'  before  us.  A  blind  negro  with  a  blown-out  candle 
kxiking  at  midnight  in  a  dark  cellar  for  a  black  cat  has  a  better  *  look'  for  success, 
'  aperiently.'  Still,  <  Tom,'  do  n't  let  us  discourage*  you  from  *  trying  again,'  because 
yon  have  not  succeeded  in  your  first  efforts.*  *  Three  times,  and  out'  .  .  .  There 
m  not  a  single  word  of  praise  in  the  annexed  notice  of  *  Hazen's  Orammatie  Reader,* 
which  we  take  from  one  of  the  well-filled  columns  of  the  *  Evening  Gazette  and 
Ttmiuf  daily  journal,  in  which  we  do  not  cordially  concur :  <  Mr.  J.  S.  REDFtELD,  Clin- 
ton-Hall,  has  just  published  the  Orammatie  Reader,  by  Edward  Hazen,  A.  M.,  and 
we  conceive  it  to  be  the  most  elegant  book  of  juvenile  instruction  ever  issued  in  this 
or  any  other  country.  The  author's  ability  and  qualifications  for  the  task  he  has  un- 
dertaken have  been  already  shown  in  'Hazen's  Speller  and  Reader,*  and  a  most 
satisfiu^ry  farther  development  of  his  system  of  imparting  an  accurate  knowledge  of 
the  elements  oi  our  vernacular  will  be  found  in  the  book  undef  notice.  It  is  however 
to  its  typographical  and  illustrated  character  to  which  we  referred  when  Gpeakmg  of 
the  unsnrpaaMd  <  elegance'  of  this  little  school-book.  It  is  printed  on  firm  thick  paper, 
with  IniidBome  open  tjp6,  and  contains  sixty-eight  engravings  from  original  drawings 
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by  CuAPMAN,  which  are  among  the  most  spirited  sketches  that  ever  came  from  the 
pencil  of  that  accomplished  artist ;  and  these  are  engraved  with  a  degree  of  skill  and 
high  finish  that  would  befit  an  illustrated  edition  of  Gray  or  GoLDSMrrH.  Compiared 
with  the  miserable  wood-cuts  with  which  young  folks  have  hitherto  been  obliged  to 
be  content  in  the  volumes  published  whether  for  their  amusement  or  instruction,  they 
mark  a  new  era  in  publications  addressed  chiefly  to  the  young.  TaHe,  that  delt» 
cate  quality  of  the  trained  intellect,  (and  which,  with  its  twin-brother  dificriminatkni, 
makes  a  feeler  to  the  mind  as  important  to  some  of  its  operations  as  is  the  trunk  d 
the  elephant  to  the  purveyance  of  Ihe  creature's  proper  food)  true  taste  is  ministered 
to  in  these  drawings,  at  the  season  of  life  when  it  is  most  susceptible  of  gentle  and 
unconscious  training.  Boston,  which  wo  believe  has  hitherto  been  the  most  famooi 
city  for  its  juvenile  books,  will  doubtless,  with  its  readiness  to  appreciate  a  good  thing, 
instantly  acknowledge  that  the  enterprise  of  Mr.  Redfield  has  given  New- York  M 
much  the  lead  that  it  will  require  great  eflbrts  to  rival  her  in  this  department  of  book- 
making.'  If  our  readers  would  see  for  themselves  how  entirely  just  is  the  pnuBO 
here  bestowed  upon  the  engravings  of  this  beautiful  book,  let  them  turn  to  the 
cut  at  the  head  of  our  *  Gossip'  in  the  present  number,  which  has  been  kmdly 
loaned  us  by  the  publisher.  ...  It  is  really  amusing  to  observe  how  much  the 
meaning  of  a  person  maybe  changed  by  the  mere  transposition  of  words.  A  fhend 
informs  us  of  an  African  church  in  this  town  which  is  called  *  The  Church  of  the 
Colored  Messiah.'  He  dropped  into  it  one  day,  he  says,  and  the  first  sentence  he  hoard 
firom  the  ofiiciating  *  colored  pusson'  was  in  a  prayer,  which  commenced  wkh :  O ! 
LoRD-ah  !  at  thy  great  feet  we  bow-ah  !'  •  •  -A  recent  *  New-Bedford  Meretmf 
mentions  the  arrival  of  the  *  Sarah'  whale-ship  at  that  port,  having  on  board  a  harpoon 
which  was  found  in  the  body  of  a  large  whale.  The  harpoon  was  marked-  •  Lyrm^ 
and  belonged  to  a  New-Bedford  vessel  of  that  name,  which  was  lost  in  18S8  on  a 
reef  near  Oahu,  Sandwich  Islands.  Our  readers  will  remember  the  sketch  of  *  Mo- 
cha  Dick  J  of  the  Pacific,^  published  in  the  Knickerbocker  many  years  ago  ;  a  huge 
mountain-whale,  that  rises  like  au  island  every  now  and  then  Arom  the  bosom  of  the 
Pacific,  trailing  from  his  sides  hundreds  of  green  slimy  ropes,  that  stream  like  '  hor- 
rid hair'  upon  the  waters.  He  will  bo  a  treasure  when  his  time  comes,  not  only  to 
oil-men  but  to  *  workers  in  iron.'  •  *  •  There  are  important  facts  set  forth  and  en-  . 
forced  in  the  article  on  *  Causes  of  Early  Consumption^  by  Professor  Mapbb,  in  pie- 
ceding  pages.  The  benefits  of  mountain  air  in  diseases  of  the  lungs  are  becomiBg 
every  year  more  and  more  apparent  We  had  the  pleasure  recently  to  encounter  at 
that  admirably  kept  and  charmingly  situated  establishment,  tlie  *Weehawken  Himmi 
by  Col.  Jesscp,  a  gentleman  who  had  entirely  recovered  his  health  at  that  modentely 
high  altitude,  although  his  cose  had  been  pronounced  incurable  by  the  phyneiMi 
who  attended  him.  •  .  •  The  first  paper  in  the  present  number  well  deeervee  the 
place  of  honor  which  it  occupies.  It  is  from  the  pen  of  a  talented  contribator«  of 
whom  we  shall  perhaps  have  more  to  say  hereafter,  and  from  whom  we  are  oeitnin 
our  readers  will  always  be  well  pleased  to  hear.  .  .  .  'Charades^  are  not  acceMiUe» 
as  a  general  thing,  to  these  pages.  We  have  not  the  sUghtest  objection  howeyer  to 
oblige  *  M.  D.'  by  asking, '  What  relation  is  your  uncle's  sister  to  you,  if  she  is  not  your 
aunt  ?'  .  .  .  We  appreciate  the  kind  advice  of  '  Observer,'  and  shall  profit  by  it, 
so  far  as  we  can,  without  stretching  the  writer  referred  to  upon  a  Prociuetean  bed. 
We  have  ourselves  objected  to  several  of  the  condemned  passages  from  \m  pen ; 
but  are  assured  and  believe  that  his  ultimate  purposes  are  good,  and  that  if  pemdvep- 
ture  he  may  stem  to  do  evil,  it  is  only  that  *  good  may  come.'    *  You  riiail  aee  anon.* 


184G.] 


Editor's    Table. 


91 


We  are  indebted  to  an  obliging  friend  for  the  subjoined  spirited  translation  of 
'  The  Midnight  Revieto,^  from  the  German  of  Baron  Zedlftz,  (no  relation  of  Prince 
De  Zeioutzpouores,  once  described  in  these  pages  by  Mr.  Washington  Irving,) 
which  illustrates  a  popular  belief  among  some  of  the  old  soldiers  of  Napoleon,  that 
the  Emperor  reappears  and  holds  reviews  at  midnight.  Is  there  not  something  aw- 
fully weird  and  grand  in  the  various  shadowy  pictures  here  presented  ? 


*  When  Midnifht's  hour  is  come, 

The  Drumiaer  forsakes  his  tomb, 
AdJ  marches,  beating  his  phautom-drum 
To  and  fro  through  the  ghastly  gloom. 

*He  plies  the  drumsticks  twaio,^ 

With  fleshless  fingers  pale, 
And  beats,  and  beats  again  and  again, 
A  long  and  dreary  Keveil ! 

'Like  the  voice  of  abysmal  waves 

Resounds  its  unearthly  tone, 
Till  the  dead  old  soldiers,  long  in  their  graves, 
Awaken  through  every  zone. 

'And  the  Slain  iu  the  land  of  the  Hun, 

And  the  Frozen  iu  the  icy  North, 
And  those  who  under  the  burning  sun 
Of  Italy  sleep,  come  forth. 

'And  they  whose  bones  longwhile 
Lie  bleaching  in  Syrian  sands, 
And  the  slumberers  under  the  reeds  of  the  Nile, 
Arise,  with  arms  in  their  hands. 

'At  piidnight,  in  bis  shroud, 

"The  Trumpeter  leaves  his  tomb. 
And  blows  a  blast,  long,  deep  and  loud. 
As  he  rid  ea  through  the  ghastly  gloom. 

'And  the  yellow  moon-light  shines 
On  the  old  Imperial  Dragoons ; 
And  th«  Cuirassiers  they  form  in  lines, 
AmI  the  Carbineers  in  platoons. 


'  At  a  signal  the  ranks  unsheathe 

Their  weapons  in  rear  and  van ; 
But  they  scarcely  appear  to  speak  or  breathe, 
And  their  features  are  sad  and  wan. 

'  And  when  Midnight  robes  the  sky, 
The  Empxboa  leaves  his  tomb, 
And  rides  along,  surrounded  by 
His  shadowy  Staff,  through  the  gloom. 

'  A  silver  star  so  bright 

Is  glittering  on  his  breast ; 
In  an  uniform  of  blue  and  white 
And  a  grey  camp-fh>ck  he  is  dressed. 

'  The  moonbeams  shine  afar 

On  the  various  marshalled  groups, 
!     As  the  Man  with  the  glittering  silver  star 
I        Proceeds  to  review  his  troops. 

'  And  the  dead  battalions  all 

Go  again  through  their  exercise. 
Till  the  moon  withdraws,  and  a  gloomier  pall 
Of  blackness  wraps  the  skies. 

'Then  around  their  Chief  once  more 

The  Generals  and  Marshals  throng ; 
And  he  whispers  a  word  oft  heard  before 
In  the  ear  of  his  Aid-de-camp. 

'In  files  the  troops  advance. 

And  then  are  no  longer  seen  : 
The  challenging  watchword  given  is '  France  I' 
The  answer  is  '  Sl  Uelene  I' ' 


Mr.  C.  G.  Foster,  every  *  item'  concerning  whom  is  well  known  to  the  every- 

Okoming  readers  of  the  *  Tribune*  daily  journal,  has  recently  issued  a  prospectus  of 

'  The  Apollot  a  Journal  of  Music  and  the  Fine  Arts.*     It  will  supply  full  and  impar- 

tial  muncal  intelligence  from  every  city  in  the  United  States,  and  from  Havana, 

Mexico,  and  the  principal  cities  of  South  America.     No  requisite  expense  will  be 

spaftd  to  make  it  a  true  and  watchful  exponent  of  the  interests  and  conditions  of 

mnac  in  the  new  world ;  keeping  pace  with  its  progress  and  faithfully  interpreting 

its  wise  and  beneficent  teachings.    Painting,  sculpture,  architecture,  the  drama,  etc., 

will  teceive  regularly  such  attention  as  their  real  progress  requires.    The  work  will 

be  pQblished  weekly,  in  a  large  quarto  form,  on  the  very  best  quality  of  paper  and 

in  the  most  modem  and  exquisite  style  of  printing,  itself  one  of  the  Fme  Arts.    The 

tenns  of  subscription  will  be  thtee  dollars  per  annum,  always  in  advance,  and  no 

niigle  copies  of  the  paper  will  ever  be  sold.     We  have  no  doubt  of  the  success  of 

'  Tui  Apollo,*  because  we  are  quite  sure  that  Mr.  Foster  will  make  such  a  journal 

M  will  command  it  •    •    •  We  had  a  few  remarks  upon  *  George  Downing* s  Estab- 

^kment  of  Good  Things'  for  visitors  at  Newport,  Rhode  Island,  and  (strange  juxta- 

Po«tion  !)  Mumford's  new  Translation  of  Homer.     But  both  being  too  good  to  spoil 

by  delay,  they  are  deferred  until  our  next,  together  with  notices  of  four  or  five  new 

publications,  and  some  other  words  to  correspondents. 
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LiTSRABir  RscoAD.  — '  Conswlo,'  by  GsoaOE  Sand,  (the  nom  dt  plume  of  Madame  Dudkvimt,) 
is  the  title  of  two  handsomely-printed  Toluutes  from  the  press  of  Messrs.  Wzixiam  D.  TxcKNom  and 
CoKPAKT,  Boston.  The  work  was  originally  translated  for '  The  Harbinger,'  a  Boston  periodieal 
whose  criticisms  we  have  generally  found  to  be  discriminating  and  just.  The  name, '  Oomnicle,'  is 
that  of  the  heroine,  which  in  Spanish  means  '  consolation.'  '  No  word,'  says  the '  Harbinger,' '  ooold 
better  describe  the  peculiar  influence  of  the  book.  It  is  consoling  to  the  depths  of  every  tired  and 
weary  souL  As  sure  as  you  reaJ,  you  are  in  a  clearer  and  more  loviqg  mood.  It  throws  aroumdjvni 
the  sphere  of  an  ideal  person,  a  character  so  truly  conceived  and  so  thoronglily  snstaiaed  that  alnort 
you  are  persuaded  it  has  bodily  exictence,  and  that  a  *  Cousuelo'  lives  for  ypu  too.'  This  is  very 
high  praise.  •  •  '  Wx  have  received  from  Messrs.  James  Munrox  and  Cokpant,  Boston, '  Tht 
Work*  of  Henry  Waret  Jr.,*  and  cannot  resist  the  inclination  to  say  that  these  spirited  and  per- 
severing publishers  are  most  indefatigably  supplying  us  with  a  succession  of  excellent  works.  Their 
valuable  ap4  entertaining  Biography  of  Hxnbt  Wabk  has  been  followed  by  two  voluntea  of  the 
writings  of  that  eminent  Unitarian  divine.  Our  opinion  of  HxNXT  Ware  was  greatly  heightened 
by  his  brother's  admirable  biography.  His  own  published  productions  detract  nothing  from  oar  es- 
timation of  hip  talents.  He  was  more  of  a  man,  more  of  a  theologian,  more  of  a  right-hearted 
thinker  and  more  of  a  poet,  than  even  his  fame  as  a  preacher  authorized  us  to  believe.  Of  the 
talented  Ware  family,  if  not  the  most  gifted,  he  was  the  most  equally  versatile.  The  same  degree 
of  merit  seems  to  have  prevailed  in  every  faculty  of  his  mind  which  shone  conspicuously.  If  notpoa- 
sessed  of  the  deep  science  and  close  philosophy  of  his  brother,  the  physician ;  or  if  less  imbaed  with 
the  tone  and  spirit  of  antiquity  which  pervade  the  eloquent '  Letters  firom  Palmyra,'  by  his  Iwother 
William,  (first  given  to  the  public  in  these  pages,)  he  manifests  a  more  varied  talent,  of  the  same 
degree  of  merit  in  each  department ;  less  perhaps  in  each  particular  kind,  but  in  the  aggregate  of 
his  genius,  more.  The  Reverend  Chanplxk  Robbins,  of  Boston,  one  of  the  best  men  that  breallMi 
upon  this  side  the  Azores,  has  with  great  skill  and  critical  ability  aelected  ftt>m  Hbnbt  WAJUt't 
writings,  in  prose  and  verse,  enough  to  assure  us,  and  posterity  too,  of  the  truth  of  these  remaikiL 
Mr.  Robbins  tells  us  that  he  has  selected  the  most  valuable  and  suitable  of  Mr.  Waxk's  writii^ 
under  the  close  restriction  as  to  ^iMatity  which  the  author's  delicacy  of  feeling  and  soundness  of 
judgment  somewhat  severely  imposed.  Were  there  not  so  much  to  read  that  abbreviatloa  has  be- 
come a  requisite  virtue,  we  might  tax  Mr.  Ware's  modesty  with  too  chary  a  consideration  fi>r  the 
public  desire ;  but  a  glance  at  our  library-table,  and  the  reflection  that  other  good  men  are  jreC  to  be 
born,  (as  we  trust,)  confirm  our  assent  to  the  good  sense  of  his  scruples.  Mr.  Robbins  will  hidolf 
need  a  biographer  one  of  these  days,  and  many  more,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  resembling  him.  Bat  wamj 
that  necessity  be  prolonged  far  beyond  our  span : 

— —  •  diaque 
Lstus  intsrilt  popalo  !' 

The  merit  of  Mr.  Ware's  prose  writings  is  very  great ;  greater  than  can  usually  be  i 
the  *  taking'  compositions  of  a  popular  preacher.  His  more  worldly  essays  well  repay  the  f 
and  all  who  shall  read  his  lecture  upon  the  'Poetry  of  Mathematics,'  will  acknowledge  that  iteoa- 
tains  observation  and  argument  which  must  secure  for  it  permanent  praise.  But  to  leave  the  theolo- 
gical and  philosophical  portion  of  the  volumes  for  a  branch  better  adapted  to  a  magazine  like  the 
Knickerbocker,  we  would  call  attention  to  the  merits  of  Mr.  Ware's  poetry.  Almost  at  roadoa, 
we  transcribe  the  following  prooA  of  his  power  in  verse.  The  first  is  a  sonnet  on  the  coontryehveh 
of  his  friend,  the  beloved  Doctor  Follxn,  at  East  Lexington, (Mass.): 

'  The  Follxn  Church  — how  beautiful  it  stands, 

Graceful  and  calm  in  that  sequestered  nook  ! 

How  doth  a  blessing  from  its  placid  look 
Flow  o'er  the  hamlet  and  its  fertile  lands  I 
Fit  monument  to  him  who  placed  it  there ; 

Whose  soul,  ail  truth,  benignity  and  grace, 

Beamed  forth  in  benedictions,  from  a  face 
Where  might  and  sweetness  met  in  union  rare. 
O  light  of  love,  too  early  quenched  in  death  1 

Yet  as  that  fane,  though  crumbled  to  tiie  ground. 

Would  still  survive,  in  sacred  influence  round, 
80  flows,  and  shall,  from  him  a  quickening  breath : 
Death  to  the  good  man  is  but  life's  extendon ; 
Earth  mourns  his  loss;  Heaven  joys  in  his  ascension.' 
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X^iAc:re  are  touches  of  quiet  nature  and  bttiBor  in  this '  Thanksgiving  Song^'  written  in  1831.    U 
quicks   makes  ooe*s  mouth  water  to  read  it : 

'I  RSMEMBKK,  I  remember,  when  I  was  a  little  boy. 
How  the  last  week  in  November  always  filled  my  heart  with  joy ; 
For  then  Thanksgiving  always  came,  with  every  kind  of  pie. 
And  I  for  once  could  eat  my  fill,  though  father  did  sit  by. 

'  I  remember,  I  remember,  how  on  Mondajr  they  began 
With  rolling  paste,  and  chopping  meat,  and  buttering  patty-pan ; 
And  proud  was  I  to  pound  the  crackers,  or  to  stone  the  plums, 
Or  crack  the  shagharks  with  flat-irons  that  often  cracked  my  thumbs. 

'  I  remember,  I  remember,  how  the  two  next  busy  days 
Kept  the  kitchen  in  an  uproar  and  the  oven  in  a  blaze; 
Till  all  WHS  done  and  cleared  away  by  Wednesday's  evening  skies, 
And  the  proud  tea-table  smoked  with  four  premonitory  pies. 

*  I  remember,  I  remember,  when  the  morning  came  at  last. 
How  joyfully  at  breakfast  1  perceived  it  was  not  faitt ; 

But  loaded  plates  and  smoking  bowls  assailed  our  winking  sight. 
With  *  Johnny-cakes'  and  chocolate  hot,  to  whet  the  appetite. 

*I  remen)ber,  I  remember,  when  the  dinner  came  at  last, 
How,  likfl  the  kings  of  Banquo's  race,  the  dishes  came  and  passed : 
The  exbaustless  line  seemed  threatening  to  run  on  till  crack  of  doom, 
While  still  u  voice  from  every  stomach  cried,  'There  yet  is  room.' 

'  I  remember,  1  remember,  how  those  lessons  in  gastronomy 
Were  sometimes  uiixod  with  questions  upon  Latin  and  astronomy ; 
And  in  geugmpby  how  John  did  ouce,  in  accents  murky, 
Reply  tbat  Cauuau  was  iu  Ham, and  Paradise  in  Turkey. 

'  I  remember,  I  remember,  then  how  tight  my  jacket  grew, 
As  if  'twould  burst  a  buttou  off  with  every  breath  1  drew  ; 
And  BO,  to  settle  all,  we  boys  kicked  foot-ball  down  in  town. 
Or  went  to  see  the  marksmen  trjf  to  shoot  the  tied  hens  down. 

*  I  remember,  I  remember  —  not  what  happened  aAer  tea. 
For  we  had  then  no  grandfather  whom  we  could  gu  and  see ; 
I  only  know  we  went  to  bed  when  nine  o'clock  was  rung. 
And  you  had  better  do  the  same  now  tbat  my  song  is  sung.' 

There  it  of  equal  and  higher  cleverness  a  collection  of  poetry  sufficient  to  make  a  two  hundred* 
^aged'volome  compriaed  within  this  series.     For  the  religious  or  the  more  serious  class  of  readers 
^bere  are  few  books  tbat  can  with  more  candor  be  confidently  commended.    Messrs.  Munrok  and 
C^oMPAirr  have  also  published  a  *  Life  of  Fickle,^  a  neat  little  duodecimo,  which  will  be  interesting  to 
%ho«e  who  admire  one  of  the  most  conspicuous  of  modern  German  thinkers  ;  aptly  characterized  by 
«n  eminent  writer  in  our  kindred  tongue  as  *  a  colossal,  adamantine  spirit,  standing  erect  and  clear 
like  a  Cato  Major  among  degenerate  men  ;  fit  to  have  been  the  teacher  of  the  Stoa.  and  to  have  dis- 
coaraed  of  beauty  and  virtue  in  the  groves  of  Academe.'    A  '  Memoir  of  Henry  A.  IngaUa,*  put  forth 
by  the  same  house,  will  be  found  by  the  friends  of  the  subject  to  be  a  gratifying  sketch  of  one  who 
appears <—  by  his  picture  —  to  have  been  a  very  worthy  young  man.  •  •   •  We  have  before  us  two  lit* 
tie  volumes  of  verse  from  two  new  candidates  for  the  poet's  wreath.    The  first, '  A  Retrospect,  and 
otkar  Poewut*  reaches  us  from  the  press  of  Messrs.  James  Munroe  and  Company,  Boston.    The 
cootents  leave  little  record  upon  the  mind  of  the  reader.    Their  characteristic  is  a  combination  of 
trite  bnt  incontrovertible  facts  with  a  kind  of  rhythmical  debility,  not  capable  of  precise  descrip- 
tioA.    In  the  blank  verse  on  *  Death,*  one  of  the  best  of  several  weak  passages  is  a  very  bad  para« 
phrase  of  an  eloquent  paragraph  in  Dr.  Dewkt's  sermon  on  *  The  Natural  Dread  of  Death.'  There 
is  throughout  the  book  an  equal  lack  of  originality  and  force.    Our  next  book  is  called  '  The  Indian 
OallMM,  and  other  PoenUj'  by  W.  H.  Rhodes.    We  have  read  it  through,  and  have  found  it  to  con* 
taio,  in  its  varied  verse,  many  lines  and  even  passages  of  very  decided  excellence.    But  we  assure 
our  young  author  that  he  has  ranch  to  learn,  and  some  things  to  unlearn.    We  like  for  example  bis 
tribntf*  to  Carolina,  and  her  noble  natural  features;  but  such  sentences  as  *  Narrate  thy  fortunes,' 
iqoander  blood  and  thousands,'  etc.,  and  such  ekings-out  of  poetic  feet  as  *  dash  their  pow-ers  down,* 
'  flow-ers  dot  the  vale,'  *  en-crimson,'  Spitzberg-en's,'  and  th  e  like,  we  should  advise  our  author  for- 
ever to  eschew.    Mr.  Eowaed  Walker,  the  publisher,  has  done  ample  justice  to  the  externals  of 
the  little  volume.  •  •   *  From  the  Brothers  Harper  we  have  two  very  *  excellent  and  approved 
Kood  works ;'  the  oiie  if  the  thirteenth  Number  of  the '  New  Miscellany,*  containing '  The  Fofogee 
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of  Diicovery  and  Re$eareh  in  tht  Aretit  Regions,*  from  the  year  1818  to  the  present  time ;  imder 
the  coinmaad  of  the  several  naval  officers  employed  by  sea  and  land  in  search  of  a  north*west  p«a- 
sage  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific ;  with  two  attempu  to  reach  the  North  Pole  ;  the  whole  abridfed 
and  arranged  from  official  narratives.  The  other  is  entitled  '  The  ItovitiaU,  or  a  Tear  mnong  ike 
English  Jeonits,'  a  personal  narrative ;  with  an  essay  on  the  constitutions,  the  confessional  morality, 
and  history  of  the  Jesuiu  ;  by  Andbsw  Stsinmxtz.  The  same  publishers  have  given  ua,  complete 
in  one  beautiful  volume,  at  the  low  price  of  fifty  cenU,  the  '  Potma  of  Hsnry  Wndaworik  h&mgf^ 
Ioa0.'  The  repeated  editions  of  Longfellow's  poems  sufficiently  controvert  the  idea  that  g—d 
poetry  is  unsaleable.  The  Kame  remark  will  apply  with  similar  force  to  the  writings  of  our  own 
Bbtant  and  Halleck.  Among  the  seriula  of  the  Harpers  we  have  Number  Two  of  the  beaatKhl 
*  Pictorial  History  of  England,'  and  L  ee'8  'Cope/aniTs  Dictionary  of  Practical  Medicine.* .  .  Thx 
last  two  issues  of  MeMrs.  Carey  and  Hart's  excolleat  *  Library  for  the  People'  contains  the 
' Achievements  of  the  Knights  of  Malta'  by  Alexander  Suthxiii.and,  Esq.  The  author  has 
united  the  broken  links  of  a  very  brilliant  and  extraordinary  chain  of  historical  facts,  connected 
with  the  achievements  of  one  of  the  mo6t  illustrious  institutions  that  originated  in  knightly  daring 
and  pious  zeal.  .  .  .  Some  of  the  numbers  of  Messrs.  WiLfcT  and  Putnam's  'Library  of  Aflieri< 
can  Books'  we  have  not  been  enabled  conscientiously  to  praise,  while  one  or  two  of  the  volames 
were  so  little  noteworthy  as  to  demand  no  remark ;  but  the  two  latest  issues  of  the  series,  *MatMM 
from  an  old  Manse,'  by  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  wo  can  most  cordially  commend.  Reined 
imagination,  purity  of  thought,  and  force  and  felicity  of  language,  are  the  charucteristics  of  the  tales 
which  make  up  these  volumes,  and  which  will  not  be  the  less  acceptable  to  the  public  because  they 
have  before  been  publiithed ;  for  such  productions  command  the  interest  of  'once-readers*  as  well  as 
new  ones.  From  the  same  popular  publishers  we  have  a  small  neat  volume,  giving  the  *  ReemUaef 
Hydropathy,'  in  cases  of  indigestion  and  constipation,  with  an  account  of  the  cases  cured  at  a  cele> 
brated  hydrophatbic  establishment  in  England,  by  Edward  Johnson,  M.  D.,  author  of  the  *  Thaorj 
and  Principles  of  Hydropathy,'  etc.  •  •  .  Mbssrs.  Lea  and  Blanchard,  Philadelphia,  hare  pub* 
lished  the  first  volume  of  '  Roscoe's  Lives  of  the  Kings  of  England,'  from  the  Norman  ConqaeaC, 
with  anecdotes  of  their  courts,  etc.;  now  first  published  from  efficient  records  and  other  antheatie 
documents  —  a  very  interesting  and  reliable  work.  ...  *  The  History  of  St.  QUes  and  St.Jmau9,* 
by  Douglas  Jerrold,  Esq.,  continues  to  be  published  in  regular  issues  by  the  established  and  en- 
terprising house  of  Burgess,  Stringer  and  Company.  It  is  replete  with  the  deepest  intereat,  and 
its  inculcations  are  of  the  best  tendency.  It  is  deservedly  acquiring  a  very  extensive  sale.  •  •  •  Wi 
have  received  and  read  with  much  pleasure  'An  Address  delivered  before  the  Wae-ah  Ha-de-inm  ara- 
ne,  or  New  Confederacy  of  the  Iroquois,'  by  Henry  K.  Schoolcraft,  Esq.,  together  with  a  spirited 
poem  by  William  H.  C.  Hosmer,  Esq.,  *  Oenundewah,  a  Legend  of  Canandaigua  Lake,*  deliTered 
on  the  same  occasion  with  the  '  Address.'  •  •  •  We  would  call  the  attention  of  our  readers  to  a  well 
conducted  journal  for  seamen,  entitled  'The  Light- Ship,'  published  in  this  city.  W«  have  real 
several  numbers  of  it.  It  is  an  instructive,  entertaining  nnd  useful  sheet,  and  its  wide  eirculatioa 
must  be  productive  of  good.  •  •  •  Messrs.  Burgess,  Stringer  and  Company  have  published  ia  a 
pamphlet  which  docs  credit  to  the  care  of  the  printer,  Mr.  William  Osborn,  'An  Account  of  aJamr- 
ney  to  Niagara,  Montreal  and  Q^uebec,  in  1765,  or'Tis  Eighty  Tears  Since.*  We  have  heretolbn 
alluded,  in  the  editorial  department  of  the  Knickerbocker,  to  this  instructive  and  entertaiaing 
brochvre,  giving  at  the  same  time  several  interesting  extracts  from  the  original  manuacripL  The 
excellent  lady  who  gives  the  work  to  the  public,  remarks  in  the  preface,  that  as '  the  time  has  anivad 
when  hundreds  and  thousands  will  be  gliding  smoothly  nnd  swiftly  along  to  view  the  most  magalft- 
cent  of  Nature's  works,  it  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  read  the  journal  of  an  intelligent  gentleiaaa 
when  on  the  same  pilgrimage  in  the  year  1765,  and  to  mark  the  difference  of  the  undertaking  then 
and  now.  While  some,  no  doubt,  will  rejoice  in  being  able  to  obtain  so  grand  a  sight  at  so  small  a 
cost  of  time  and  trouble,  others  (perhaps  many)  will  regret  that  the  facilities  aflbrdod  to  travellers  ia 
these  da}s  should  have  deprived  the  enterprii^c  of  all  its  romance,  and  wish  that  they  too  bad  lived 
when  indeed  it  was  something  to  have  seen  the  Falls  of  Niagara.'  .  .  .  'The  Island  City*  is  the  titla 
of  a  spirited  metropolitan  Saturday  journal,  edited  with  good  taste  and  tact  by  Mr.  Buckinghaie* 
author  of  'Harry  Burnham,  the  Young  Continental'  (a  patriotic  novel,  full  of  stirring  incident  and 
illustrated  with  excellent  wood-cngrnvings,)  which  appears  in  weekly  numbers  in  the  'City.'.  •  .  Wx 
find  in  the  'Evening  Mirror,'  (one  of  the  most  spirited  and  various  of  our  daily  journals,  let  na  add 
in  passing,)  a  commendatory  notice  of  the  new  and  rare  book-store  of  Mr.  Kxrnot,  in  Broad- 
way, above  Bleecker-street.  Wc  know  the  praise  bestowed  to  be  well  deserved  ;  and  have  no  doubt 
that  Mr.  Kernot's  intimate  acquaintance  with  ancient  and  modern  English  Uteraturei  and  the  ^t 
editions  of  all  known  works,  will  secure  him  a  liberal  share  of  the  public  patronage. 
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THE   MYSTERIOUS   DUTCHMAN. 


A      SXSTCn      IN     AWCISMT      OOTHAU. 


My  good  old  Dutch  grandmother !  relict  of  the  olden  times,  reve* 
rence  to  thy  memory  !  Peace  to  thy  ashes,  venerable  lady  and  true 
christian  !  Thou  wert,  despite  a  few  human  foibles  that  made  us 
love  thee  all  the  better,  a  iloble  and  honored  specimen  of  humanity. 
I  think  I  see  the  old  lady  just  as  she  used  to  sit  in  her  gay-colored 
chintz-covered  easy-chair,  for  she  disdained  rockers  as  a  '  Yankee 
notion/ and  indeed  was  so  attached  to  all  old  fashions  that  she  seemed 
to  regard  each  new  invention  as  a  direct  insult  to  the  past.  When 
she  saw  new  fashions  take  precedence  of  old  customs,  she  would 
primly  bridle  up  with  a  stately  air,  and  say  as  ironically  as  her  good 
nature  would  allow  :  *  Change,  change  —  all  change  ;  but  I  cannot 
understand  any  of  these  new  fangles!' 

It  would  indeed  seem  as  if  there  never  had  been  a  wise  genera- 
tion until  the  present.  My  ancestors,  and  they  were  true  gentry  of 
the  best  blood  in  Holland  —  for  they  were  the  Bamevelts  and  De 
Witts,  well-tried  friends,  and  noble  martyrs  to  the  good  House  of 
Orange  —  my  ancesters,  I  say,  did  without  these  new-fashioned  fan- 
cies ;  and  so  will  I,  their  unworthy  descendant,  who  have  always  en- 
deavored as  nearly  as  possible  to  walk  in  their  footsteps,  and  God 
willing,  will  so  persevere  to  the  end,  though  all  others  should  adopt 
the  degenerate  innovations  of  these  modern  days.'  Nothing  raised 
my  grandmother's  ire  to  such  a  degree  as  when  she  heard  any  one 
say,  in  a  deprecatory  manner,  *0h,  we  are  Dutch,  you  know.*  *  And 
what  is  there  that  you  ought  to  be  so  proud  of]'  the  old  lady  would 
reply,  with  a  sparkling  eye.  *  The  world  at  large  is  greatly  a  debtof 
to  Holland,  ohe  first  in  Europe  pronounced  the  never-to-be-for- 
gotten words  *  Civil  and  Religious  Liberty.'  She  first  offered  on 
the  altar  of  Freedom  the  lives  and  property  of  her  children  for  the 
regeneration  of  oppressed  mankind;  and  in  this  prolonged  and 
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heroic  struggle  against  a  tyrannical  monarchy  that  commanded  ten 
times  her  wealth  and  strength,  she  hoped  against  hope  and  con- 
quered almost  against  possibility.  '  Liberty  or  death'  was  their  firm 
determination ;  and  they  resolved  that  Holland  should  be  the 
patriot's  grave  or  the  freeman's  home.  The  noble  and  disinterested 
WILLIAM  of  Orange,  might  with  unblushing  cheek  call  our  own 
Washington  brother.  Remember  that  your  countrymen  first  set 
the  example  in  all  that  has  made  Europe  prosperous,  for  the  last  two 
centuries ;  and  actually  achieved  more  with  small  means  than  any 
other  country  has  ever  attempted.  So,  my  dear  young  friends,  when 
you  own  to  a  fault,  nobly  acknowledge  and  endeavor  to  overcome 
it  as  an  individual  one,  but  never  lay  it  off  on  your  country.' 

We  used  to  joke  the  old  lady  on  her  *  pilgrimage,'  as  she  called 
it ;  for  every  summer  she  travelled  to  Schenectady  on  purpose  to 
worship  one  Sunday  in  a  little  church  built  with  bricks  that  had  been 
brought  all  the  way  from  Holland.  She  knew  the  names  of  every 
family  that  she  considered  true  gentle-folks  in  the  state,  and  I  beliere 
with  but  one  exception  they  all  had  a  Dutch  sound.  If  the  good 
lady  heard  of  any  of  them,  for  the  sake  of  euphony  or  convenience, 
dropping  a  letter  or  syllable,  she  mourned  over  it  as  a  sign  of  mod- 
em degeneracy,  and  pronounced  them  unworthy  sons  of  good  fathers. 
Our  grandmother  was  our  kindest  and  most  venerated  friend.  She 
it  was  who  pronounced  upon  and  prescribed  for  all  the  ailments  of 
the  nursery ;  and  if  any  of  the  small  fry  committed  a  worse  fault 
than  usual,  she  censured  with  a  grave  kindness  that  melted  the 
heart  of  the  young  offender,  who  resolved  rather  to  die  than  again 
hurt  the  feelings  of  one  by  whom  they  were  so  dearly  beloved.  And 
in  sickness,  whose  hand  felt  so  soft  and  cool  on  the  fevered  fore- 
head ]  —  whose  eye  watched  with  such  unwearied  vigilance,  and 
whose  voice  soothed  with  such  a  sympathizing  tone,  as  those  of  our 
dear  good,  loved  old  grandmother  1  And  who  hung  on  the  New- 
Year's  tree  such  elegant  and  appropriate  presents  ]  On  spying  hers, 
each  of  us  used  to  exclaim  :  *  Just  the  very  thing  I  wanted  !  I  am 
sure  that  is  grandmother's  !'  Then  flying  to  the  old  lady,  she  would 
enfold  us  in  her  aged  arms,  and  amid  kisses  and  joyful  tears,  pray 
that  God's  grace  might  make  us  good  men  and  women. 

She  frequently  used  to  tell  us  tales  of  other  days,  particularly  of 
those  times  when  the  *  British  red-coats'  had  possession  of  New- 
York.  But  her  favorite  theme  was  a  little  mysterious  old  gentle- 
man, who  hired  and  occupied  a  house  contiguous  to  her  own,  which 
stood  on  the  identical  spot  now  called  Hanover-Square.  My  grand- 
mother pictured  him  as  having  a  sallow  thin  oval  face,  with  a  nose 
and  expression  of  countenance  decidedly  Dutch.  He  always  ap- 
peared in  an  antiquated  suit  of  black,  the  coatfrogged  and  braided, 
with  wide*  skirts,  and  broad  lapelles  ;  the  amplitude  of  these  latter 
being  more  conspicuous,  owing  to  his  diminutive  size,  and  the  then 
prevailing  fashion  of  small-cloUies.  He  wore  massive  gold  knee- 
buckles,  embossed  with  Oriental  characters,  considered  by  many 
people  at  the  time  as  cabalistic  charms.  His  feet  were  neatly- 
shaped,  and  encased  in  thick  shining  square-toed  leather  shoes,  deco- 
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x-«.ted  with  a  rosette  of  black  ribbon,  about  the  size  of  a  small  tea- 
oup  ;   his  well-worn  and  rather  rusty  shovel-hat  was  fastened  up 
'with  three  diminished  rosettes  of  the  same  material.     He  used  pow- 
cler,  and  wore  his  hair  tied  in  a  long  thick  queue  ;  and  my  grandmo- 
ther observed  that  if  any  lurking  pride  could  be  detected  in  the  little 
man,  it  was  in  his  affection  and  admiration  of  this  appendage.     He 
Icept  but  one  aged  domestic,  who  represented  him  as  always  en- 
gag-ed  in  writing  ;  and  it  was  generally  supposed,  from  the  minute 
inquiries  that  he  made  from  every  individual  engaged  in  the  late 
-war,  and  also  from  frequent  letters  that  passed  to  and  fro  between 
him  and  the  celebrated  military  officers  and  civilians  of  distinction, 
that  he  was  collecting  materials  for  a  history  of  the  Revolution,  and 
had  visited  the  United  States  for  the  express  purpose. 

It  was  at  first  supposed,  from  his  well-worn  and  carefully-pre- 
served apparel,  great  literary  attainments  and  unostentatious  manner 
of  living,  that  he  might  be  poor,  or  in  circumstances  that  demanded 
strict  economy.  This  idea  l^pwever  was  soon  contradicted ;  for 
where  money  could  advance  human  happiness,  the  purse  of  the  little 
man  was  always  open,  and  his  lavish  expenditure  upon  objects  of 
charity  stood  in  strong  contrast  with  his  personal  economy.  His 
unequalled  learning  and  profound  research  upon  all  subjects  could 
only  have  been  the  result  of  a  life  devoted  to  ardent  and  constant 
study  ;  yet  it  seemed  that  no  spot  on  the  globe  could  be  mentioned 
that  he  had  not  visited,  and  from  personal  inspection  acquired  a 
knowledge  of  the  habits,  customs  and  opinions  of  all  nations.  He 
often  mentioned  his  having  been  detained  by  sickness  on  Mount 
Athos,  and  dwelt  with  grateful  recollection  on  the  kindness  of  the 
good  Greek  monks  who  treated  the  wayfarer  as  a  friend,  and  min- 
istered to  his  wants  as  to  those  of  a  brother.  He  lingered  with 
delight  upon  the  prospect  of  unsurpassed  and  ravishing  beauty  that 
enraptured  the  sense  of  every  beholder  who  looked  abroad  from 
its  precipitous  ascent ;  he  represented  the  exhilaration  produced  by 
the  delicious  purity  of  the  atmosphere,  the  glorious  recollections  in- 
spired by  the  past,  and  the  profound  impression  caused  by  the  divine 
scenery,  as  superior  to  every  other  earthly  feeling  of  delight  that  he 
had  ever  experienced ;  and  to  his  imperfect  conception,  it  seemed 
as  if  Heaven  could  not  bestow  a  greater  joy  ;  and  he  would  add, 
80  inexpressible  was  his  ecstacy,  that  he  could  not  forbear  ejacula- 
ting aloud  thanks  and  praises  to  his  Lord  and  Maker  for  such  boun- 
tiful manifestation  to  unworthy  man  of  His  infinite  power  and  good- 
ness. Here,  my  grandmother  said,  the  little  man  would  feelmgly 
observe :  *  It  was  a  wondrous  scene,  a  wondrous  scene,  my  dear 
Madam  ;  and  one  that  produced  a  strange  struggle  and  commingling 
of  exaltation  and  humility,  which  made  the  scales  to  fall  from 
human  eyes.' 

The  old  gentleman  often  spoke  of  some  Greek  manuscripts  which 
the  monks  had  presented  to  him,  and  remarked,  that  although  with- 
out name  or  date,  he  yet  considered  them  of  great  antiquity.  On, 
the  day  previous  to  his  leaving  New-York,  he  requested  my  grand- 
mother, as  a  favor,  to  take  charge  of  a  9mall  dark-painted  tin  box. 
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fastened  with  a  brass  padlock,  which  he  informed  her  contained  die 
identical  manuscripts  m  question.  He  observed  that  he  was  gping 
to  the  wildest  parts  of  South  America,  and  as  it  was  uncertain  what 
risks  he  might  there  encounter,  he  should  be  glad  to  deposite  them 
with  her  for  safe-keeping,  until  he  appeared  in  person  to  reclaim 
what  he  considered  highly  valuable  and  truly  ancient  productions. 
The  fate  of  the  old  gentleman  could  not  be  ascertained,  but  he  was 
never  again  seen  in  New- York.  To  all  entreaties  my  grandmother 
would  reply,  that  the  box  should  never  be  opened  during  her  life, 
for  she  ever  after  would  feel  as  if  she  had  committed  a  breach  of 
trust ;  but  at  her  death  it  should  be  considered  as  my  property, 
when  I  might  examine  the  contents,  and  give  them  to  the  world,  if 
they  should  be  deemed  worthy  of  publication. 

On  opening  the  box,  we  found  several  papers  neatly  arranged  and 
tied  with  narrow  black  ribbon.  In  fiach  of  these  was  a  Greek  manu- 
script, written  in  extremely  old  characters,  folded  within  a  transla- 
tion, labelled  '  Leaves  froxM  Mount  Athos.*  They  were  chiefly 
dramatic  fragments.  No  one  who  has  yet  seen  them  has  suggested 
any  doubts  with  regard  to  their  antiquity.  Indeed  many  scholars 
have  assured  me  that  the  utter  absence  of  artifice,  both  in  style  and 
plan,  stamps  them  as  genuine  productions  of  a  very  early  period. 


Ceax)C0  from  Monnt  2ltl)O0. 

ZHX>A1(D    or  TOOKIA  :    two   OLD    MSN   MXST    ON    A.    niLI.   WHIOB    OV»IU;.OOr8     TH»  ISI.ANX>  :     AT    TIUI  VOOEt 

or    Tn«    HII.I.   I,I«8  A   BKAUTirUL    AND    rZ^OURtBHIWO   TOWH. 

First  Old  Man.  —  This  is  a  sweet  place,  stranger,  and  one  that 
makes  my  old  heart  feel  young  again  to  look  on.  Often  when  a  boy 
I  have  climbed  its  rugged  sides  and  steep  ascents,  and  in  wrestling 
with  my  fellows  have  had  many  a  trip  on  thb  sweet-smelling  hifi 
thyme,  the  odor  of  which  recalls  the  long-forgotten  scenes  of  youth* 
I  see  perched  on  its  rocks  the  old  hives,  the  self-same  colonies  of  bees, 
and  tending  their  buzzing  swarms  the  same  saucy  little  rascals,  half 
clad  in  the  ragged  sheep-skins  that  they  wore  five-and-sixty  years 
ago.  But  the  city  and  plain  below,  O  old  man  !  show  the  work  of 
many  hands.  The  gods  must  have  showered  blessings  on  this  land, 
and  the  people  have  used  them  wisely ;  for  how  stately,  magnificent 
and  numerous  have  grown  the  temples ;  how  enlarged  the  city's 
boundary ;  and  how  beautiful  and  inviting  are  the  groves  and  gar- 
dens that  decorate  the  plain !  Oh  Jove,  all-seeing,  grant  that  my 
family  be  likewise  prosperous  ! 

Second  Old  Man.  —  Stranger,  your  words  and  looks  denote  a 
time-honored  age,  which  requires  rest  and  friendly  tendance ;  but 
I  fear  that  adverse  fortune  with  unfriendly  foot  has  followed  your 
declining  years.  Has  your  old  age  no  son  to  lean  on  ?  or  pious 
daughter,  with  ready  hand,  to  administer  household  cares,  so  need- 
ful to  the  aged?  Your  worn  apparel  and  travel-stained  wallet 
would  bespeak  a  long  and  lonesome  journey. 

First  Old  Man. — Ah,  friend  !  to  me  the  fates  decreed  a  long 
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^^Bnd  lonesome  life.  But  grant,  all-powerful  Jove  !  the  light  of  h6pe 
'^o  shine  on  these  my  latter  days  !  that  children's  eyes  may  watch 
^my  failing  strength,  and  weep  over  a  father  s  parting  breath  ;  that 
^ious  hand  of  fond  son  or  daughter  may  decently  compose  these 
aged  limbs,  and  carefully  perform  those  funereal  rites  so  grateful  to 
the  gods  and  so  necessary  to  man's  repose.  Oh,  stranger  !  inform 
me  if  you  can,  and  glad  a  desolate  innrm  old  man  with  tidings  of 
his  long-lost  children  !  Know  you  aught  of  Charmion,  the  son  of 
Glycine  and  Age  us,  whose  father  many  years  long  passed  was 
forced  away  by  cruel  pirates  and  sold  a  slave  in  distant  lands  ?  —  or 
of  the  little  Glycine,  named  after  her  blooming  mother  1  For  I, 
their  most  ill-fortuned  father,  stand  here  before  you  asking  for  my 
children. 

Second  Old  Man. — Ageus,  old  man!  are  you  Ageus  ?  And 
remember  you  not  young  Lyrenus,  the  son  of  Eon? — whose 
father,  neighbor  next  to  thine,  won  a  wreath  of  pine  leaves  for 
wrestling  at  the  Isturian  games  ?  and  how  we  two  striplings  used 
to  practice,  with  firm  ^p  and  laced  limbs,  in  the  hope  when  men 
to  GO  the  same  ? 

First  Old  Man. — Thanks  to  the  gods,  oh  Lyrenus  !  —  and  I  ac- 
cept it  as  a  most  propitious  omen,  mat  in  my  native  country  these 
aged  eyes  first  fell  on  thee,  my  boyhood's  dearest  friend.  Tell  me, 
I  pray  thee,  if  aught  that  owed  life  to  me  is  yet  among  the  living  ? 
But  if  all  have  descended  to  Pluto's  dark  abode,  let  silence  speak 
the  dreaded  truth. 

Second  Old  Man. — Old  man,  one  loved  one,  the  good  Glycine, 
still  lives  to  call  thee  father,  the  proud  mother  of  six  noble,  duteous 
sons,  each  one  of  whom  will  be  to  thee  a  Charmion,  and  multiply 
the  love  of  one  six-fold.  The  tiny  hands  of  prattling  children  will 
climb  thine  aged  knees,  and  fondly  lisp  a  warm  welcome  to  their 
grand-dame's  venerable  sire.  Oh  !  may  the  fates  decree  thee  a  few 
nappy  years  on  earth,  thou  good  old  man ;  and  then  thou  wilt  lie 
down  loved  and  full  of  years  among  thy  children  and  thy  children's 
children,  honored  and  beloved  of  all. 

First  Old  Man. — Bitter  and  sweet,  O  friend!  It  is  ever  thus 
the  gods  have  mixed  the  cup  of  life.  But  hearty  thanks,  most  joy- 
ful thanks,  for  all  that 's  spared.  Oh  !  thou  good  Lyrenus  !  quickly 
lead  me  to  my  child ;  the  father  so  rushes  to  my  heart  that  it  will 
l>ur8t  if  I  enfold  not  soon  my  daughter. 

Second  Old  Man. — Oh !  my  Ageus  !  joy  shakes  thine  aged 
limbs ;  thy  breath  comes  short  and  quick.  Sit  down  beneath  this 
olive  shade,  close  by  the  bubbling  spring,  and  I  will  lave  your 
lieated  head  and  throbbing  breast  with  its  cool  waters,  and  relate 
your  daughter's  fortune.  Though  well  and  happy,  she  dwells  not 
on  this  island.  With  her  husband  she  joined  a  colony  that  settled  on 
the  shores  of  Afric  ;  with  a  fair  wind,  but  two'day's  sail  from  hence. 
I  have  a  vessel  freighted  with  merchandise  that  sails  for  there  to-mor- 
row, with  Neptune's  and  the  wind's  good  vnW,  that  will  aiTord  you  a 
passage  most  opportune.  But  my  impatience  bums  to  know  what 
laDds  the  fates  have  led  you  to  ;  whether  among  a  people  barbarous 
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and  cruel,  who  practice  impious  rites  and  hate  the  stranger,  or  those 
who,  ruled  by  milder  deities  and  civil  polity,  are  kind  and  just  to  all-' 

First  Old  Man. — A  few  short  words,  O  friend  !  will  tell  you 
all ;  for  though  joys  are  quickly  forgotten  and  griefe  are  remembered 
long,  yet  he  who  has  suffered  acutely  and  painfully  is  loth  to  paint 
the  past,  and  shade  it  in  all  the  dark  and  dismal  colors  which  nave 
lowered  upon  his  fate ;  small  sorrows,  which  hope  and  time  c&n 
cure,  we  dilate  and  dwell  upon,  and  ask  for  sympathy  from  those 
we  love ;  but  there  are  woes  unutterable,  incurable,  which  we  dare 
not  think  on,  and  that  would  make  us  mad  to  tell ;  woes  that  the 
gods  can  only  know  and  only  death  can  heal  You,  my  Lyrenus, 
knew  me  a  happy  husband  and  father,  disporting  midst  the  joys  of 
life,  which  grew  in  such  a  thick  profusion  round  my  path  that  I 
forgot  the  world  was  mutable,  and  in  my  dreams  filled  up  the 
&ture  with  the  same  pleasant,  fortunate  life  that  had  smiled  upon  the 
past ;  blindly  forgetting  —  oh,  short-sighted  being  !  -—  that  Fate  has 
graved  on  fortune's  wheel  man's  destiny,  and  chained  with  iron 
hand  each  mortal  to  the  inevitable  track.  Self-gratulatiog  man, 
untaueht  by  wise  adversity,  considers  himself  the  architect  of  his 
own  fortune,  and  proudly  sitting  on  the  apex  of  prosperity,  swells 
with  vain  conceit ;  when  suddenly  the  pile  of  happiness  dissolves, 
down  falls  the  stricken  wretch,  loud  crying  on  the  gods  that,  they 
are  greater  far  than  he,  and  demanding  succor  for  helpless  man 
from  numerous  deities  wl^se  names  were  quite  forgotten  when  be 
needed  not  assistance.  Misfortune  proves  to  man  his  utter  insuffi- 
ciency, and  so  convinces  him  of  Jove's  all-powerful  might,  that  like 
a  submissive  child  with  mingled  reverence  and  fear  he  bends  be- 
fore high  Heaven,  and  all  his  nature  kindles  with  a  new-bom  and 
enlightened  love,  that  cries  out,  *  Father !  O,  my  father !  give  me  ' 
strength  !'  and  thus,  my  Lyrenus,  through  weakness  I  found  grater 
might. 

Second  Old  Man. -t- Wise  are  the  lessons  of  adversity  and  safe 
the  counsels  guided  by  experience.     Our  state  at  present  has  need 
of  such.     But  before  we  talk  of  public  matters,  and  I  lay  out  our 
numerous  grievances  for  your  inspection,  tell  me  what  peoples  you , 
have  sojourned  with,  and  where  your  fortunes  led. 

First  Old  Man.  —  It  might  be  such  an  eve  as  this  fine  day  will 
leave,  when  earth,  sky  and  ocean,  wrapped  in  peace,  looked  smilingly 
on  each  other ;  it  was  a  most  holy  eve,  so  sanctified  by  love  uid 
beauty  that  you  would  never  have  thought  a  deed  of  violence  bad 
ever  stalked  abroad  or  sullied  the  fair  earth  ;  when  suddenly,  from 
behind  the  covert  of  a  rugged  rock,  four  ruffians  swifUy  rushed  and 
quickly  dragged  me  into  a  boat ;  when  there,  they  thrust  me  down 
and  tightly  bound  my  hands  and  feet ;  then  threw  over  me  a  mat, 
upon  the  edges  of  which  they  sat,  and  rowed  away  with  all  their 
force,  until  we  reached  a  larger  vessel.  They  then  unbound  my 
torpid  limbs  and  bade  mo  mount  its  sides.  When  there,  full  soon 
I  read  my  hopeless  fate,  for  all  around  stood  fierce  Corcyrean  pirates, 
who  greeted  with  a  fierce  inhuman  joy  another  captive.  They  took 
me  down  beneath  the  deck,  and  there  I  met  with  many  other  wretched 
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Greeks,  reserved  for  slavery.     Nine  days  they  pent  us  in  this  watery 
prison ;  on  the  tenth  we  entered  the  dark  ana  savage  Euxine,  where 
they  feared  pursuit  no  longer,  and  escape  was  scarcely  possible. 
Then  they  bade  us  come  on  deck  and  bathe  and  eat,  and  clad  us  in 
such  attire  as  they  thought  would  best  please  barbarian  masters. 
Day  by  day  some  miserable  one  they  bartered,  exchanging  for  the 
skins  of  beasts  and  fleecy  wool  much-suffering  men.     Me  they  re- 
served until  we  reached  the  southern  and  most  sterile  verge  of  this 
black  sea,  where  they  sold  me  to  the  wild  Heniochi.     Five-and- fifty 
years  was  I — I,  a  civilized  man,  knowing  and  loving  a  freeman's 
rights — a  slave  to  these  barbarians ;  long  the  sport  of  their  un- 
curbed and  fitful  whims.     But  a  firm  reliance  on  paternal  Jove,  and 
a  most  assured  confidence  that  however  dark,  he  never  forgets  his 
children's  fate,  enabled  me  to  meet  misfortune  with  unruffled  tem- 
per and  look  on  insult  with  serene  composure.     I  tried  to  bear 
with  cheerfulness  the  savage  passions  of  untamed  men,  and  taught 
the  children  many  useful  arts  and  sciences,  that  as  they  grew  waked 
milder  feelings  in  their  young  hearts,  and  inspired  them  with  a  new 
humanity.     They  became  aware  of  many  wants  which  their  fathers 
never  knew,  and  gained  a  sense  of  beauty  and  of  order  that  neu- 
tralized the  savage  in  their  breasts.     These  new  feelings  found  vent 
in  words  novel  and  delightful  to  their  untutored  ears,  creating  a 
social  and  improving  communion.     I  also  taught  them  that  by  plant- 
ing erain  ana  pulse  they  might  with  li^ht  labor  raise  food,  which 
huntmg  yields  with  weary  toil  and  most  uncertain  luck.     Thus,  O 
my  friena !  by  almost  imperceptible  degrees  a  great  change  was 
effected :  the  children,  as  they  grew  to  strong  manhood,  looked  on 
me  with  a  filial  love,  and  said  I  had  returned  them  good  for  evil ; 
and  that  I  was  a  prophet,  or  some  god  who  had  brought  them  know- 
ledge and  a  sense  of  goodness  from  a  better  world.     But  I  told 
them,  My  children,  I  am  a  man  weak  and  much-suff*ering  like  your- 
selves, but  by  the  cultivation  of  our  common  nature,  and  early 
planting  seeds  of  knowledge  that  have  blossomed  since,  you  take 
me  for  a  higher  being ;  there  are  some  of  you  with  like  advantages 
who  might  perhaps  be  wiser  far  than  I.     Then  I  told  them  of  my 
country's  arts  and  sciences,  religion,  polity,  and  all  that  makes  man 
honorable,  humane  and  civilized.     After  many  years,  worn  and  old, 
I  begged  them  to  spare  me  farther  labor,  aiid  devise  some  means 
whereby  I  might  return  and  die  in  mine  own  country.     This  they 
consented  to ;  with  many  tears  and  amid  sad  embi*aces  they  scraped 
the  dust  from  beneath  my  feet  and  laid  it  on  their  heads  in  token 
of  submissive  reverence.     Six  young  men,  most  beloved,  rowed  me 
eight  days  in  a  boat  until  we  met  a  certain  galley ;  then  leaving 
many  valuables,  they  took  a  sorrowftil  leave.     But  on  the  dread 
Chalcidian  shore  we  suffered  shipwreck  and  lost  all  our  cargo ; 
when  some  Eubcean  fishermen  took  pity  on  a  poor  old  man  and  of- 
fered him  a  passage  home.     On  our  approach  the  unfriendly  wind 
and  tide  set  strong  against  the  harbor ;  this  forced  them  to  land  me 
on  the  northern  shore,  and  this  mountain  I  must  needs  climb  before 
I  could  reach  the  city's  bounds. 
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Second  Old  Man. — O,  ever-changing  Life,  how  many  sides  hast 
thou  !  —  and  he  who  would  be  truly  wise,  (sad  lesson  !)  must  learn 
them  all.  We  must  be  scholars  in  Affliction's  school^  and  to  her 
sharp  chastisements  bow,  before  we  can  know  our  own  nature  and 
through  that  knowledge  govern  others.  O,  my  Ageus,  when  we 
were  young,  Experience  was  most  honored,  and  on  the  prudence 
of  the  old  the  youth  relied ;  but  now  Discretion,  that  necessary  re- 
gulator of  all  virtues,  has  fled  our  city,  and  loud-tongued  Zeal,  'un- 
proved by  deeds,  has  sown  dissension  through  the  land. 

First  Old  Man.  —  I  see  no  marks  of  foreign  foes  nor  still  more 
dreaded  civil  war.  Destruction  sits  not  howling  over  a  desert,  nor 
do  I  see  famished  Death,  with  wide-extended  hungry  jaws,  ready  to 
swallow  a  nation's  life.  But  happy  Peace,  twm-bom  with  glad 
Prosperity,  walks  smiling,  scattering  from  Plenty's  horn  rich  fruits 
and  flowers  over  all  the  land ;  unarmed  Industry  reaps  with  sturdy 
strength  the  yellow  harvest,  nor  pauses  from  the  patient  toil  to  look 
around  for  open  foe  or  ambushed  enemy.  Women  and  little  chil- 
dren glean  up  most  carefully  the  scattered  grain,  as  if  War's  horrid 
trump  had  never  pealed  its  deadly  blast  in  their  aflrighted  ears,  nor 
waked  up  pale  Discord,  who  with  savage  Joy  seizes  her  whip  of 
flames,  and  drives  over  all  humanity  HelVs  nre-breathing  hounds  ! 

Second  Old  Man.  —  No,  friend ;  dread  Bellona  thunders  from 
afar ;  War's  lightning  strikes  not  yet  our  state.  I  pray  the  gods 
avert  the  evil !  But  we  have  fallen  on  contentious  times ;  strange, 
snarling,  contradictory  times ;  when  men  in  their  high  wisdom  have 
discovered,  nay  proved,  that  shedding  of  human  blood  for  the  ac- 
,  quisition  of  larger  territory,  or  to  gratify  uncurbed  ambition,  is  sin- 
ful in  the  extreme;  they  also  say  that  persecution  for  opinion's 
sake  is  most  unwise,  unjust,  and  fails  signally  of  its  intent.  Yet 
before  the  echo  of  these  words  is  off  their  lips,  and  another  inspira- 
tion drawn,  they  tell  you  that  all  who  differ  from  them  in  politics 
are  fools  or  knaves,  too  ignorant  to  know  their  country's  good,  or 
else,  subservient  to  gold  or  place,  they  care  not  for  its  weltare.  Jf 
the  populace  shout  for  one  who  squares  not  with  their  opinion,  they 
shrug  their  shoulders,  show  indifference,  and  drawl,  with  affected 
pity,  *  Poor  fools  !  when  lank  sides  come  together,  and  there  are  no 
beans  or  garlic  to  put  between,  they  will  then  return  to  me.'  But 
if  intolerant  in  politics,  in  religion  they  are  more  rigid ;  and  stranger 
still,  O  Ageus,  to  you  who  have  passed  your  liw  with  savages,  it 
would  be  incomprehensible  how  much  we  hate  each  other  on  the 
gods*  account! 

First  Old  Man. — Let  not  such  blasphemy  fall  upon  my  ears! 
Men  deify  their  own  base  violent  passions  and  baptize  them  in  Re- 
ligion's holy  name ;  thus  impiously  imposing  on  their  followers  a 
juggle  and  a  cheat  as  Heaven's  divinest  will.  Oh  no,  my  friend ; 
religion  drives  out  of  man  all  evil  passions,  and  in  the  place  of 
these,  plants  every  virtue  that  can  benefit  his  kind ;  long-suffering 
patience,  meekness,  charity,  hatred  of  sin  but  pity  for  the  sinner, 
and  ^  deep  sense  of  human  frailty ;  for  the  good  man  knows  that 
none  are  entirely  wise  or  perfect.     Oh,  my  Lyrenus,  it  must  be  that 
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you  have  not  quite  forgotten  your  boyish  tricks,  and  make  a  sport  of 
my  credulity ;  for  it  is  incredible  that  man,  blind  though  he  be, 
should  so  far  Wander  from  the  truth  as  to  distort  religion's  pact, 
heaven's  most  holy  bond  of  love,  v^^hich  binds  earth  to  the  gods, 
man  to  his  Creator,  and  all  human  beings  in  deeds  of  kindness  one 
to  the  other,  into  an  instrument  of  hatred.  It  is  most  monstrous  ? 
Surely  such  a  baleful  evil  cannot  have  lighted  on  Greece. 

Second  Old  Man. — Would  it  were  otherwise,  oh  Ageus  !  but  on 
reaching  yonder  city,  you  will  find  it  far  too  true.     Ten  years  ago 
rich  Myron  breathed  his  last,  and  on  that  breath  blew  countless 
evils  over  our  land.    Some  time  before  he  employed  the  cunning 
hand  of  Agenor  to  form  two  ffolden  horses  with  flowing  manes  and 
tails;    this  he  performed  with  such  creative  skill  that  they  appa- 
rently were  instinct  with  life.     You  would  have  sworn  they  champed 
the  bit,  and  that  you  saw  their  nostrils  proudly  inflate  with  living 
breath.     These  he  intended  for  Apollo's  shrine ;  but  taking  some 
angry  pique  at  the  priest,  he  kept  them  till  his  death ;  then  said, 
•  The  priest  who  could  prove  his  god  the  mightiest  should  have  his 
horses  for  a  gift/     Each,  to  do  this,  incautiously  assailed  the  others' 
deities,  and  in  their  angry  eagerness  forgot  to  defend  their  own ; 
but  thought,  oh  foolish  men !  that  bv  proving  the  rest  all  false,  their's 
vould  stand  as  the  true.     The  atheists  and  sophists  opened  wide 
their  hungry  ears,  and  listened  with  delighted  sneers ;   they  eagerly 
caught  up  the  separate  arguments,  and  wove  them  into  one  entire 
negation,  denying  all,  with  a  more  plausible  show  of  reason  than 
they  had  ever  before  known  how  to  use.     The  unlvary  dnd  wicked 
rushed  into  this  net  of  nooses,  until  all  morals  are  neatly  choked ; 
the    really  good,  almost  bewildered,  pas&  quietly  by  unheeded ; 
while  Hypocrisy  rears  aloft  her  snaky  crest,  ready  to  coil  round  any 
shrine  where  Interest  leads,  or  change  to  any  color  that  Fashion 
ivears.     But,  my  friend,  this  is  the  time  of  day  when  our  citizens 
take  offerings  to  the  temples,  and  also  when  orators  and  clients 
meet  for  the  discussion  of  public  business.     If  we  walk  round  and 
listen  among  the  various  groups,  their  words  wi]l  best  inform  you  of 
the  city's  state.     Exit. 
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Down  to  yonder  bonk  i 
O,  delay  not.  tnuty  friend  I 
Go — and  ubO  your  hnoda  u  oars, 
If  you  'd  touch  the  farther  shores ; 
As  a  rudder  work  your  breast, 
If  on  yonder  bank  you  'd  rest; 
M like  your  slender  body,  too. 
Like  a  ship — so  prosper  you  I 
And  if  to  the  other  side 
Through  the  waves  you  safely  f  tide, 
By  the  aid  of  Odd  all-wise, 
And  the  Viaom  of  the  skies ; 
And  if  to  our  iMst  you  pass, 

Vol.  xni. 


Where  our  covncils  meet,  alas! 

Where  the  goats  are  roosted,  too, 

Phlorab,  Tomb&as,  which  we  slew ; 

And  if  our  companions  say, 

'  What  has  made  the  Klepht  delay  V 

Do  not  answer  that  I  'm  fled 

To  the  regions  of  the  dead ; 

But  Chat  I  have  married,  say, 

In  the  stranger4and  away : 

For  the  wife  that  I  have  ta'en 

Is  thO  dark  Earth's  wide  domain  ; 

And  for  kinsmen  now  I  own 

Every  little  I 
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LADT      COKTntBOTOH. 


'T  was  sunset :  and  I  watch'd  the  sky 
Just  as  the  evening  draweth  nigh, 

As  down  he  sinks  to  rest ; 
Cloud  after  cloud  was  tingM  with  gold, 
»  Brighter  and  brighter  to  behold, 

Through  all  the  crimson'd  west 

How  beautiful  the  landscape  o*er, 
Now  made  more  smiling  than  before. 

With  his  enliv'ning  rays ; 
The  very  birds  on  glittering  wing 
Seem  to  select  this  time  to  sing 

Their  evening  song  of  praise. 

The  little  insects  as  they  fly, 
Appear  like  spangles  to  the  eye, 

As  in  its  beams  they  move  ; 
All  Nature  looks  so  bright  and  gay. 
Well  pleas'd  she  almost  seems  to  say, 
*  Behold  our  God  is  love.* 

But  as  I  ^azM  with  fond  delight, 
A  cloud  just  hid  it  from  my  sight. 

Though  still  its  rays  were  seen  : 
Fit  emblem  of  that  love  divine. 
Which  through  affliction  still  doth  shine. 

And  brighten  ev'ry  scene. 

I  watch'd  it  till  it  seem'd  to  go 
Farther  and  farther  still  below 

The  clear  blue  vault  of  heav'n  ; 
Its  beauteous  pencillings  soon  did  fade. 
Cloud  after  cloud  was  darker  made. 

As  evening  shades  were  giv*n. 

Just  BO  the  Christian's  couise,  when  run. 
Sinks  calmly  as  the  setting  sun, 

And  enters  into  rest ; 
A  heavenly  halo  spreads  around, 
He  seems  with  greater  glories  crowned  — 

His  last  scene  is  his  l^st 

Yet  lo  !  to-morrow's  sun  shall  rise 
And  tread  the  circuit  of  the  skies. 

And  send  its  light  abroad  ; 
But  now,  the  Christian's  labors  o'er, 
He  too  shall  rise,  but  set  no  more  — 

His  spirit  rests  with  God  ! 
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®l)e  €l)atl)am. 

Naturalists  who  go  poking  through  the  world,  scrutinizing  dung- 
hills and  investigating  the  contents  of  decaj^d  logs  while  in  pursuit  of 
bugs  and  spiders,  are  honored  as  philosophers  and  distinguished  by 
grand  titles  implying  learning  in  their  possessors  ;  but  we  who  ven- 
ture into  crypts  and  mansards  in  search  of  new  varieties  of  our  own 
species,  must  be  sneered  at  and  contemned  for  our  trifling  pursuits 
and  vulgar  tastes.  Heaven  give  us  patience  !  Is  a  spider  then,  even 
though  it  may  have  a  dozen  legs,  of  greater  importance  than  a  man, 
or  must  a  worm,  though  it  be  a  glow-worm,  take  precedence  of  a 
woman  1  It  may  be  to  gain  consideration  that  learned  men  call 
themselves  hook-worms^  and  that  the  importance  of  entomology  leads 
mankind  to  pay  greater  respect  to  hnm-htLgs  than  to  any  others  of 
their  own  species.  We  have  been  compelled  into  these  ill-natured 
remarks  by  the  imbecile  snarlings  of  the  Zoilus  of  a  Milliner's 
Magazine,  who  the  other  day  accused  us  of  vulgarity  and  a  Flemish 
taste,  and  because  we  mean  to  offend  all  such  delicate  monsters  in 
this  article  by  introducing  them  into  low-lived  vulgar  company.  If 
they  prefer  the  society  of  Arachnidae  and  Chrysomelidae  to  that  of 
beings  a  little  lower  than  the  angels,  and  can  derive  more  pleasure 
from  a  Scarabaeus  than  from  a  Scaramouch,  they  would  do  well  to 
proceed  no  farther  with  us.  For  our  own  individual  tastes  we  prefer 
the  lowest  order  of  men  to  the  highest  order  of  insects,  and  should 
never  choose  a  bug  for  thte  hero  of  a  story,  even  though  it  were  a  gold- 
bug.  But  tastes  differ,  and  we  are  entirely  willing,  friend,  to  allow 
you  the  indulgence  of  your  tastes,  only  we  claim  the  privilege  of  in- 
dulging our  own.  It  is  not  our  fault,  but  your  own,  that  you  differ 
from  us ;  therefore  do  not  quarrel  with  us  because  you  will  not 
agree  with  us. 
^mong  all  city  articles  there  is  none  so  emphatically  an  article 
of  city  growth  as  the  theatre.  God  made  the  country  but  man  made 
the  town,  and  the  town  made  the  theatfeTj  There  is  nothing  in  the 
world  so  purely  artificial ;  even  the  men  and  women  who  make  a 
part  of  it  must  be  completely  unnaturalized  before  they  can  harmo- 
nize with  its  other  parts.  Their  gestures  are  mechanical,  their  voices 
feigned,  their  dress  extravagant,  and  even  the  natural  outlines  of  the 
face  are  inverted  by  the  light  shining  on  them  from  below  and  cast- 
ing their  shadows  upward  instead  of  downward.  Such  is  the  neces- 
sity for  a  reversal  of  nature  on  the  stage,  that  the  drama  has  con- 
tinued to  decline  in  popular  esteem  ever  since  the  practice  of  sub- 
stituting men  for  women  was  abandoned.  Every  approximation 
which  has  been  made  in  the  theatre  toward  nature  has  tended  to 
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destroy  its  attractions.  The  Puritans  never  did  half  as  much  to- 
ward ruining  the  stage  as  the  Kembles  ;  and  Macready  ruined  him- 
self, and  the  theatre  which  he  managed,  by  foolishly  giving  represen- 
tations of  natural  objects  in  a  natural  manner,  turning  the  stage  of 
Drury  Lane  into  a  real  forest  of  Arden.  His  successor,  Alfred  Buun, 
understands  the  secret  of  dramatic  success  better,  and  is  giving  new 
life  to  the  theatre  by  departing  as  widely  as  possible  from  Nature, 
for  which  he  is  ridiculed  by  Punch  and  patronized  by  the  people. 
The  English  stage  was  at  no  time  so  popular  as  during  the  dramatic 
reign  of  Dryden,  when  Shakspeare  was  hardly  ever  presented,  and 
rhyme  had  banished  blank  verse.  A  manager  who  perfectly  com- 
prehended the  secrets  of.  dramatic  ait  would  study  never  to  offend 
the  taste  of  his  audience  by  the  introduction  of  a  natural  object,  or 
allowing  a  natural  expression  of  passion  in  his  actors.  It  should 
be  constantly  borne  in  mind  that  the  theatre  is  essentially  an  artifice, 
and  that  men  do  not  frequent  it  to  see  nature,  for  tha;t  they  can  see 
elsewhere,  but  to  see  nature  represented.  Ignorant  artists  some- 
times put  gold-leaf  upon  their  pictures  to  impart  a  more  striking  effect 
of  gilding  than  could  be  done  by  paint,  and  destroy  their  pictures  en- 
tirely. The  effect  of  a  real  horse,  real  furniture,  or  real  water  upon 
the  stage,  is  equally  disastrous.  They  destroy  the  tone  of  the  coloring. 
It  causes  no  feeling  of  incongruousness  when  we  see  a  forest  of 
oaks  growing  out  of  a  soil  of  pine  boards,  nor  when  a  whole  street 
of  marble  palaces  is  suddenly  drawn  up  into  an  atmosphere  of  can- 
vass clouds ;  neither  did  it  ever  appear  at  all  absurd  to  see  Lady 
Macbeth  invite  her  guests  to  a  banquet  of  tin  pine-apples  and  pasta- 
board  oranges,  nor  to  see  an  actor  whose  salary  you  Know  does  not 
much  exceed  twenty  shillings  a  week,  pull  a  purse  out  of  bis  pocket 
bursting  with  pewter  guineas ;  but  if  Lady  Macbeth  should  point 
to  a  dish  of  sodden  deer  on  her  table,  which  would  be  a  probable 
approximation  to  the  scene  intended  to  be  represented,  or  the  profli- 
gate hero  of  the  stage  should  fling  about  golden  guineas,  the  reality 
of  the  thing  would  produce  feelings  of  disgust,  because  you  do  not 
want  to  see  realities,  but  realities  represented.  It  is  genei*ally  the 
custom  to  introduce  limbs  of  trees  to  represent  the  forest  of  Bimam 
wood,  and  the  scene  is  always  spoiled  by  them. 

The  whole  action  of  the  dramatis  personce,  to  seem  natural  and 
be  acceptable  to  the  spectators,  must  be  a  reversal  of  nature.  They 
must  die  with  a  set  speech  in  their  mouths,  and  without  any  of  the 
actualities  of  the  close  of  life ;  if  they  happen  to  be  run  through 
the  body,  they  must  not  spill  a  drop  of  blood  ;  if  they  have  any  secret 
thoughts  they  must  speak  them  out  in  a  loud  voice  ;  if  they  have  any 
thing  tender  to  say  they  must  sing  it,  and  let  their  impatience  and 
ardor  be  ever  so  fiery  they  must  wait  for  two  or  three  dozen  fiddles 
to  play  a  prelude  first,  and  if  they  sing  particularly  well,  the  chances 
are  that  they  will  be  compelled  to  stop  in  the  midst  of  dying,  or  fight- 
ing, or  dancing,  and  repeat  their  song.  A  lady  who  should  lift  one 
leg  (pardon  the  word)  to  a  horizontal  position  and  turn  herself  round 
on  the  other  *  in  a  ball-room*  would  probably  be  tossed  out  of  the 
window  ;  but  ladies  do  so  on  the  stage  and  receive  showers  of  bou- 
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quets  and  puffs  in  the  news-papers  as  rewards  for  their  agility. 
There  is  nothing  absurd  in  such  things  ;  they  are  evidences  of  con- 
summate art,  and  the  most  artificial  agents  will  always  produce  the 
most  natural  effects  on  the  spectator.  In  the  days  of  .^schylus, 
when  the  stage  had  no  scenery  and  the  actors  wore  masks,  men 
swooned  and  women  miscarried  at  the  representation  of  a  tragedy, 
but  no  body  swoons  in  the  theatre  now  except  tight-laced  ladies, 
and  there  are  no  miscarriages  but  on  the  stage.  . 

[^though  the  taste  for  the  theatre  is  almost  universal,  it  is  not  a  / 
natural  taste,  as  no  artificial  enjoyment  can  be.  The  mind  must  be  [ 
educated  to  appreciate  dramatic  art  as  well  as  any  other  kind  of  | 
a^l  The  meaning  of  stage  signs  must  be  learned  before  they  can 
be  enjoyed.  Those  who  never  go  to  the  theatre  until  late  in  life 
never  acquire  a  taste  for  it.  All  its  shows  appear  ridiculous  to  them 
because  they  have  no  key  to  their  meaning.  Even  to  old  theatre- 
goers, after  along  absence, the  stage  seems  absurd  until  they  recover 
the  lost  tone  of  the  mind.  Theatres  are  probably  more  numerous 
in  New- York  than  in  any  other  city  in  the  world  with  the  same  popu- 
lation. This  does  not  arise  from  any  greater  love  for  spectacles 
among  the  people,  nor  from  any  particular  attraction  of  the  thea-' 
tree,  but  from  the  great  number  of  strangers  constantly  in  the  city 
iMrbose  evenings  are  unemployed,  and  from  the  ease  with  which  the 
poor  classes  earn  their  money,  the  cheapness  of  living  and  the  cer- 
tainty of  employment.  [The  wealthy  classes  are  not  the  supporters  j 
of  the  theatre ;  they  have  abundant  sources  of  amusement  in  their  i 
own  houses,  and  are  only  attracted  to  the  theatre  by  some  foreign  / 
celebrity  whom  they  go  to  see,  and  not  to  see  the  play.*  In  the  days  ' 
of  the  artificial  comedy,  when  Wycherly,  Congreve  and  Vanbrugh 
beld  possession  of  the  stage,  the  case  was  reversed  ;  then  the  play- 
bouse  was  the  resort  of  the  upper  classes,  who  went  to  see  themselves 
represented.  Comedy  then  presented  pictures  of  high  life  to  suit 
the  tastes  of  those  who  patronized  her ;  they  were  the  days  of  her 
glory ;  she  died  with  Sheridan,  and  it  is  not  likely  that  she  will  ever 
reappear.  What  would  be  the  use  of  putting  wits  and  fine  ladies 
and  gentlemen  on  the  stage  when  there  is  nobody  to  see  them  1 
Men,  like  monkies,  are  fond  of  seeing  themselves  reflected,  and  the 
mirror  which  holds  itself  up  to  nature  must  reflect  the  nature  that 
presents  itself.  An  entirely  new  class  of  pei*sonages  people  the 
stage  now ;  heroic  apprentices,  the  villains  of  the  counter,  and  the 
"wita  of  the  oyster  cellar;  Yankees,  negroes,  pedlars  and  melo- 
dramatic boys,  together  with  a  few  traditional  highwaymen  and 
Italian  bandits.  Learning,  wit,  high- breeding  and  gentility  are  all 
banished  from  the  stage  :  every  new  play  must  be  essentially  low  in 
its  tone  or  it  cannot  succeed.  The  most  popular  play  that  has  been 
produced  the  past  twenty  years  is  the  *  Lady  of  Lyons,'  which  has  two 
qualifications  essential  to  success ;  it  is  highly  artificial  and  tho- 
roaghly  vulgar.  It  would  be  impossible  for  an  educated  audience 
to  endure  it.  Claude  Melnotte  is  a  very  ordinary  bully,  and  Pauline 
is  a  whining  simpleton,  while  the  other  personages,  to  speak  as 
miklly  as  we  can  of  them,  areno  gentlemen.    But  the  Lady  of  Lyona 
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is  played  night  after  night  to  audiences  who  could  derive  no  plea- 
supe  from  *  As  you  Like  It,'  or  the  *  Beaux'  Stratagem,* 
\  No  amusement,  no  institution  of  any  kind  indeed,  can  flourish  if  it 
is  oJ)po8ed  by  the  religious  sense  of  the  community.  The  religion  of 
a  people  is  the  type  of  their  highest  nature,  and  whatever  their  priests 
disapprove  will  fail  to  secure  the  support  of  the  highest  classes,  not 
because  it  is  forbidden  by  their  religion,  but  because  their  will  is  the 
religion  of  their  priests.  It  is  not  the  priests  that  make  the  religion, 
nor  the  religion  the  people,  but  the  people  make  both.  The  priest- 
hood of  this  country  disapprove  neither  of  war  nor  slavery ;  they 
bless  the  banners  of  our  armies  and  go  to  battle  with  our  soldiers ; 
they  hold  slaves  themselves  and  prove  from  the  Bible  that  it  is  law- 
ful ;  but  they  denounce  the  theatre  ;  they  will  neither  enter  its  walls, 
nor  associate  with  its  members  ;  they  will  pronounce  no  blessings 
upon  it ;  they  will  serve  as  chaplains  to  au  arsenal,  and  like  M. 
Michelet,  implore  Heaven's  light  to  guard  our  sacred  bayonets,  but 
they  cannot  be  hired  to  ask  a  blessing  upon  the  theatres.  Yet  the 
theatre,  like  the  Ordinary's  punch  in  Jonathan  Wild,  is  no  where 
spoken  against  in  Scripture,  while  the  sword  is  forbidden  in  every 
page  of  it.  The  reason  of  this  is  that  the  theatre  has  become  dis- 
tasteful to  the  higher  orders,  because  they  have  devised  more  refined 
modes  of  entertainment,  but  the  sword  is  still  an  instrument  of  profit 
in  their  hands.  .  Introduce  the  spirit  of  democracy  into  the  army, 
equalize  the  fay  and  honors  of  its  ofiicers  and  privates,  and  the  pro- 
fession of  arms  will  become  as  irreligious  as  that  of  the  stage,  and 
you  will  get  no  clergyman  to  pronounce  blessings  upon  the  sword 
and  the  bayonet. 

But  this  is  rambling  a  long  way  from  the  Chatham,  which  we  have 
selected  as  a  type  of  the  theatre  because  it  is  nothing  but  a  theatre. 
People  go  to  the  Chatham  neither  for  the  stars,  the  scenery,  the 
music,  the  dancing,  nor  because  it  is  fashionable,  but  because  it  is  a 
theatre.  It  is  most  favorably  situated  in  the  heart  of  a  highly  dra- 
matic neighborhood,  where  every  thing  is  essentially  theatrical,  and 
Art  has  entirely  banished  Nature.  Dealers  in  second-hand  finery, 
merchants  who  trade  in  copper  jewelry,  warehouses  of  painted 
window-shades ;  auctions  on  the  side  walk,  and  a  great  variety  of 
showy  and  eloquent  merchandisers  surround  the  Chatham.  There  is 
always  the  scent  of  roasted  pea-nuts  in  the  air,  and  bits  of  orange 
peel  on  the  pavement.  A  great  number  of  foreign-looking  gentle- 
men with  heavy  black  eyes  and  aquiline  noses,  who  seem  to  be 
ready  dressed  for  a  part,  may  be  seen ;  and  if  you  happen  to  pass  by 
with  a  coat  on  your  arm,  or  any  thing  like  a  bundle  in  your  band, 
ask  you  in  a  mysterious  manner  if  you  want  to  dispose  of  anything  % 
There  is  so  much  glare  and  glitter  in  the  street  that  you  are  hardly 
sensible  of  a  change  when  you  enter  the  theatre  and  see  the  re- 
markable picture  of  W6st  Point  on  the  drop-curtain  suspended  frt>m 
a  proscenium  of  Egyptian  architecture  copied  from  the  Tombs  in 
Centre-street.  The 'stage  of  the  Chatham  being  small,  the  manage- 
ment confines  itself  solely  to  legitimate  business,  the  illegitimate 
drama  requiring  greater  room  for  display.     Prices  are  on  we  most 
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reasonable  scale,  the  entrance  to  the  dress-circle  being  but  two  shil- 
lings, while  the  pit  is  free  for  a  shilling.  The  best  of  liquors  may 
be  had  at  the  bar  of  the  pit  saloon  for  three  cents  per  glass,  and  a 
relish  of  soused  pigs'-feet  or  of  pickled  clams  for  ^  sixpence ;  so 
we  were  informed  by  a  transparency  illuminated  by  a  tallow-candle. 
This  is  all  legitimate,  and  strictly  in  accordance  with  dramatic 
usages. 

The  audience  at  the  Chatham  enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  scene 
with  a  hearty  relish,  which  must  be  a  great  comfort  to  the  performers. 
The  dress-circle  is  mainly  filled  with  the  elite  of  Chatham-Square 
and  the  supreme  bon  ton  of  Catharine-street  ladies,  who  have  never 
spent  a  season  in  Paris,  and  who  do  not  consequently  annoy  the 
audience  by  talking  in  a  loud  voice  of  the  merits  of  Tallbeer  and 
Greasy.  Among  them  may  be  seen  an  occasional  Hebraic  counte- 
nance, surmounted  by  a  gauze  turban,  such  as  are  worn  by  the  prin- 
cesses of  an  oriental  melo-drama,  and  by  way  of  antithesis  there  are 
young  ladies  from  the  neighborhood  of  Rye  and  Mamaroneck, 
looking  as  fresh  and  clear  as  pinks  with  the  dew  on  them.  But  the 
real  audience  of  the  Chatham  will  be  found  in  the  pit.  The  assem- 
bly here  is  both  homogeneous  and  indigenous  ;  those  premature  phi- 
losophers, the  news-boys,  form  the  greater  part ;  there  are  young 
men  in  red  shirts  who  belong  to  the  Sound  packets  in  James*-slip, 
and  who  make  it  a  point  to  shout  *  physic  !*  whenever  the  orchestra 
stops  playing ;  there  are  apprentices  who  have  about  them  a  strong 
flavor  of  Catharine-market,  and  pale-faced  young  men,  the  most 
melancholy  objects  there,  who  are  clerks  in  dry-goods  stores  in  the 
Bowery  and  Grand-street ;  sometimes  there  is  an  inexperienced  ad- 
venturer from  Westchester,  who  having  indulged  in  too  many  three 
cent  glasses  falls  asleep  as  soon  as  he  sits  down,  and  when  he  wakes 
discovers  that  he  has  not  only  lost  the  play  but  his  pocket-book  also. 

These  are  the  true  patrons  of  the  drama  ;  it  is  by  their  loose  shil- 
lings that  the  Theatre  lives.  The  stage  presents  them  a  better  life, 
a  better-looking  one  at  least,  than  they  see  in  their  daily  walks.  It 
is  true  that  the  scenery  is  not  quite  equal  to  that  which  they  might 
see  if  they  would  open  their  eyes,  but  it  is  high  art  to  them,  and 
satisfies  their  longings.  The  language  they  hear  is  fine,  and  the 
sentiments  superfine.  The  best  things  of  Sheridan  Knowles  and 
Bulwer  are  represented,  and  are  admirably  adapted  to  the  under- 
standings of  the  auditory.  Shakspeare  would  hardly  go  down 
with  the  habitues  of  the  Chatham ;  he  would  not  be  fine  enough 
for  them  ;  his  tragedies  are  not  sufficiently  theatrical ;  they  are 
wanting  in  poetical  justice.  Virtue  must  be  rewarded  and  vice 
punished  on  the  stage,  and  every  mystery  must  be  cleared  up  be- 
fore the  curtain  falls.  The  villain  of  the  piece  must  always  meet 
with  his  deserts.  This  is  an  important  lesson  to  impress  ufpon  the 
minds  of  the  young.  If  this  could  be  remembered  always,  who 
would  be  a  villain  1  Men  of  Dr.  Choever's  turn  of  mind,  who  in- 
sist that  rogues  shall  be  hung  in  this  world,  lest  they  escape  punish- 
ment in  the  next,  must  take  ^reat  delight  in  the  morality  of  the 
stage,  which  never  allows  a  villain  to  escape.    Such  tragedies  as 
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*  George  Barnwell/  where  there  is  a  gallows  and  a  hanging  in  the 
last  act ;  or  *  Don  Giovanni,*  where  the  devil  himself  hears  off  the 
offender  in  a  flame  of  blue  fire,  must  be  highly  attractive  to  the 
friends  of  the  gallows.  *  Measure  for  Measure'  is  not  often  put  upon 
the  stage,  but  if  Mr.  Duvemay  would  bring  it  out  at  the  Chatham 
he  might  count  upon  a  large  audience  of  the  coadjutors  of  Tayler 
Lewis,  who,  we  canndt  help  thinking,  would  crowd  there  to  hear 
the  jailer  call  so  lustily  to  Master  Bamardine  to  get  up  and  be 
hangedi  The  *  Beggar's  Opera'  has  a  most  tragic  ending  for  the  ama- 
teurs of  the  cord  and  cross-tree.  The  reprieve  of  Macheath  is  said 
to  have  drawn  tears  from  Lord  Thurlow,  who  was  never  known  to 
weep  before.  This  play  has  &,llen  into  disrepute  with  play-goers, 
mainly,  we  believe,  because  the  catastrophe  violates  tne  require- 
ments of  dramatic  justice  ;  and  if  Dr.  Cheever,  or  some  other  friend 
of  the  gallows,  would  alter  the  catastrophe  by  hanging  Macheath, 
we  have  no  doubt  that  it  would  revive  its  popularity,  at  least  among 
a^ertain  class  of  religious  people. 

jjtich  people  who  live  in  the  fashionable  avenues  and  worship 
once  a  week  in  luxurious  churches,  can  well  afford  to  renounce  the 
theatre  and  look  with  magnificent  contempt  upon  such  places  as 
the  little  Chatham.  They  have  no  need  of  the  drama ;  they  play 
parts  themselves.  They  can  hire  singers  to  amuse  them  in  their 
own  parlors,  and  get  up  tableaux  vivant  at  homeTj  But  the  habitues 
of  the  Chatham  are  denied  entrance  into  fashionable  houses ;  they 
know  that  there  is  another  and  a  better  world  than  their*s,  even  in 
this  life,  and  a  longing  to  have  a  glimpse  of  it  sends  them  to  the 
theatre.  There  they  see  the  insides  of  palaces,  and  listen  to  the 
talk  of  kings  and  statesmen.  They  learn  how  things  are  done  in 
the  upper  circles,  and  hear  royal  lovers  make  love,  and  meet  io 
cabinets  with  prime  ministers  and  statesmen.  And,  O !  most  glorious 
privilege  !  the  ragged  boy  who  has  sold  penny  papers  all  day,  and 
eaten  his  dinner  by  the  side  of  a  fire-plug  for  the  convenience  of 
water,  may  at  night  see  a  queen  in  a  blue  satin  robe  curtesy  to  hina, 
and  hear  her  thank  him  for  his  applause.  Sir  Lytton  and  Sheridan 
Knowles  may  have  imparted  refined  delight  to  many  of  the  aspiring 
spirits  of  Catharine-street,  who,  afler  retailing  cheap  muslins  all 
day,  rise  superior  to  their  condition  at  night,  and  indulge  in  cheap 
sentiments  at  the  Chatham.  \  There  may  be  better  ways  of  spend- 
ing an  evening  than  by  listening  to  romantic  sentiments  at  the  thea- 
tre ;  but  there  are  certainly  much  worse  which  might  be  fallen  into 
by  those  who  patronize  the  Chatham  if  that  Thespian  temple  were 
closed. 

.  it  is  not  easy  to  fathom  the  opposition  which  professedly  religious 
people  in  this  country  make  to  such  places  of  rational  amusement 
as  the  Chatham.  The  same  men  who  parade  our  streets  in  military 
uniforms  would  feel  themselves  degraded  in  associating  with  m 
stage-player,  and  a  colonel  of  the  regular  army,  who  hires  himself 
to  butcher  human  beings  for  the  privilege  of  wearing  a  pair  of 
epaulettes,  is  receive^  into  company  which  would  not  tolerate  die 
presence  of  an  actor.     The  Chadiam  is  not  the  place  that  we  sliould 
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select  for  our  own  amusement,  but  it  is  well  adapted  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  other  human  beings  who  have  quite  as  good  a  title  to  their 
way  of  enjoyment  as  ourselves.  We  frequently  hear  people  talk  of 
the  elite  of  society  ;  we  do  not  know  where  they  are  to  be  seen,  but 
doubtless  some  of  the  choicest  spirits  on  the  east  side  of  Broadway 
may  be  found  at  the  Chatham  ;  genteel  dealers  in  feather-beds 
and  auctioneers  of  second-hand  furniture.  Very  refined  people 
who  snuff  the  air  of  the  Park,  whose  drawing-rooms  open  into 
marble  conservatories,  where  tiny  fountains  spout  from  gilded 
swans  among  oranges  and  rhododendrons,  may  well  afford  to  do 
without  the  Chatham.  With  them  it  would  be  descending  to  a 
lower  position  even  to  enter  its  dress-circle ;  but  not  so  to  the  deni- 
zens of  Cherry-street  and  Cheapside ;  for  there  is  a  Cheapside  in 
New- York,  though  you  may  never  have  heard  of  it.  Probably 
none  of  your  acquaintances  live  there.  What  of  that  1  somebody's 
acquaintances  live  there :  mothers,  daughters,  sisters ;  little  prat- 
tling boys,  the  delight  of  grand-parents,  and  real  living  men,  whom 
you  may  some  time  meet  in  heaven,  do  actually  inhabit  these  un- 
known parts  of  the  city.  It  is  necessary  sometimes  to  mix  among 
the  people  and  study  their  habits  if  you  would  benefit  them.  There 
was  once  a  good  caliph,  of  whom  we  have  all  read  or  heard,  who 
used  to  go  among  his  people  without  any  of  the  marks  of  his  roy- 
alty, and  many  an  important  lesson  he  learned  while  so  doing,  both 
for  his  own  good  and  that  of  his  people.  JClergymen,  philanthro- 
pists, and  students  of  human  nature ;  all  in  sHbrt  who  have  the  good 
of  their  fellow  beings  at  heart,  should  look  into  the  amusements 
of — we  must  say  it,  for  want  of  a  better  term — the  lower  orderaT 
fit  is  not  long  since  we  heard  an  eloquent  Churchman  preach 
a  begging  sermon  before  a  fashionable  congregation  in  behalf  of  a 
society  whose  object  was  the  sending  of  proper  reading  books  to 
Turkey.  The  preacher  showed  himself  quite  familiar  with  the  ne- 
cessities of  the  poor  Turcomans,  and  lamented  in  set  phrases,  which 
we  observed  had  a  potent  effect  upon  the  purses  of  his  hearers,  the 
debasing  effects  of  their  literature.  Doubtless  there  is  not  a 
preacher  in  this  great  city  capable  of  enlightening  his  congrega- 
tion on  the  subject  of  the  amusements  which  are  nightly  offered  to 
thousands  of  young  minds  at  the  Chatham.  But  why  should  it  be 
so  1  Are  these  youths  of  less  consequence  than  Turcomans  1  Does 
&,miliarity  with  their  condition  breed  contempt  1  Or  is  it  essential 
to  wear  a  turban  to  excite  the  sympathies  of  benevolent  christians  ? 
Suppose  instead  of  sending  two  thousand  dollars*  worth  of  books  to 
Constantinople  for  free  distribution  among  the  subjects  of  the  Grand 
Turk,  that  the  half  of  that  amount  were  expended  in  putting  a  pro- 
per play  on  the  boards  of  the  Chatham  1  Can  any  one  doubt  which 
outlay  would  produce  the  greatest  harvest  of  good  finitsl  We 
think  not.  Is  it  not  better  to  make  entire  christians  of  the  half- 
christianized  youths  of  pur  back-streets  than  to  make  half-christians 
of  the  pagan  KarensT,  There  is  a  small  province  in  India  which 
contains  but  a  hundred  and  twenty  thousands  souls,  where  the 
American  churches  support  six  missionaries,  at  an  annual  expense 
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of  twenty  thousand  dollars,  and  their  efforts  are  nearly  paralyzed 
by  the  reports  which  reach  the  people  among  whom  they  labor, 
of  the  unchristianlikc  conduct  of  the  churches  that  send  them;  at 
least  so  the  missionaries  themselves  report.  God  forbid  that  we 
should  utter  a  syllable  against  the  noble  enthusiasm  that  sends  mis- 
sionaries to  heathen  countries.  Let  the  system  be  good  or  bad,  we 
cannot  but  reverence  the  spirit  which  animates  the  people  who  sup- 
port it.  But  do  not  let  us  be  foreyer  looking  abroad.  Let  us  bring 
our  eyes  to  a  focus  near  home,  j  St.  Payl  did  not  disdain  to  enter 
the  theatre  at  Corinth.  Any  of  our  clergymen  may  enter  the 
Chatham  without  raising  the  tumult  which  the  presence  of  the 
apostle  caused  among  the  worshippers  of  DianJZI 

[The  Bishop  of  London  recently  made  a  voyage  of  discovery 
among  some  of  the  meanest  haunts  of  the  meanest  members  of  his 
diocese,  and  great  good  resulted  from  it.  Our  godly  men  must  not 
be  outdone  by  a  cockney  bishop.  Doff  your  canonicals  for  one 
!  night  only,  and  come  with  us  to  the  Chatham.  See  what  kind  of 
'food  the  young  men  about  town  are  living  up<^7j  Laugh  with  them 
I  if  you  can,  or  weep  with  them  if  you  prefer  it.  See  how  they  ap- 
rplaud  a  fine  sentiment,  and  with  what  appreciating  gusto  they  clap 
their  hands  at  the  punishment  of  vice  and  the  reward  of  virtue.  It 
may  disgust  you  to  see  women  with  painted  faces  ;  natural  rouge 
Is  better  than  artificial,  every  body  will  allow.  But  are  you  positive, 
poctor,  that  there  is  no  liquid  rouge  ever  seen  in  your  church? 
lire  you  sure  that  all  those  ringlets  which  you  see  of  a  Sunday  mom- 
}ng,  enough  to  make  St.  Anthony  forget  himself,  are  the  natural 
products  of  the  heads  whereon  they  dangle  1  Is  every  thing  pure 
and  spotless  in  those  costly  pews  ]  Come,  now  ;  do  n't  be  too 
severe  upon  the  rouge ;  it  may  be  one  of  the  means  of  procuring 
bread  for  an  old  mother  or  a  helpless  sister.  Remember  again 
that  there  are  very  few  complexions,  excepting  yery  rummy  ones, 
that  can  be  seen  to  advantage  in  the  glare  of  gas  lights,  which  un- 
naturally illuminate  the  face  from  below  and  deprive  it  of  its  natural 
shadows. 

It  is  one  of  the  most  unprofitable  debates  in  the  world  to  argue 
about  the  morality  of  the  stage  or  the  necessity  of  it.  It  is  enough 
for  you  to  know  that  it  exists,  that  a  portion  of  the  people  will  have  it, 
and  that  many  good  people  approve  of  it.  It  is  an  unprofitable  way 
of  spending  time,  but  is  there  none  more  so  1  Are  militia  trainings 
better  ]  Are  balls  and  parties,  where  you  sometimes  act  parts  your- 
selves, better  %  All  the  elements  of  which  plays  are  made  up  are 
singly  approved  by  you ;  why  are  they  more  objectionable  for  be- 
ing combined  ?  You  do  not  denounce  pictures,  poetry,  music,  de- 
clamation or  costumery.  The  theatre  offers  nothing  more.  You 
read  Shakspeare  and  Schiller ;  why  not  listen  to  their  verses  when 
fitly  spoken  ]  Your  daughter  spends  months  and  years  in  practising 
on  the  piano ;  you  hire  choristers  to  sing  hymns  for  you  on  Sun- 
days ;  why  do  you  object  to  the  same  music  in  a  theatre  whicV  is 
profitable  to  you  in  church  ]  .  But  you  will  not  go  to  the  little 
Chatham.     The  news-boyi^  and  pa^jmbrokers'  wives  will  have  it  all  to 
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themselves.  Mr.  Morris  will  run  through  his  ran^e  of  business  and 
not  a  soul  of  you  will  be  the  wiser  for  it.  Pauline  will  extract  no 
tears  from  your  eyes,  and  fat  Jack  shall  raise  no  smiles  upon  your 
feces.  By  and  by  the  curtain  will  fall,  and  the  little  Chamam  aiid 
the  Gothic  churches  will  be  blotted  out  together. 
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A  POET  sat  m  his  Lady's  bower ; 
There  lay  on  his  heart  a  withered  flower 
She  had  given  to  him  in  a  vanished  hour. 

The  poet  knelt  to  the  Lady  fair  ; 

To  him  she  was  *  lovely,  beyond  compare ;' 

*  I  '11  do  for  thee  all  that  a  mortal  may  dare  !* 

The  Lady  carelessly  shook  her  head : 

*  My  wealthiest  suitor  will  I  wed  !* 

Oh !  what  cared  she  for  hearts  that  bled? 

The  glance  of  her  eye  was  proud  and  cdd  ; 
She  had  pledged  her  hand  for  shining  gold 
To  a  creature  lustfU  and  shrunken  and  old ! 

He  rose  from  the  feet  of  the  Lady  fair. 
He  folded  his  arms  with  a  lordly  air : 

*  Thou  art  neither  worthy  my  love  nor  car<f !' 

The  Lady  curled  her  lip  in  scorn ; 
Was  ever  so  haughty  a  beauty  bom  ? 

*  You  shall  see  me  wed  at  to-morrow's  mom !' 

The  sun  shone  out  on  the  bridal  gay ; 
The  poet  was  there  with  a  princely  array. 
And  a  star  on  his  breast  as  bright  as  the  day  ! 

He  greeted  the  bride  with  a  scornful  smile. 
As  he  placed  'mid  the  velvet's  snowy  pile 
A  withered  flower  on  her  bosom  the  #hile. 

<  I  bow,'  quoth  he,  *  to  the  mighty  power 
That  offers  fb  Beauty  a  goldtn  flower ! 
I  give  you  joy  of  your  bridail  bowe/ !' 

Then  lightly  he  leapt  on  his  charger  gay, 
And  laughed  aloud  as  he  rode  away : 
The  Lady  glanced  on  her  brictogroom  gray ! 
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A  NUKflB  more  tender,  friend  more  true, 
Man  never  saw,  man  never  can  see, 

Than  ever  unto  me  has  been, 

Through  many  a  dark  and  painfiil  scene. 
The  good,  warm-hearted  Nancy  I 

Her  kmd  attention  never  flags, 

She  faileth  in  no  exigency ; 
No  mother  to  her  child  could  be 
Devoted  more  than  she  to  me : 

The  generous-hearted  Nancy  ! 

When  sorely  crippled  in  each  limb, 

As  one  may  feel,  but  none  can  fancy. 
She  lifts  me  then,  with  gentle  care. 
From  chair  to  couch,  from  couch  to  chair 
The  dear,  kind-hearted  Nanct  ! 

Wlien  racked  with  pain  in  every  jomt. 

She  practiseth  true  necromancy ; 
And  by  her  soothing  kindness  then 
Drives  pain  away,  brings  ease  again : 
A  true  physician,  Nanct  ! 

When  melancholy  fills  my  mind 

With  many  a  dark  and  dreary  fancy. 
With  cheerM  voice  and  laughter  gay 
She  drives  my  gloomy  thoughts  away : 
A  true  consoler,  Nancy  ! 

Of  a  large  portion  of  my  heart 

She  hath  the  rightful  occupancy ; 
And  there,  while  life  and  sense  remain. 
Her  image  shall  its  place  retain ; 
The  noble-hearted  Nancy  I 

When  I  am  gone,  O  may  it  prove 
No  idle  and  unfounded  fancy. 
That,  whether  in  her  joy  or  wo, 
She  'II  think  of  him  who  lieth  low ; 
I  know  thou  wilt,  dear  Nancy  ! 

And  when  I  reach  the  *  better  land,* 
Where  sorrow  hath  no  occupancy. 
My  joy  can  never  be  complete 
Till  in  those  realms  of  bliss  I  meet 
With  thee  again,  dear  Nanoy  1 
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*  IcH  habc  gcscbcn,  was  (Icb  weiss  das)  icb  niclit  w&rde  gcglaubt  baben  auf  ibre  Erz&blang.' 

TxiXVIAA.NnS,    TO   COLSRIUOX. 

*I  bave  aeca  what  I  am  certain  1  would  not  have  believed  on  your  telling.' 

OBAPTZR      SIXTH. 

Ik  which  MRS.  SMITH  BEQUSSTS  THE  OENTLEMAN  IN  BLACK  TO  BELATS  SOUE  OF  THE  INCI- 
DENTS OF  HIS  life:  HER  SEASONS  ABE  GIVEN:  THE  OENTLEMAN  IN  BLACK  STATES  THAT 
HE  IS  IN  PURSUIT  OF  PETER  SCHEMIL  r'^  CAUSES  WHICH  COMPELLED  HIM  TO  RECOVER  HIS 
purse:  THE  GENTLEMAN  IN  BLACK  ELECTED  UNANIMOUSLY  INTO  THE  BOARD  OF  BBOKBRS: 
HIS  OPERATIONS  :' OLD  NICH.'  AND  HIMSELF  RIVALS  IN  'THE  STREET;'  THE  CAUSES  WHICH 
LED  TO  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  THE  GREAT  BANK  —  TO  THE  LATE  WAB  WITH  ENGLAND: 
FAILURES  OF  THE   FRIENDS  OF  THE  GENTLEMAN  IN  BLACK :  SETTLES  WITH  HIS  FRIENDS,  ETC 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  now  rose,  and  proposed  to  Mrs.  Smith 
returning  to  the  saloon,  to  which  she  readily  acceded  ;  and  resuming 
lier  seat  before  the  mirror,  with  a  look  of  gentle  entreaty,  she  asked 
the  Gentleman  in  Black  *  if  she  was  not  to  be  told  something  re- 
lating to  his  own  adventures,  and  which  she  had  rather  know  than 
any  of  the  scenes  he  might  present  her  in  the  glass.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  was  really  embarrassed  by  the  request, 
and  reluctantly  took  his  seat  on  the  lounge,  with  the  air  of  one  quite 
at  a  loss  how  to  meet  the  request  which  had  been  made  of  him. 
His  air  of  embarrassment  only  tended  to  incite  the  lady's  curiosity, 
and  to  make  her  gaze  the  more  inquiring  and  earnest.  The  Gentle- 
man in  Black  looked  up  smiling,  and  said  : 

*  The  interest  you  have  so  kindly  expressed  in  my  fortunes  is  every 
way  gratifying,  and  the  only  difficulty  I  find  in  the  matter  is  to  select 
from  among  the  incidents  of  my  life  some  one  or  more  which  may 
give  you  pleasure.' 

*  Note  bt  the  Editor.  — '  The  Wonderful  History  of  Peter  Schbmil,'  or  '  Schlemihl,'  has 
b««n  variously  related  by  several  authors,  who  have  taJien  the  usual  liberty  of  historians  of  telling 
the  story  in  the  way  best  suited  for  their  own  purposes.  The  most  popular,  and  that  best  known,  is 
related  by  Adelbert  Van  Chamisso,  and  was  first  introduced  to  English  readers  in  1824,  illustrated 
by  the  plates  of  Cruikshank.  The  story  thus  told  was  in  those  days  ascribed  to  La  Motte 
FotrquE,  and  for  a  while  attracted  great  attention.  From  that  time,  Peter  has  been  invisible,  until 
he  was  recalled  to  the  world's  regard  by  the  translation  of  William  Howitt,  two  years  since.  But 
aa  there  may  be  many  of  our  readers  to  whom  this  *  Wonderful  History'  is  unknown,  and  as  wo  have 
every  reason  to  believe  that  the  veritable  Peter  is  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to 
give  the  reader  some  outline  of  his  wonderful  history,  corrected  in  such  manner  as  to  present  what 
we  are  assured  are  the  real  facts  in  the  case,  and  which  the  lipense  of  authorship  has  in  some  points 
vRiied  from  the  verities  as  existing  in  the  life  and  adventures  of  our  real  Peter  Schemil.  Cha- 
msso  relates  with  great  beauty  and  grace  the  interview  of  our  Peter  with  the  rich  Mr.  Thomas 
John  ;  the  reception  of  the  poor  student  by  that  miUumaire  ;  his  meeting  in  the  train  of  his  friends, 
aod  servitors,  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  who  is  caricatured  as  '  still,  thin,  lanky,  longish,  oldish 
man,  dressed  in  an  old  French  grey  taffety  coat.'  Now  that  the  Gentleman  in  Black  may  be 
somewhat  given  to  masquerades  of  various  sorts,  we  may  well  imagine,  but  we  do  not  believe  in  any 
•och  sort  of  descriptions  as  that  given  by  Chamisso.  The  wonderful  pocket  of  the  Gentleman  in 
K.ACK  is  very  justly  described  as  being  singularly  capacious;  butthough  we  can  readily  believe  it 
may  have  contained  English  plasters,  if  need  be,  to  apply  to  a  lady's  finger,  wounded  accidentally  by 
a  thorn,  or  of  a  telescopic  glass  to  help  the  vision  of  Mr.  Thomas  John's  guests,we  yet  find  ourselves 
compelled  to  pause  and  hesitate  as  to  the  possibility  of  its  capacity,  when  we  are  asked  to  believe 
Chamisbo's  narrative  that  the  Gentleman  in  Black  really  did  drawfW>m  his  pocket,  in  compliance 
with  the  request  of  the  lovely  girl  who  asked  him '  whether  he  had  not,  perchance,  a  tent  by  him,' 
'  cuvaae,  poles,  cordage,  iron  work,  in  short  every  thing  which  belongs  to  the  most  splendid  pleasare- 
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*  If  that  be  all/  said  Mrs.  Smith,  *  I  will  at  once  relieve  you  by  re- 
questing you  to  tell  me  how  long  you  have  been  in  town,  and  what 
may  have  brought  you  here  ?  I  'm  half  ashamed  of  my  curiosity, 
but  then  it  is  the  custom  of  the  country,  and  as  I  shall  desire  to  in- 
troduce you  to  the  circles  of  my  friends,  they  Will  of  course  expect 
me  to  inform  them  as  to  all  these  particulars ;  so  you  will  see  it  is 
no  mere  curiosity  that  impels  me,  but  the  desire  to  make  you  at  home 
with  us.* 

*  You  are  indeed  very  kind  —  very  kind,'  answered  the  Gentle- 
man in  Black,  with  an  air  of  the  gi'eatest  courtesy  and  respect.  *  I 
shall  be  most  happy  to  become  more  intimately  acquainted  with 
each  and  all  of  your  friends,  but  of  all  and  above  all,  my  dear  Madam, 
with  yourself.* 

*  Oh  indeed,  I  think,*  replied  Mrs.  Smith,  gaily,  *  we  may  as  well 
vmte  ourselves  down  as  old  friends  and  familiar  acquaintance ;  no 
one  need  know  that  it  is  not  so  ;  but  that  it  may  be  so,  you  see  I  must 
needs  know  who  my  old  friend  and  familiar  acquaintance  is,  and 
what  has  brought  him  to  the  city.* 

*  Certainly ;  and  I  will  at  once  tell  you.  You  have  doubtless  heard 
of  Peter  Schemil  ]' 

*  What,  poor  Peter  Schemil  who  sold  his  shadow  for  a  purse  of 
gold  %  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  him  many  years  since ;  but  what  of 
him  V 

*  Well,  my  dear  Madam,  I  have  come  to  this  country  to  seek  him 
out,  and  to  punish  him  for  his  many  acts  of  inconceivable  injustice 
toward  me  ;  a  more  base  and  desperately  wicked  fellow  is  not  to 
be  found  :  through  his  mischievous  agency  I  have  been  all  but  ruined 
and  disgraced  in  all  the  countries  of  Europe ;  represented  as  a 
mere  shadow  myself,  dressed  in  a  garb  of  poverty,  and  the  slave  of 
an  upstart  millionaire  whom  he  calls  Thomas  John.  And  what  is  the 
charge  he  has  preferred  against  me  ]  Why,  that  I  exchanged  my 
purse  of  Fortunatus  for  this  miserable  shadow  !*   So  saying,  the  Gen- 


teDt;  and  our  power  of  credence  is  altogether  surpassed  when  he  is  represented  as  pullioar  'three 
beautiful  great  black  horses  with  saddle  and  caparison  —  three  saddled  horses  I  — out  of  the  aame 
pocket  firoin  which  already  a  pocket-book,  a  telescope,  an  embroidered  carpet  twenty  paces 
long  and  ten  broad,  a  pleasure-tent  of  equal  dimensions,  and  all  the  requisite  poles  and  irons,  had 
eome  forth  t'  We  are  assured  by  &ur  Petkk  that  the  facts  of  his  private  history  as  stated  by 
Chamisso  are  in  the  outline  fairly  given ;  that  he  did  seU  his  shadow  to  the  Oentlxman  m  Blacx 
for  the  purse  of  Fortunatxts,  but  that  when  he  did  so  he  bad  not  a  single  stiver  in  his  pocket, aad 
his  last  hope  of  employment  had  failed  him  in  the  arroganey  with  which  Mr.  Thovas  John  had 
treated  him;  that  the  purse  is  fittingly  described  as  'a  tolerably  large,  well-sewed  Corduan  leather 
purse,  with  two  stout  strings,'  into  which  as  often  as  he  plunged  his  hand  gold  pieces  could  be  drawn 
out  in  any  number  that  might  be  desired  ;  that  the  lots  of  bis  shadow  caused  him  all  the  inquietadea, 
and  far  more,  than  are  sketched  by  Chamisso  ;  that  his  admiration  of  Fannt  and  love  for  Mina  are 
but  poor  portraitures  of  the  power  of  grace,  over  his  own  unhappy  destinies ;  that  the  desire  of  the 
Gentleman  in  Black  to  get  the  mhttance,  having  possessed  himself  of  his  $\«idow,'\9  all  very  judi- 
ciously narrated  ;  but  that  he,  Peter,  should  throw  into  a  deep  well  the  Corduan  purse  which  h*d 
eost  him  so  much,  is  altogether  a  mi8Uke,or  a  poetical  license,  as  the  reader  will  hereafter  aee.  In- 
deed, nothing  could  have  been  more  absurd  than  such  a  course  of  conduct ;  for  what  is  a  man  with- 
oat  money?  The  method  by  which  our  Peter  became  invi$ibU  is  related  by  Chamisso  in  a  wny 
more  improbable  than  need  have  been ;  but  the  buying  of  the  seven-league  boots  is  perfectly  tmo, 
and  also  the  surprise  attending  his  first  essay  at  the  use  of  them.  It  may  be  necessary  hereafter  to 
make  some  extracts  fVom  Chamisso,  in  explanation  of  a  few  things,  which  will  be  /bund  stated  bjr 
the  Gentleman  in  Black  in  his  conversations  with  Mrs.  SMrrH ;  and  these  wiff  be  inserted  ne 
notes  at  the  fbot  of  the  page,  where  they  may  be  required.  With  this  introductory  note,  we  thall 
now  let  the  series  proceed,  simply  statiiw,  Chat  the  Gentleman  in  Black  it  stiU  seeking  to  Menm 
the  body  of  the  now  invisible  PkTKE,  wbooe  pretenctf  among  us  wilf,-  we  hope,  htn  matter  of  v«ty 
general  interest 
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tleman  in  Black  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket  and  taking  out  what 
seemed  like  a  roll  of  vary  delicate  tissue  paper  or  fine  silk,  shook 
out  the  very  shadow  of  the  poor  miserable  Peter,  which  at  the  re- 
quest of  Mrs.  Smith,  who  handed  him  some  pins,  which  must  have 
been  taken  from  some  covert  part  of  her  own  dress,  the  Gentleman 
in  Black  pinned  up  on  the  drapery  of  the  window,  which,  as  has 
been  already  stated,  hung  loose  by  the  rings, 

*  And  that  is  the  very  shadow  !*  said  Mi-s.  Smith. 

*  Yes  Madam,  the  identical  shadow.' 

*  After  all,  it  is  not  much  of  a  shadow ;  and  you  gave  him  an  in- 
exhaustible purse  for  that  shadow  V 

*  No,  Madam,  that  is  one  of  Peter's  lies  —  his  rascally  frauds.  I 
loaned  him  the  purse  for  a  stipulated  period,  and  he,  not  content 
with  the  use  of  the  purse  for  the  time  specified,  ran  off  with  it. 
Madam  —  absconded!  And  more  than  thaty  he  has  by  some  ras- 
cally process  which  I  do  not  understand  possessed  himself  of  invis- 
ihUity,  and  having  no  shadow,  you  may  guess  the  trouble  I  have 
had  in  seeking  him  and  of  recovering  my  purse ;  a  matter  of  the 
utmost  importance  to  me,  as  you  may  guess ;  and  as  it  is  desirable 
you  should  know  of  the  causes  which  led  me  to  this  country  at  this 
time,  it  may  be  well  to  tell  you  the  misfortunes  which  made  it  ne- 
cessary for  me  to  chase  this  fugitive,  who  with  his  seven-league 
boots  has  thus  far  eluded  my  pursuit ;  but  his  flight  is  somewhat  re- 
tarded by  the  loss  of  his  boots.* 

*  And  has  he  lost  his  boots  V 

*  Yes,  Madam  ;  they  were  by  a  happy  accident,  stolen  from  him. 
But  I  am  anticipating  my  story.' 

*  I  beg  you  will  not,  but  tell  me  it  in  due  order.  I  am  sure  it 
must  be  very  surprising — seeking  a  man  without  a  shadow  or  a 
body,  endowed  with  seven-league  boots,  too  ;  it  must  be  to  you  no 
common  task.* 

'  My  dear  Madam,  you  make  a  mistake.  He  has  a  body,  but  not 
visibility.^ 

*  Well,  it  is  wonderful ;  and  I  beg  you  will  tell  me  all  about  it.' 
'  I  am  fearful,*  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  *  that  I  shall  weary 

you  with  my  story,  and  that  it  will  rob  you  of  your  repose,  which 
you  must  need  after  so  much  fatigue  of  body  and  mind  as  you  have 
gone  through  with  this  day.* 

*I  thank  you,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your  kind  consideration  of  my 
comfort ;  but  the  fact  is  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  for  me  to 
sleep  after  so  much  nervous  excitement,  and  it  will  be  quite  a  re- 
lief to  me  to  be  amused  and  interested,  as  I  am  sure  to  be,  by  the 
relation  you  have  promised  me.' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  commenced  by  saying :  '  I  met  Peter 
Schemil  a  poor  fellow,  in  the  depths  of  poverty  and  despair ;  and 
touched  by  sympathy  for  his  extreme  melancholy,  I  offered  him  the 
use  of  my  purse  for  the  slender  shadow  you  see  there,*  pointing  to 
the  curtain,  '  which  shows  the  effects  of  poor  fare  and  hard  study ; 
and  though  he  has  always  denied  the  fact,  it  was  well  understood  at 
the  time  that  for  the  use  of  the  purse  so  given,  the  shadow  was  but 
the  pledge  of  the  body,  to  be  surrendered  at  some  future  period.' 
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'  What  could  he  do  for  you.  that  he  was  so  desirable  to  you  V 

*  I  wanted  him  to  be  my  amanuensis,  as  he  is  very  remarkable  for 
the  rapidity  of  his  hand- writing,  though  it  requires  some  scholarship 
to  make  it  out ;  but  the  especial  reason  why  I  have  been  compelled 
to  seek  him  I  will  now  state  to  you,  and  you  will  see  that,  however 
worthless  he  may  be,  my  purse  which  he  held  has  lost  none  of  its 
value.* 

*  It  is  now  some  twenty  years  since  I  came  to  this  city,  merely  to 
pass  the  winter  and  spring,  and  to  return  to  Europe  in  June  follow- 
ing. I  had  not  been  in  the  country  for  some  years,  and  wishing  to 
be  as  quiet  as  possible,  I  took  private  rooms  at  the  *  Star  Hotel,* 
and  entered  my  name  as  Thomas  Jones,  and  for  a  while  was  per- 
fectly secure  in  my  incognito  ;  but  accidentally  meeting  with  some 
old  friends,  who  had  become  the  conspicuous  operators  in  Change 
Alley,  I  was  drawn  out  from  my  retreat  and  almost  compelled  to 
accept  their  earnest  and  most  hospitable  invitations  to  their  several 
houses.  I  assure  you  I  was  not  at  all  prepared  for  the  astonishine 
changes  I  found  in  their  circumstances.  Men  whom  I  had  left 
dealing  in  merchandise  and  stocks,  in  small  sums,  living  in  modest 
houses  at  a  rent  of  four  or  five  hundred  dollars  a  year,  now  received 
me  in  splendid  mansions,  costing  in  themselves  a  fortune,  and  these 
were  filled  with  the  finest  furniture,  and  adorned  with  mirrors  of 
surpassing  size  and  beauty.  Their  walls  were  covered  with  pictures, 
more  remarkable  for  their  antiquity  than  any  beauty  I  could  discern 
in  them,  but  which  they  assured  me  were  from  the  pencils  of  the 
old  masters.  One  of  them  even  showed  a  ^Madonna  in  the  Chair ^  of 
which  he  had  a  smoky  certificate  pasted  on  the  back,  stating  it  to  be 
a  duplicate  of  that  wonder  of  the  art  in  the  Pitti  palace ;  and  an- 
other had  a  *  Fornarini*  which  he  convinced  me  was  genuine,  though 
I  was  somewhat  skeptical  at  first,  but  of  which  I  could  no  longer 
doubt  when  he  showed  me  in  the  depth  of  the  coloring  of  the  shadow 
of  her  dress,  the  monogram  of  Raphael  himself.  There  was  one 
picture  to  which  my  especial  attention  was  called,  and  upon  which 
I  was  specially  requested  to  pass  my  opinion.  It  seemed  to  me  a 
mere  mass  of  black  paint,  relieved  by  some  few  white  spots ;  but 
what  it  was  designed  to  represent  was  altogether  beyond  my  skill 
to  discover ;  and  finding  myself  so  perfectly  at  a  loss,  and  not  darine 
to  venture  a  guess,  I  candidly  confessed  the  embarrassment  in  which 
I  was  placed.  My  friends,  for  it  was  at  a  dinner  party,  all  cried 
out,  it  *  was  capital,*  *  a  most  admirable  criticism,*  there  was  'nothing 
but  black  paint  to  be  seen,*  etc. ;  but  our  host,  not  at  all  disconcerted, 
said  that  *  the  picture  was  a  *  Salvator  Rosa,^  and  we  should  see  it  to 
be  so,  and  he  should  enjoy  our  surprise.*  So  he  directed  all  the 
shutters  to  be  closed  save  a  single  half  window;  and  to  be  sure, 
there  was  discernible  some  armed  men  at  the  entrance  of  what  yre 
were  told  was  a  cave,  in  the  act  of  throwing  dice,  and  in  the  fore- 
ground some  pieces  of  plate.  *  There,*  said  he,  *  there  *s  the  triumph 
of  art  r  He  looked  for  applause,  and  it  was  given ;  for  who  could 
resist  to  applaud  the  taste  of  a  gentleman  who  gave  good  dinnera, 
and  whose  wines  were  faultless  1     To  be  sure,  the  merits  of  a  pic- 
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ture  so  plastered  with  dark  brown  and  black  paint  as  to  be  undistin- 
guishable,  was  not  so  much  to  my  taste  as  his  dinners  and  wines 
were  ;  yet  as  he  assured  us  it  was  a  genuine  *  Salvator  Rosa/  having 
swallowed  his  wines  I  must  needs  do  the  same  with  his  pictures. 
I  assure  you,  my  dear  Madam,  this  is  no  exaggeration  of  the  '  old 
masters'  which  I  have  had  exhibited  to  me  in  this  country.  But 
whatever  may  have  been  my  misgivings  as  to  the  genuineness  of 
the  particular  *  old  masters,'  I  had  no  doubt  as  to  the  sums  paid  for 
them,  of  which  they  showed  me  the  receipted  bills  in  order  to  make 
'  assurance  doubly  sure/  And  though  even  then  I  might  have  had 
some  lurking  suspicions  that  in  these  matters  my  friends  may  have 
taken  the  copy  for  the  original  I  could  not  be  mistaken  as  to  the 
solidity  and  costliness  of  the  rich  plate  with  which  their  tables  were 
literally  covered.  I  have  visited  merchants  of  other  countries,  but 
none  whose  riches  were  more  apparent  than  that  of  my  friends  in 
Babylon.  It  seemed  as  if  the  lamp  of  Aladdin  had  come  into  their 
possession,^  and  that  the  wealth  I  saw  in  all  their  houses  was  created 
by  some  process  purely  magical. 

*  Nor  was  my  surprise  limited  by  these  exhibitions  of  taste  and 
luxury.  Their  entertainments  were  varied  and  costly,  their  vrines 
unsurpassed,  except  in  the  palaces  of  some  of  the  princes- of  the 
German  Empire.  *T  is  true  they  had  no  Johannisberg  in  their  bot- 
tles, but  the  labels  were  in  their  proper  places  on  the  outside  of 
them  ;  and  I  was  assured,  and  bad  no  reason  to  doubt,  that  every 
bottle  cost  as  much  as  the  Johannisberg  would  have  done  had  Prince 
Mettemich  brought  his  few  hundred  pipes  into  the  wine  market, 
instead  of  supplying  only  the  tables  of  kings  and  emperors,  as  he 
is  accustomed  to  do.  The  wine  was  indeed  admirable,  and  was 
drank  with  a  gusto,  and  the  glass  was  held  up  to  the  eye  before 
drinking  with  that  knowing  air  which  few  have  any  knowledge  of, 
and  which  distinguishes  men  who  know  what  they  drink  and  how 
to  drink. 

*  Our  conversation  I  found  took  a  uniform  turn  to  stocks ;  to  grand 
systems  of  improvement  of  the  country;  digging  canals,  laying 
down  rail-roads,  and  establishing  new  lines  of  packets,  with  some 
peculiarity  of  terms  as  to  making  a  good  *  comer'  on  this  stock,  and 
*  hammering  down'  another  stock,  and  *  bursting  a  bank'  now  and 
then;  all  of  which  I  was  told  were  *fair  business  transactions.' 
They  sometimes  held  a  long  talk  as  to  getting  up  a  '  leader*  for  the 
organs  of  the  party  for  a  particular  purpose ;  and  on  such  occa- 
sions two  or  more  would  retire  to  a  side-table  to  prepare  the  arti- 
cle, which  was  to  be  read  and  approved  by  the  assembled  party ; 
or  it  might  be  to  get  up  a  set  of  patriotic  resolves  for  congress,  for 
their  legislature,  or  for  a  ward  committee.  Indeed,  there  were 
few  things  these  friends  of  mine  did  not  take  in  hand ;  and  so  varied 
and  multiform  were  their  movements,  that  I  was  perfectly  at  a  loss 
to  conceive  to  what  all  these  things  tended.  I  was  indeed  charmed 
by  the  frankness  with  which  they  alluded  to  these  matters  before 
me,  almost  a  stranger  as  I  was  to  some  of  them ;  and  seeing  that 
they  spoke  of  their  motiied  affairs  as  being  so  prosperous,  of  wbidi 
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indeed  I  had  the  most  marked  and  beautij^l  manifestations  in  every 
thing  that  surrounded  me,  I  ventured  to  mention,  with  no  little  diffi- 
dence, and  as  one  hazarding  a  very  great  request,  to  a  compliance 
with  which  I  had  no  claims  whatever,  that  I  had  some  spare  capital 
in  foreign  stocks  which  paid  very  low  interest,  and  it  they  could 
point  out  a  way  of  a  better  investment  of  this  money  it  would  be 
conferring  on  me  a  very  great  favor  to  let  me  take  some  small 
amount  of  their  stocks,  which  seemed  so  safe  and  lucrative.  With 
a  frankness  and  cordiality  altogether  irresistible,  they  at  once  told 
me  it  would  gratify  them  all  to  make  me  a  partner  in  their  plans, 
all  of  which  were  sure  to  succeed.  Nothing  could  have  been  more 
hearty  than  their  several  expressions  of  their  readiness  to  aid  and 
serve  me ;  and  although  I  have  had  some  acquaintance  with  men, 
I  assure  you  I  was  for  once  perfectly  disarmed  of  all  suspicion  of 
guile  in  these  capitalists  and  financiers. 

'  They  asked  me  what  amount  of  capital  I  had  at  command ;  and 
when  I  told  them  that  the  amount  of  "funds  invested  in  stocks  of  the 
Bank  of  Amsterdam,  which  was  then  paying  me  but  two  and  a 
half  per  cent.,  was  some  fifteen  hundred  thousand  dollars,  but  that 
in  the  French  funds  I  had  some  six  millions  of  francs,  beside  other 
stocks  in  the  English  funds,  all  of  which  I  would  willingly  transfer 
to  stocks  paying  six  and  seven  per  cent,  per  annum.  The  looks  of 
pleasure  and  surprise  with  which  they  received  this  announcement 
should  have  excited  in  me  some  suspicion  and  watchfulness ;  but  I 
must  confess  their  expressions  of  pleasure  at  being  able  to  serve 
me  were  so  natural,  and  had  so  much  of  frank  and  noble  bearing 
in  them,  and  were  seasoned  with  so  many  agreeable  things  compli- 
mentary to  myself,  that  I  confess  to  you,  my  dear  Madam,  I  became 
the  dupe  of  my  own  vanity. 

*  The  next  week  or  two  passed  as  the  previous  weeks  had  done ; 
dinners  almost  every  day;  concerts,  the  opera  or  the  churchcMi; 
soirdes,  evening  parties,  with  glorious  suppers,  followed  in  un- 
broken succession.  There  were  no  more  nor  less  attentions  on  the 
part  of  my  friends,  but  somehow  I  found  myself  every  day  more 
and  more  in  the  society  of  two  or  three  of  these  friends,  who  were 
either  more  assiduous  in  their  attentions,  or  that,  by  a  concert  of 
action  on  the  part  of  the  others,  these,  more  adroit  than  the  others, 
were  appointed  to  manipulate  me  ready  for  the  general  use  of  the 
set.  From  these  friends  I  first  received  the  idea  of  settling  in  Baby- 
lon the  Less  for  a  few  years,  in  which  I  was  assured  I  could  double 
my  capital ;  and  although  at  first  the  idea  did  not  present  itself  to 
me  in  an  attractive  form,  yet  by  degrees  it  was  made  to  wear  a  very 
bright  and  cheerful  aspect ;  so  that  at  leneth  I  consented  to  enter- 
tain the  idea  as  one  which  might  possibly  oe  adopted. 

•  One  day,  after  a  dinner  of  more  than  ordinary  excellence,  I 
found  myself  seated  with  these  especial  friends  in  a  saloon  emptied 
of  the  company,  who  were  all  attracted  into  the  other  rooms  to  near 
a  splendid  pianist  who  had  been  invited  to  the  feast ;  and  in  a  tone 
of  whispering  confidence  one  of  the  three  said, '  They  had  been 
thinking  of  the  various  ways  in  which  the  wish  I  had  expressed  of 
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investing  my  fiinds  in  Babylonian  stocks  could  be  best  carried  into 
effect ;  but  the  sum  was  so  large  and  the  responsibility  so  great,  that 
with  all  the  friendship  they  so  sincerely  entertained  for  me,  they 
were  compelled  to  say  they  felt  it  too  great  a  responsibility  for  them 
to  assume.'     This  was  said  with  tones  of  voice  truly  touching ;  in- 
deed, I  verily  believe  there  were  tears  in  bis  eyes  as  he  uttered 
these  words.     What  could  I  say  ]     So  far  from  seeking  the  control 
of  my  monies,  they  really  seemed  to  shun  the  trust  they  feared  I 
was  too  ready  to  impart.     How  could  I  distrust  such  generous,  de- 
voted and  dear  friends  1     In  fact  all  suspicion  was  at  an  end,  and  I 
was  ready  to  adopt  any  advice  they  had  to  offer.     They  told  me 
they  had  agreed  to  advise  me  to  become  a  member  of  the  Board  of 
Brokers  in  Change- Alley,  and  then  I  could  make  my  own  invest- 
ments ;  in  doing  which  they  were  always  at  hand  to  help  me,  and 
with  my  permission  they  would  at  once  propose  my  name  at  the 
next  session  of  the  Board. 

•  Although  I  had  but  little  idea  of  the  honorable  fraternity  of 
brokers,  whose  sessions  are  all  secret,  yet  as  my  friends  were  meta- 
bers  I  was  ready  to  consent,  though  I  could  not  but  express  my 
fears  that  I  should  be  '  black-balled ;'  a  method  of  ostracism  which 
is  very  much  practised  in  this  city  by  gentlemen,  who  have  adopted 
this  plan  for  preserving  their  union  clubs,  boards  of  directors,  and 
other  select  and  distingue  associations,  from  any  admixture  with 
those  whose  claims  to  membership  in  the  haut-monde  have  been 
jeoparded  by  their  occupations  and  employments,  and  which  serve 
for  gentlemen  the  same  purpose  as  the  Vir.ttums  Indignatum  Societies^ 
of  which  you  have  told  me,  do  for  the  ladies.  Indeed  I  was  told, 
so  very  scrupulous  had  their  clubs  become,  that  the  grandsons,  and 
sons  even,  of  those  who  had,  to  use  the  expression  of  Mrs?  Trippe, 
*  cut  candles,'  had  mercilessly  rejected  all  applicants  whose  callings 
had  led  them  to  ctU  broadcloth  in  any  lines  but  those  at  right  angles, 
whatever  might  be  their  standing  in  society  on  the  score  of  wealth. 
All  deviations  from  a  straight  line  was  like  a  bar-sinister  on  their 
escutcheons,  and  forever  excluded  them  from  admission  into  those 
palaces  of  red  sand-^stone  into  which  they  sought  the  right  of  entree,' 

•  That  seems  a  strange  decision,'  exclaiined  Mrs.  Smith ;  *why 
should  curve  lines  be  considered  so  disreputable  V 

•  It  is  hard  to  say,  and  yet  mankind  have  ever  had  these  freaks 
of  fancy.  The  tw'o  great  sects  of  Omar  and  Ali  of  Persia,  for  ex- 
ample, have  been  created  out  of  the  differences  in  the  manner  of 
performing  their  ablutions.  The  point  in  dispute  is  simply  this ; 
whether  the  water  shall  be  poured  on  at  the  wrist  and  so  run  to  the 
elbow,  or  poured  on  at  the  elbow  so  as  to  run  down  to  the  wrist. 
And  too  the  great  schism  of  the  eastern  and  western  churches 
arose  on  the  mere  question  as  to  the  proper  day  on  which  Easter 
was  to  be  celebrated.' 

•  Pardon  me  for  interrupting  you  :  but  is  this  the  only  difference 
existing  between  the  Greek  and  Roman  churches  ]* 

•  This  was  the  point  of  divergence ;  they  differ  too  somewhat 
after  the  mannet  of  tlie  Persialfs,  as  to  the  mode  of  applying  water 
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in  their  religious  lites ;  the  Greek  Church,  with  the  Emperor  Nicho- 
las for  its  champion,  stoutly  contending  that  the  iniant  shall  be 
wholly  immersed  three  times  when  baptized,  and  the  Catholic  are 
content  with  pouring  the  water  on  the  face ;  a  diflPerence  quite  suffi- 
cient to  spill  blood  about.' 

'  You  speak  as  though  men  had  a  particular  love  for  spilling  each 
other's  blood  about  trifles,'  said  Mrs.  Smith ;  *  nothing  of  the  sort 
happily  now  exists.' 

*  The  rack  and  the  stake  are  to  be  sure  somewhat  out  of  fashion, 
and  the  present  state  of  civilization  is  unfriendly  to  such  obvious 
manifestations  of  a  principle  still  vigorous  and  active.  My  dear 
Mrs.  Smith,  can  you  tell  me  the  difference  between  'excommunica- 
tion' and  the  fashionable  phrase  of  '  excision,'  adopted  so  recently 
in  this  country,  when  hundreds  of  churches  of  one  school  excmded 
hundreds  of  churches  of  another  school,  all  claiming  to  be  the  real 
Simon  Pures  ]  and  this  too  about  a  question  so  inexplicable  as  to 
puzzle  Duns  Scotus  and  the  *  old  school'  men  of  his  day  V 

*  Pray  can  you  tell  me  what  was  the  gist  of  that  great  controver- 
sy ? —  Do  you  know  ?' 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  said:  *Yes, 
I  had  the  honor  of  a  seat  as  a  corresponding  member  in  the  Gene- 
ral Assembly.  I  took  no  part  in  the  discussion,  though  I  have  been 
blamed  by  both  parties  ;  so  hard  it  is  to  please  every  body.  The 
question  in  dispute  wore  various  phases,  and  became  at  last  a  divi- 
sion of  the  south  against  tjie  north.' 

*  How  very  strange  !  But  it  must  have  been  based  upon  some 
sort  of  doctrine,  was  it  not  V 

*  Yes,  it  was  affirmed  by  the  leader  of  the  old  school  that  its 
'  pivotal,'*^8  the  Fourierists  would  say,  was  the  reply  to  the  question 
in  the  celebrated  Westminster  Catechism  :  *  What  is  sin  V  The 
old  school  contending  that  it  should  stand  as  it  now  reads :  *  Sin  is 
any  want  of  conformity  to,  or  transgression  of,  the  law  of  GoD;* 
The  new  school  were  for  the  last  clause  only.* 

*  Well,  this  is  a  nice  distinction,  truly ! — quite  equal  to  the  sects  of 
Ali  and  Omar.  I  shall  not  puzzle  my  head  about  which  is  right. 
Pray  let  me  ask  the  question,  now  it  occurs  to  me,  do  you  attend 
the  coming  *  World's  Convention'  ]' 

*  *  A  burnt  child  dreads  the  fire  !' '  replied  the'Gentleman  in  Black, 
smiling.  *  Afler  all  the  experience  I  have  had,  I  am  done  with 
councils  and  convocations  and  general  assemblies  of  all  sorts,  es- 
pecially of  this  last ;  for  whatever  course  I  should  adopt  I  should 
be  sure  to  be  misconstrued.  If  I  advised  adherence'  to  the  stand- 
ards and  confessions  of  faith,  then  I  should  be  charged  with  sowing 
discord ;  and  if  I  should  counsel  the  relinquishment  of  all  these, 
and  propose  some  stand-point  which  all  could  adopt,  then  it  would 
be  said  I  counselled  the  giving  up  the  old  foundations  of  the  faith, 
and  would  bring  about  a  union  more  disastrous  than  a  deluge  of  fire 
and  brimstone,  and  which  would  finally  engulph  the  churches  in  a 
d£ad  sea  of  lifeless  uniformity.     So  I  have  concluded  to  stay  away.' 
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•  I  beg  your  pardon  for  leading  you  away  from  your  story.  What 
were  you  about  to  say  V 

•  Indeed,  I  do  n't  know  what  I  might  have  said ;  perhaps  it  was, 
that  this  splitting  of  hairs  is  based  upon  the  love  of  power,  which 
lies  deep  m  the  human  heart;  and  the  more  arbitrary  the  distinc- 
tion, the  more  certain  is  the  evidence  of  conformity  to  the  govern- 
ing will.     If  you  please,  I  will  go  on  with  my  story/ 

•  I  beg  you  will ;  and  I  will  promise  not  again  to  interrupt  your 
narrative.' 

•  With  the  knowledge  of  these  facts  I  have  mentioned,  I  could  not  re- 
frain to  express  myfearsof  being  myself  black*balled,when  my  assidu- 
ous friends  told  me  that  they  had  taken  the  liberty  of  sounding  the  lead 
ing  members  of  the  Honorable  Board  who  had,  as  they  assured  me, 
responded  to  the  suggestion  with  the  greatest  cordiality  and  kindness  ;. 
so  my  wish  to  double  my  money  getting  the  better  of  my  fears,  I  con- 
sented to  be  proposed  the  next  day. 

•  About  noon  of  that  day  one  of  my  friends  called  upon  me  to  show 
me  Change-Alley,  which  was  destined  to  be  the  theatre  of  my  ope- 
rations as  a  stock- broker.     As  we  walked  down  the  street  I  saw  on 
every  side  splendid  buildings,  all  of  which  bore  the  signs  of  banks 
and  brokers'-offices,  and  gave  evidence  of  its  being  the  centre  of 
the  monetary  world.     While  I  was  thus  leisurely  gazing  at  the  build- 
ings on  both  sides  of  the  street,  I  was  startled  by  the  sight  of  a  sign 
painted  to  the  life,  of  a  pelican  in  the  act  of  swallowing  a  golden  fish^ 
the  tip  of  whose  tail  was  only  to  be  seen  ;  the  thought  was  instantly 
presented  to  my  mind  that  this  was  ominous  of  the  fate  of  those 
who  adventured  into  *  the  street.*     Seeing  me  pause  before  it,  and 
doubtless  reading  my  misgivings  in   my  countenance,  my  friend 
begged  me  to  observe, '  that  the  pelican  was  not  swallowing  a  peli- 
ean,  but  a  fsh,  and  that  the  art  and  mystery  of  the  trade  consisted 
in  bringing  into  such  critical  conjunctures  the  golden  fish  which 
came  in  schools  into  that  narrow  inlet,  and  which  fed  the  fat  pelicans 
who,  as  in  the  picture  before  me,  knew  how  and  where  to  dispose 
of  their  prey.'     This  happy  turn  not  only  amused  me  but  entirely 
dispelled  all  my  forbodings. 

*  While  we  were  standing  conversing  about  this  picture,  a  crowd 
of  well-dressed  gentlemen  issued  out  of  a  great  building,  in  the 
merriest  mood,  iind  my  especial  friend  seeing  me,  ran  over  and 
shaking  me  by  the  hand,  congi-atulated  me  on  my  good  fortune. 
They  told  me  '  I  had  been  unanimously  elected ;  that  though  there 
were  upward  of  two  hundred  balls  cast,  not  a  black-ball  was  among 
them  all ;  a  piece  of  good  fortune  never  known  but  once  before 
since  the  Board  was  organized,  when  one  of  the  most  honest  and 
true  of  all  honest  men,  who  had  been  compelled  to  withdraw  from 
the  Board  in  consequences  of  great  losses  ne  had  met  with  from  a 
desolating  fire  which  had  spread  ruin  in  that  section  of  the  city 
upon  hundreds  of  the  first  houses,  had  been,  unsought  by  himself, 
unanimously  reelected  into  the  Board ;  an  expression  of  his  high 
standing  and  of  their  confidence  and  respect,  as  unexpected  as  it 
was  gratifying.'     All  I  can  say  of  the  matter  is  this,  that  if  ke  should 
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be  hereafter  *do7ie  brown*  as  I  have  been,  he  has  little  reason  to  re- 
joice in  the  distinction  so  conferred.' 

*  My  operations  commenced  very  quietly,  and  these  good  fidends 
of  mine  found  me  a  plenty  of  golden  fish,  whom,  like  the  pelican 
on  the  sign,  I  had  no  difficulty  in  swallowing ;  and  in  a  short  time 
I  acquired,  to  use  a  familiar  phrase,  *  the  tricks  of  the  trade,'  and  by 
and  by  distinguished  myself  for  some  bold  and  successful  operations. 
The  fame  of  my  wealth  soon  gained  for  me  that  consideration  which 
money  always  commands,  especially  in  Change-Alley.  I  had  my 
*  hammers'  to  knock  down  a  stock,  or  my  *  bulls'  to  cry  it  up,  as  by 
turns  it  suited  my  purpose  ;  and  many  a  *  fat  goose'  was  transformed 
into  a  '  lame  duck'  after  passing  through  my  magical  manipulations. 
This  was  all  very  well  for  a  time ;  but  growing  weEU*y  of  these  small 
matters  I  ventured  upon  regulating  the  cause  of  exchange.  Now 
this  was  trenching  upon  the  business  of  certain  capitalists,  and  soon 
I  found  myself  the  *  observed  of  all  observers,'  and  the  courtesy  and 
smiles  and  homage  paid  to  me  was  only  equalled  by  that  which 
awaited  on  the  celebrated  *  Old  Nigh.'  whenever  he  came  into 
Change- Alley,  as  he  frequently  did  on  visits  from  his  Great  Bank, 
over  which  he  presided  with  the  sway  of  an  autocrat. 

*  It  was  truly  amusing  to  see  the  aspect  which  some  men  wore 
when  we  both  met  on  the  same  pavement.  The  monetary  world  no 
more  than  the  physical  world  will  bear  two  suns  at  the  same  time. 
As  a  matter  of  necessity  therefore  we  were  understood  to  be  great 
rivals  in  all  money  affairs,  and  my  compeers  were  somewhat  at  a 
loss  how  to  conduct  themselves  when  we  stood  on  opposite  sides  of 
the  street.  It  was  hard  for  them  so  to  sljape  their  movements  as 
to  stand  well  with  us  both,  and  it  was  only  such  men  as  Van  Zandt, 
and  a  few  others  equally  dexterous,  who  could  skip  fi'om  side  to  side, 
and  cry  *  Good  Lord  !'  and  *  Good  Devil !'  in  the  same  breath.  It 
furnished  us  food  for  mirth,  when  *  Old  Nich.'  and  myself  met  at 
night,  as  we  were  in  the  habit  of  doing,  at  the  houses  of  some  favor- 
ite and  fair  friends  of  his,  with  whom  we  supped,  and  amused  our- 
selves, by  talking  over  the  incidents  of  the  day,  and  repeating  the 
dreadfully  severe  sayings  which  had  been  whispered  to  each  other  by 
the  same  set,  which  if  they  did  not  convince  us  that  we  were  two  of 
the  most  unscrupulous  sharpers,  satisfied  us  that  they  were  the  para- 
gons of  toadyism. 

*  These  were  the  days  of  sunshine  in  the  monied  world  of  the 
Great  Republic.  In  an  evil  day  there  came  on  a  contest  as  to  which 
city  should  be  the  centre  of  banking  operations  of  the  country. 
The  aristocracy  of  Babylon  could  not  brook  the  rule  of  *  Old  Nich :' 
they  determined  that  the  central  power  should  be  removed  from 
Chestnut-street  to  Change- Alley.  And  the  stupid  obstinacy  of  a 
pig  secured  to  them  what,  but  for  his  aid,  would  have  been  unat- 
tainable. 

*  A  pig  !  what  sort  of  a  pig  V  exclaimed  Mrs.  Smith. 

*  A  very  fine  fat  pampered  pig,  on  four  feet,  with  his  tail  done  up 
as  nicely  as  any  lady's  hair  could  be  curled,'  replied  the  Gentleman 
in  Black. 
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*  You  do  not  mean  what  you  say,  I  am  sure,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith, 
surprised  at  the  unchanging  gravity  of  the  Gentleman  in  Black. 

*  I  certainly  do ;  I  can  demonstrate  this  to  you  beyond  all  man- 
ner of  question  ;  that  but  for  the  pig  in  question  the  monied  rela- 
tions of  this  country  would  have  remained  unchanged,  and  that  the 
marble  palace  in  which  *  Old  Nich.*  held  his  uncontrollable  sway, 
instead  of  being  what  it  now  is,  a  mere  office  for  the  receipt  of  cus- 
toms, would  still  have  remained  the  throne  of  the  monied  men  of 
the  country.' 

*  You  are  speaking  enigmas,  which  I  fear  no  CEdipus  can  solve,* 
replied  Mrs.  Smith.  *  Wo  n't  you  be  pleased  to  let  me  into  the 
secret  V 

'  With  all  pleasure,  if  it  will  not  weary  you  to  listen  to  it.' 

*  You  need  not  fear  any  thing  but  failing  to  make  good  your  as- 
sertions.* 

'  That  I  have  no  fear  of  Then,  to  begin  at  the  beginning.  Had 
the  administration  of  the  republic  been  continued  in  the  hands  of 
the  venerable  son  of  Braintree,  it  cannot,  in  my  opinion,  be  ques- 
tioned that  the  charter  of  the  G-reat  Bank  would  have  been  ex- 
tended and  its  seat  perpetuated  in  Chesnut-street ;  that  he  failed  in 
his  reelection  I  shall  now  trace  to  the  pig  in  question ;  and  you  will 
see  how  nicely  adjusted  are  the  affairs  of  this  great  world,  and  on 
what  slender  pivots  the  destinies  of  a  nation  turn.  Had  a  certain 
gentleman  in  the  city  of  Providentio  never  been  possessed  of  this 
obstinate  pig,  or  had  he  kept  him  in  a  better  built  stye,  *  the  Hero 
of  two  wars'  would  have  only  been  distinguished  as  a  famous  fighter 
of  men  and  Indians,  and  gone  to  the  grave  in  the  humble  obscurity 
of  a  western  farmer ;  but  for  this  pig,  he  would  never  have  been 
elevated  to  the  elective  throne  of  Babylonia ;  and  all  the  conse- 
quences resulting  from  his  election  would  have  been  saved  to  the 
world.' 

*  My  dear  Sir,  are  you  serious  V  inquired  Mrs.  Smith,  who  seemed 
more  and  more  perplexed  at  the  grave  and  severe  tone  of  the  Gen- 
tleman in  Black. 

*  Never  more  truly  so  in  my  life ;  hut  for  that  event  I  shotdd  not 
now  he  in  Babyhn.' 

*  May  I  again  beg  you  will  explain  what  seems  to  me  altogether 
inexplicable,'  replied  Mrs.  Smith,  with  some  slight  expression  of 
impatience,  as  if  teased  by  his  delay. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  proceeded  in  his  usual  calm  and  quiet 
tone  to  say : 

*  It  is  common  for  historians  to  spend  no  little  time  in  tracing  to 
their  causes  important  events  which  change  the  current  of  a  nation's 
history,  and  in  doing  so,  from  ignorance  or  inadvertence,  they  over- 
look incidents  seemingly  so  trivial  as  to  be  utterly  unworthy  of  the 
task  they  have  assumed  ;  and  though  I  do  not  undertake  to  state  all 
the  causes  which  had  their  separate  influence  in  bringing  about  the 
conjuncture  of  affairs  which  made  it  possible  for  a  pig  to  play  so 
prominent  a  part,  yet  I  feel  certain  of  tracing  to  him  tho  catastrophe.'' 

'  There  were  two  neighbors,  both  of  the  old  Federal  school  of 
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politics,  who  had  lived  for  many  years  in  the  utmost  harmony  in  the 
city  of  Providentio ;  one  of  whom  was  the  owner  of  the  pig,  and 
the  other  possessed  a  fine  garden,  in  the  cultivation  of  which  he 
took  especial  pains.  One  fine  spring  morning  the  pig,  waking  hun- 
gry from  a  sound  sleep,  set  up  a  squeal  which  expressed  in  the 
clearest  manner  his  impatience  for  his  breakfast,  but  as  the  family 
were  at  that  time  busy  and  occupied  with  making  their  own  meai, 
he  was  left  to  wait ;  becoming  restless,  and  as  a  lawyer  would  ex- 
press it,  if  he  were  drafting  a  bill  of  indictment,  *  being  set  on  end 
by  the  devil,'  regardless  and  reckless  of  all  consequences,  he  clam- 
bered over  the  imperfectly-constructed  stye  and  set  out  in  quest  of 
what  he  could  find  *  on  his  own  hook.'  Now  he  had  done  this  fre- 
quently before,  and  had  amused  himself  in  perambulating  over  the 
nicely-made  beds  in  the  neighbor's  garden,  into  which  he  had  found 
no  difficulty  of  access  from  the  condition  of  the  fence.  There  had 
been  many  ftiendly  remonstrances  as  to  this  pig's  familiar  habits,  and 
the  one  neighbor  had  urged  the  other  to  build  a  new  stye,  and  to 
the  other  it  had  been  kindly  suggested  that  his  fence  was  out  of  re- 
pair. So  matters  stood ;  when  the  proprietor  of  the  garden  dis- 
covered the  pig  in  the  very  act  of  rooting  up  and  eating  some 
choice  bulbous  roots,  which  were  very  valuable,  and  had  been  pro- 
cured at  great  expense.  This  was  *  the  last  feather  which  broke  the 
camel's  back  ;*  transported  with  passion,  he  put  a  pitchfork  he 
chanced  to  find  at  hand  into  the  sleek  and  tenoer  sides  of  the  pig, 
and  threw  him  yelling  into  his  neighbor's  yard.  His  cries  though  not 
the  most  musical  were  in  so  moving  a  tone,  that  the  pig-proprietor 
and  his  family  were  disturbed  at  their  breakfast  table  and  came  oat 
in  breathless  haste  to  witness  the  last  flourish  of  their  pig's-tail,  tO\ 
hear  his  last  squeal  and  to  see  him  die.  That,  my  dear  Madam,  was 
the  beginning  of  that  bloodshed  which  was  continued  by  the  best 
blood  of  the  great  republic' 

'  In  consequence  of  this  quarrel,  at  the  coming  election  then  about 
to  take  place,  the  proprietor  of  the  pig  voted  against  his  neighbor, 
and  his  vote  elected  a  democrat  to  the  general  assembly  of  that  state. 
At  the  election  of  a  senator  to  the  Great  Council  of  the  Senate  of 
the  nation,  a  man  devoted  to  the  then  Administration  of  affairs  was 
elected  by  one  vote ;  and  in  the  year  1812  an  act  declaring  war 
passed  the  Senate  by  one  vote ;  the  vote  of  the  Senate  elected  by 
the  vote  of  the  representative,  who  was  elected  by  the  owner  of  the 

ng  in  question.     Now  have  I  not  shown  the  chain  of  causes  thus 

■arr 

*  Yes,  you  have  ;  but  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  the  charter  of 
the  Great  Bank  V 

*  Oh  that  is  readily  seen.  The  war  which  ensued  terminated  with 
a  glorious  victory  which  immortalized  the  *  Hero  of  two  wars ;'  he 
was  made  President  by  the  leaders  of  the  great  people's  party,  who 
found  no  other  way  of  defeating  the  election  of  the  son  of  BmAiN- 
TREE,  believing  that  when  he  was  elected  by  their  exertions  and  in- 
fluence he  would  suffer  himself  to  be  guided  by  their  coonpils.  Bat 
men  who  set  a  ball  in  motion  are  not  always  able  to  ietist»  when  in 
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motion,  that  which  a  single  arm  could  have  kept  tit  rest.  Unfortu- 
nately for  me,  and  thousands  of  others,  the  first  act  of  resistance  to 
the  indomitable  will  of  the  *  Old  Hero'  came  fi-om  my  worthy  compeer 
and  associate  '  Old  Nich.'  This  was  his  resistance  to  the  appoint- 
ment of  an  officer  in  one  of  his  branch  banks ;  and  if,  instead  of 
trying  the  strength  of  their  several  powers, '  Old  Nich.'  had  submit- 
ted to  this  exercise  of  power,  or  made  some  quiet  conciliatory  ex- 
planations to  the  *01d  Hero,'  who  in  all  probability  had  ignorantly 
exceeded  his  administrative  powers,  all  would  have  been  well.  But 
the  habit  of  uncontrolled  sway  had  been  fostered  in  the  heart  of 
'  Old  Nich.'  by  the  submissive  acts  of  brokers  and  bankers,  whom 
he  had  taught  to  perform  the  prescribed  kow-tow ^  when  admitted  into 
his  presence,  with  an  alacrity  and  skill  only  to  be  excelled  by  the 
courtiers  of  the  Chinese  empire.  The  hostility  which  grew  out  of 
this  conflict  in  the  exercise  of  appointing  powers  was  fanned  and 
fostered  by  the  Jonathans  and  the  Goodyears  and  their  cliques  in 
this  city  who  saw  in  this  reason  for  hope  that  if  the  charter  of  the 
bank  should  be  rejected,  a  new  bank,  which  they  deemed  indispen- 
sable, would  be  chartered,  and  which  they  felt  certain  would  have 
its  centre  in  Babylon.  But  it  is  easier  to  pull  down  than  to  build 
up ;  and  a  power  arose,  unlocked  for  by  them,  greater  than  their 
own.  The  iron  will  of  the  *  Old  Hero*  was  directed  by  this  power 
behind  the  throne  with  a  despotism  they  could  not  resist.  The  con- 
sequence was,  a  revulsion,  which  brought  ruin  to  the  homes  and 
fire-sides  of  those  whose  whole  scope  of  policy  was  limited  to  the 
increase  of  their  own  fortunes  and  the  up-building  of  their  own 
city. 

*  The  outcry  against  the  course  of  policy  which  struck  at  all  char- 
tered banking  associations,  and  whose  war-cry  was  *  perish  credit, 
perish  commerce,'  perish  every  thing,  that  stands  in  the  way  of  *  the 
will  of  the  democracy,'  and  which  for  a  time  seemed  to  seek  to 
bring  every  chartered  corporation  into  jeopardy,  at  length  came 
from  those  who  had^made  him  the  god  of  the  people's  idolatry. 

*  Among  these  was  a  worthy  citizen  of  this  city,  who  had  carried 
his  devotion  so  far  as  to  have  the  old  hero's  bust  beautifully  chi- 
selled in  Parian  marble,  and  which  was  placed  over  his  mantel-piece 
as  its  chief  ornament.  Here  he  was  caressed,  from  time  to  time,  by 
many  pleasant  love-pats,  as  one  blow  after  another  of  his  merciless 
policy  struck  down  the  heads  of  the  monied  hydra,  whose  ruin  was 
so  earnestly  desired ;  but  when  the  same  club  reached  other  monied 
interests,  and  stock  after  stock  declined,  bank  after  bank  ^ve  way, 
and  when  ruin  reached  the  worthy  partisan,  from  the  very  idol  of  his 
creation  and  worship,  with  a  feeling  not  unlike  the  poor  Afiicans 
-who  flog  their  gods  when  their  wishes  are  not  complied  with,  coming 
borne  to  his  dinner,  for  which  alas  !  he  had  no  appetite,  and  seeing 
this  *  Architect  of  Ruin'  sitting  with  his  characteristic  composure, 
all  unconcerned  amid  the  carnage  he  was  making  of  the  fortunes  of 
his  followers,  as  well  as  of  his  enemies,  transported  with  rage,  our 
citizen  seized  upon  the  bust  and  cast  it  down  into  an  oblivion  of 
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shame  and  everlasting  contempt ;  but  Accident  or  Destiny^  which 
ever  made  him  great,  took  care  of  his  Image.  Through  the  zealous 
labors  of  a  society  who  have  done  much  to  enrich  Sie  country  by 
their  antiquarian  researches,  the  bust  of  the  hero  was  recovered,  and 
sold  by  themi  heedless  of  the  treasure,  with  a  heap  of  rubbish.  The  * 
purchaser,  who  told  me  the  anecdote,  kept  his  eood  fortune  to  himself, 
and  the  Old  Hero  was  brought  to  light  transformed  into  an  old  Ro- 
man, The  alkalies  of  earth  have  given  the  Old  Hero's  &ce  quite  an 
ancient  aspect,  and  there  remained  httle  else  than  the  general  contour 
of  his  face  and  bust,  and  the  inscription,  which  had  once  been  '  The 
Old  Roman,'  had  become  all  but  defaced.  The  bust,  well  washed, 
was  put  into  the  hands  of  a  dealer  in  pictures  of  the  ^M  masUrs^* 
which  are  annually  imported  into  this  market  and  sold  at  prices 
miraculously  low,  and  there  it  soon  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
pseudo  iconographists  of  the  city,  who  after  mature  examination 
determined  it  to  be  the  bust  of  Romulus,  and  this  question  so  de- 
cided, it  was  instantly  purchased  at  a  great  price  by  an  admirer  of 
the  antique,  and  now  holds  a  conspicuous  place  in  his  cabinet,  where 
he  is  venerated  still,  as  the  oldest  if  not  the  ^noblest  Ronum  of  them 

au: 

*  Pardon  this  digression,  my  dear  Madam,  from  my  own  story, 
which  I  fear  has  already  become  to  you  wearisome  '  as  the  twi<se- 
told-tale  vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowsy  man.' 

*  By  no  means  I'  replied  Mrs.  Smith,  with  great  vivacity.  *  I  am  at 
a  loss  to  know  how  this  revulsion  in  the  monetary  world  has  con- 
nected itself  with  you,  and  compelled  you  to  assume  so  hopeless  a 
task  as  the  finding  of  Peter  Schemil.' 

'  Not  so  hopeless  as  you  may  at  first  be  led  to  think  it ;  but  all 
this  by  and  by,'  replied  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  who  resumed  his 
narrative  by  saying : 

*  After  I  had  fairly  established  myself  in  Change- Alley,  and  in 
doing  so,  had  necessarily  become  connected  very  largely  with  the 
stock  exchange,  to  which  I  exclusively  confined  my  attention,  though 
my  kind  friends  were  exceedingly  anxious  that  I  should  share  with 
them  in  their  speculations  in  canals  and  stocks  of  various  kinds,  but 
my  grasp  of  mind  I  found  was  too  limited  to  keep  sight  of  so  many 
dissimilar  speculations,  and  as  I  was  succeeding  to  the  utmost  of 
my  wishes,  1  declined  their  friendly  ofiers,  and  as  Siey  found  a  plenty 
ready  to  unite  with  them,  I  was  after  a  while  left  by  them  to  quietly 
manage  my  business  in  my  own  way.  Unhappily  I  was  recalled  by 
urgent  business  connected  with  my  Eastern  estates ;  a  whole  Til- 
lage had  gone  over  to  the  Abolitionists,  and  my  agents  feared  a 
general  breaking  up  of  all  the  ties  in  which  they  had  been  held  to 
servitude  ;  and  having  the  utmost  confidence  in  my  friends,  who  had 
won  upon  my  regards  by  their  hospitality  and  unceasing  friendship, 
I  thought  it  would  be  safe  for  me  to  place  my  monied  securities  m 
their  hands  to  wind  up.' 

'  But  was  it  not  a  great  trust  to  bestow  7  Six  or  seven  milliona  of 
dollars  is  too  large  a  sum  to  be  secured  in  the  usual  way,  was  it  not  1' 
inquired  Mrs.  Smith. 
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'  It  was ;  bat  what  better  could  I  do  ?  And  beside,  I  had  every 
reason  to  rely  on  these  good  friends,  as  I  deemed  them  to  be ;  and 
many  little  incidents  calculated  to  win  upon  my  unsuspecting  confi- 
dence had  arisen  which  had  had  their  due  weight  with  me  ;  for  ex^ 
ample :  one  of  them,  a  man  of  great  amenity  of  manners,  hearing 
accidentally  from  me  in  conyersation  that  my  people  were  destitute 
of  the  *  stated  preaching  of  the  gospel,'  was  extremely  desirous  of 

rrocurine  the  establishment  of  a  mission  among  them ;  indeed, 
fomid  It  very  difficult  to  satisfy  him  that  I  thought  they  could 
get  on  without  one.  Another  proposed  some  admirable  plans  'for 
the  colonization  and  gradual  emancipation  of  my  slaves  ;'  and  ano- 
ther swore  '  I  should  go  into  a  mmd  speculation  he  had  in  view  for 
the  purchase  of  coal  lands  which  would  never  be  Exhausted  while 
the  world  should  stand.'  I  mention  these  among  the  many  like 
manifestations  of  their  active  friendship  ;  and  receiving  fresh  des- 
patches begging  me  to  return  at  once  and  at  all  hazards,  I  called 
my  friends  together  and  gave  into  their  hands  all  my  books,  bonds 
and  bills,  for  which  they  jointly  and  severally  receipted  to  me ;  and 
pledging  themselves  to  obey  my  instructions,  which  were  explicit,  to 
mvest  my  monies  as  they  fell  due  in  such  undoubted  monied  stocks 
as  they  thought  safest  and  best. 

'  Having  done  this,  they  gave  me  a  magnificent  entertainment,  and 
the  next  day  most  of  them  went  down  as  far  as  the  Narrows,  where 
they  took  leave  of  me  with  many  earnest  entreaties  to  take  good 
care  of  myself,  to  which  I  responded  very  heartily,  begging  them  not 
to  forget  me  or  my  affairs. 

'  I  was  absent  four  years,  and  never  so  inuch  as  received  ct  single 
stroke  of  a  pen  from  any  one  of  them.  I  felt  some  surprise  at  this, 
and  on  arriving  in  London,  I  was  thunderstruck  at  hearing  that  my 
friend  '  Old  Nich.'  had  deserted  his  palace ;  that  there  had  been  a 
general  suspension  of  specie  payments  in  this  country,  and  that  a 
wide-spreaa  bankruptcy  h&d  gone  over  the  length  and  the  breadth 
of  the  land.  As  you  may  well  imagine,  I  felt  there  was  no  time  to 
lose  in  coming  to  this  country,  and  to  see  how  far  my  own  funds 
were  jeoparded  by  this  revulsion  of  the  affairs  of  Babylonia,  and 
Babylon  m  particular.' 

•  On  my  arrival  I  took  my  old  rooms,  and  the  same  evening  sent 
my  cards  to  each  of  my  friends,  expecting  they  would  at  once  come 
to  see  me.  I  sat  up  quite  late,  but  not  one  of  them  called.  This 
was  rather  ominous,  I  thought.  The  next  day  I  remained  at  hom6 
till  past  twelve,  and  no  one  calling,  I  took  a  walk  down  Change- 
Alley.  I  met  the  members  of  the  Honorable  Fraternity  as  busy  as 
ever ;  nearly  all  had  failed,  but  as  this  was  a  general  calamity,  no 
one  seemed  to  feel  the  pressure  to  be  pinching  him  harder  than  his 
neighbor ;  and  as  '  misery  loves  company,'  they  seemed  well  con- 
tent. '  Times,'  they  said,  *  were  mending  rapidly ;'  *  hoped  I  had 
come  back  to  '  the  street ;'  they  wanted  some  one  who  had  plenty  of 
money  to  regulate  matters ;'  *  I  was  the  very  person  they  were  all 
looking  for ;'  and  they  really  seemed  to  express  their  bottest  senti- 
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ments,  and  I  believe  they  did ;  but  when  I  told  them  all  my  means 
were  in  the  hands  of  my  friends  in  Change-Alley,  they  looked  sur- 
prised ;  some  thrust  their  tongues  into  one  side  of  their  cheeks, 
others  whistled  a  little,  but  the  most  of  them  said, '  Come  and  see 
me  ;  I  am  just  now  very  busy ;'  and  on  they  went. 

*  You  may  guess  I  had  now  very  strong  convictions  that  my  af- 
fairs were  in  what  they  technically  term  *  weak  hands;'  by  which 
is  understood  hands  so  strong  that  there  's  no  getting  back  what  you 
have  given  them  to  hold.  After  looking  into  one  old  haunt  and 
another,  I  stumbled  upon  one  of  my  trustees ;  he  certainly  put  the 
best  &ce  upon  the  matter,  and  said  he  had  been  seeking  me ;  that 
he  had  a  little  party  of  our  old  set,  and  as  they  all  wished  to  see 
me,  he  had  on  receiving  my  card  sent  out  his  invitations  to  meet 
me  at  his  house  at  dinner  at  six  precisely.  His  engagements,  like 
all  the  others,  were  very  pressing,  and  shaking  me  by  the  hand,  be 
shook  me  off;  and  finding  myself  somewhat  less  important  in  '  the 
street'  than  I  once  was,  I  returned  to  my  hotel  to  prepare  myself 
for  the  *  entertainment'  I  had  every  reason  to  believe  had  been  pre- 
pared for  me  a  long  time  before  my  arrival. 

*  At  six  precisely  I  entered  the  mansion  of  my  trusty  trustee. 
The  house  was  unchanged  ;  the  same  servants,  the  same  gorgeous 
furniture,  and  the  same  finely-dressed  ladies,  somewhat  filler  and 
broader  to  be  sure  than  when  I  left  them,  but  this  was  doubtless 
owing  to  their  style  of  dress,  and  the  same  circle  of  active  and  en- 
terprising friends  ;  all  looking  finely,  a  little  wider  over  the  waist- 
band and  somewhat  care-worn  about  the  eyes ;  but  their  laugh  was 
hearty,  while  they  assured  me  *  they  were  ruined  past  all  redemp- 
tion ;'  '  burst  up ;'  '  not  a  figment  left ;'  all  owing  to  the  malignant 
influences  of  that  *  Sheeted  Ghost,'  and  of  Oliver  Dane,  by  whom 
the  deposites  were  removed  from  the  banks,  without  letting  them 
know  in  time  to  take  in  sail,  or  throw  overboard  some  of  the  heavy 
stocks ;  and  when  the  whirlwind  took  them  aback  they  went  down 
all  sails  standing ;  and  there  they  were,  escaped  with  their  lives 
and  wives,  and  that  was  all.' 

*  Was  there  ever  such  a  sad  and  summary  method  of  accounting 
for  six  millions  of  the  best  bills  and  stocks  of  the  country  ! 

*  Dinneirwas  announced,  and  I  thought  if  I  had  lost  all  my  mo- 
ney I  had  better  not  let  my  appetite  go  with  it ;  and  so  I  said  no 
more  about  money  matters,  and  you  would  have  never  guessed  that 
we  were  all  ruined  men  and  women,  or  that  the  young  ladies  had 
shared  in  the  common  disasters  of  their  families.  Our  conversa- 
tioix  as  usual  was  buoyant  and  spirited  ;  weddings  and  balls,  and 
operas  and  diamonds,  all  shone  and  sparkled  in  unison  with  the  rich 
wines  we  drank  like  water ;  and  I  thought  really,  from  the  exces- 
sive gayety  of  the  young  ladies  in  particular,  that  being  ruined  was 
one  of  the  most  amusing  and  delightftil  things  in  the  world ;  and 
though  I  endeavored  to  take  the  same  cheerful  view  of  matters, 
yet  whenever  the  recollection  of  my  good  bills  and  stocks  would 
recur,  it  did  not  seem  possible  I  could  think  of  being  ruined  with 
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the  SB.ine  complacency  with  which  it  was  regarded  hy  these  giddy 
daughters  of  my  friends. 

*  The  next  day  they  said  they  would  be  prepared  to  render  me 
an  account  of  their  stewardship ;  and  one  of  them  candidly  con- 
fessed it  was  indeed  '  a  most  beggarly  account  of  an  empty  exche- 
?uer,  but  it  should  be  as  honest  as  daylight ;'  and  with  this  assurance 
took  my  leave. 

'About  twelve  o'clock  they  came  with  their  papers  all  nicely 
folded  and  labelled,  with  large  abstracts  beautifully  prepared,  and 
ruled  with  the  utmost  of  clerical  skill  and  beauty.  What  could  I 
expect  more  1  I  had  witnessed  during  my  career  in  Change- Alley 
many  very  decided  explosions,  and  I  had  looked  on  with  calmness, 
and  sometimes  with  pleasure,  as  after  some  deep  plotting  and  coun- 
ter-plotting I  had  witnessed  the  sport  *  of  seeing  the  engineer  hoisted 
with  his  own  petard ;'  but  now  that  I  found  myself  in  the  air,  mak- 
ing the  same  species  of  gyrations,  I  did  not  find  the  fun  so  exceed- 
ingly attractive  as  it  had  appeared  to  me  when  but  a  looker-on  at 
the  misfortunes  of  others.  Dean  Swift  tells  us  *  he  never  knew  a 
man  who  could  not  bear  the  misfortunes  of  other  people  wifli 
Christian  resignation  ;*  but  to  bear  our  own  is  a  stem  task  of 
soul 

'  I  will  not  detain  you  with  all  these  and  other  thoughts  which 
rose  in  my  mind  as  I  saw  in  the  abstracts  of  assets,  ready  to  be 
turned  over  to  me  in  full  discharge  of  all  my  claims,  certificates  of 
state  stock  purchased  at  an  advance  of  from  ten  to  twenty-five  per 
cent.,  now  merely  nominal  at  ten  and  fifteen  dollars  the  share ; 
shares  of  stocks  in  rail-roads,  for  which  not  a  rail  had  as  yet  been 
laid  down  ;  in  canals  not  yet  dug ;  a  variety  of  stocks,  the  merest 
creations  of  fancy  and  fraud  ;  heavy  loans  on  coal  lands  ;  swamps 
lying  around  and  about  Babylon  ;  cities  of  the  west,  drawn  on 
beautifully-colored  maps,  showing  where  the  public  buildings  and 
squares  were  to  be,  but  the  sites  of  which  remained  to  be  cleared 
of  their  primeval  forests;  pine  lands  in  Eastern  townships,  which 
they  told  me  had  proved  to  be  a  congregation  of  swamps  and 
stones — such  were  the  results  of  their  management,  all  of  which 
they  said  would  have  been  in  good  credit  but  for  the  removal  of 
the  deposits.  That  I  had  some  reason  to  complain  of  the  removal 
of  the  deposits  they  all  conceded,  but  comforted  me  by  saying  that 
every  body  was  ruined;  not  a  good  house  lefl — all  gone  to  the 
devil  I  I  had  good  reason  to  guess  that  this  last  statement  was  not 
true,  though  I  thought  it  not  unlikely  it  might  become  so. 

To  make  an  end  of  my  long  story,  I  was  swallowed  up  by  my  peli- 
can friends  ;  and  though  a  fish  of  somewhat  larger  size  than  usual, 
they  had  found  no  difficulty  in  making  me  go  down,  leaving  as  the  un- 
digested tail  these  miserable  certificates  of  stock,  the  remnant  of  all 
my  monies  placed  in  their  custody.  To  me  these  stocks  were  utterly 
worthless,  and  I  at  once  made  them  an  offer  to  draw  drafts  on  them 
at  a  long  date,  payable  with  interest,  which  they  cheerfully  accepted; 
and  here  they  are,'  said  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  with  a  sneering 
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smile  of  satisfaction,  as  he  pulled  out  of  his  pocket  a  bundle  of 
papers,  carefully  done  up  and  labelled. 

'  And  are  you  not  fearful  of  their  defrauding  you  hy  taking  the 
benefit  of  some  general  act  of  bankruptcy  V  inquired  Mrs.  <Smith, 
in  tones  of  tender  sylnpathy  for  the  misfortunes  of  her  guest. 

'  Oh  no,  my  dear  Madam,'  replied  the  Grentleman  in  Black,  in  a 
tone  of  the  utmost  confidence ;  '  they  will  doubtless  avail  themselyes 
of  all  manner  of  '  stay-laws,'  but  they  must  come  to  it  at  last ;  these 
stay-laws  will  soon  be  exhausted,  and  if  payment  be  not  then  made, 
I  have  a  summary  process,  known  in  law  as  the  writ '  car4a*  which 
empowers  me  to  take  the  body  ;  and  you. may  rely  upon  it,  my  dear 
Madam,  there  's  no  dodging !  They  will  find  no  Portia  who  can, 
by  a  quibble  of  the  law,  save  them  from  their  bonds — the  money  or 
the  body!  As  there  are  no  Zaccheus's  among  them,  <Aa/  they 
never  will  repay  ;  so  I  have  booked  their  bodies  as  my  own  yean 
ago!' 
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Long  weary  yean  have  flown  since  last 
I  stood  where  I  now  musingr  stand ; 

And,  lost  amid  the  teenunff  Past, 
Thoaght  over-peoples  Memory^s  land. 

In  Life's  warm  morning,  when  the  boy 
Knew  not  of  manhood's  darker  night, 

At  this  same  portal,  youth  and  joy 
Blessed  me  with  vigils  of  delight 

Bat  now  the  scene  with  change  is  fraught ; 

The  house  I  dwelt  in  I  mistook. 
As,  gazing  long,  I  vainly  sought 

For  its  old,  quaint,  familiar  look. 

The  very  room  where  mid^ght's  chimes 
Once  sent  me  tired  from  l^k  to  bed ; 

The  room  that  heard  my  boyhood's  rhymes, 
When  angel  light  seemed  round  me  shed  ; 

Now  reeks  with  fumes  of  smoke  and  wine. 
And  echoes  to  the  sound  of  trade. 

While  many  a  gay  and  glittering  sign 
Is  on  the  dingy  walls  displayed. 

The  street,  too,  lacks  its  ancient  air, 
Its  undisturbed  and  qui^t  mood, 

And  has  become  a  thoroughfare, 
Thronged  with  the  jostUng  multitude. 
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The  old  stone  church  acroBB  the  street 

Stands  where  it  stood  m  other  days ; 
But  ah  !  my  eyes  sad  changes  meet* 

As  on  its  tfane-Wom  front  I  gaze. 

Still  on  its  spire  the  moonlight  fallSf     n 

And  the  old  clock-face  shines  as  fair, 
But  from  its  desecrated  walls 

Ascends  no  more  the  voice  of  prayer. 

And  manly  hearts  are  in  the  mould, 
That  once  these  sacred  precincts  prized ; 

Men  whose  degenerate  sons  have  sold 
The  shrine  at  which  they  were  baptized. 

Your  fathers'  graves,  ye  cold  of  heart ! 

Are  trodden  on  by  heedless  men ; 
And  ye  have  made  a  public  mart 

Of  what  was  God's  own  temple  then. 

Thought,  lingermg,  clings  to  other  days, 

Borne  back  on  waking  Memory's  wing, 
While  gently  falls  upon  my  heart 

The  dew  of  life's  remembered  spring. 

The  labors  of  the  day  are  o'er, 

The  cares  of  business,  and  its  din, 
And  sweetly  through  the  windows  pour 

The  silver  streams  of  moonlight  in. 

Through  leaves  all  tremulous  with  blisB 

The  night-wind  like  a  lover  steals. 
And  its  low,  soft,  and  hallowed  kiss 

A  welcome  presence  there  reveals. 

My  soul  with  thought's  excess  is  faint. 

My  gaze  is  on  yon  starry  crowds, 
Where  the  pale  moon,  like  some  fair  saint, 

Veils  half  her  charms  behind  the  clouds. 

This  silent  hour — its  influence  sinks 

With  power  resistless  on  my  soul. 
And  the  hushed  present  backward  shrinks. 

In  its  majestic,  calm  control 

My  vision  dims,  as  wanes  the  night. 
The  blessed  night  that  brought  my  dream, 

And  as  I  gaze,  £e  holy  light 
Falls  in  a  faint  and  fainter  gleam. 

Like  as  the  moon  is  shut  between 

The  folds  of  yon  swift-rolling  cloud. 
So  'twixt  me  and  that  fancied  scene 

The  unwelcome  Real  lifts  its  shroud. 

My  heart  responds  to  spoken  words. 

As  its  quick  pulses  come  and  go. 
And  answers  with  vibrating  choras, 

(Change  waits  an  all  tlungs  here  htUffW  !* 
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'  For  !• !  the  winter  is  pact,  the  rain  is  orer  and  fone ;  the  flowers  appMr  on  the  earth ;  the  time 
of  the  singing  of  birds  is  come,  and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  the  land.* 


In  all  the  labyrinth  of  Nature's  mysteries,  there  is  no  wonder  so 
great  to  the  untutored  mind  as  the  periodical  advent  of  springtime. 
It  is  by  easy  and  natural  gradations,  illustrated  as  they  are  by  man's 
changing  destiny  on  earth,  that  we  trace  from  the  opening  bud  the 
lull-blown  flower,  the  ripened  harvest,  the  fall  of  the  leal)  and  the 
dreary  desolation  of  winter ;  but  there  is  no  analogy  in  man's  visi- 
ble history  for  the  return  of  that  genial  season  which  springs  from 
the  very  bosom  of  decay,  and  restores  to  us  all  the  pomp  and 
beauty  of  springtime.  It  is  only  by  penetrating  within  the  un- 
known and  invisible  —  by  lifting  the  veil  which  obscures  the  future 
from  our  vision,  and  realizing  the  freshness  of  a  spiritual  existence 
beyond  the  grave,  that  we  can  find  the  similitude  we  seek. 

One  of  the  poets  in  a  picture  of  Eden  takes  occasion  to  conjec- 
ture the  emotions  with  which  the  father  and  mother  of  our  race 
witnessed  the  first  storm  that  passed  over  the  garden.  How  eagerly 
they  watched  the  first,  dim  shadowy  cloud  as  it  floated  along  like  a 
spirit  of  light,  upheld  by  the  breath  of  Omnipotence !  How  their 
admiration  was  changed  to  wonder  and  alarm  as  the  feir  cloud- 
spirit  grew  darker  and  darker,  until  the  heavens  were  black  and 
terrible  !  How  the  dear  mother  of  us  all  leaned  with  tremulous 
anxiety  on  her  protector,  while  amid  the  wildness  of  the  storm 
paradise  itself  seemed  dark  and  gloomy ;  and  how  eagerly  at 
length  they  watched  the  first  gleam  of  the  blue  sky,  until  the  clouds 
were  gone,  and  Nature,  from  the  genial  rain,  shone  brighter  than 
before,  and  the  terrors  of  the  tempest  were  forgotten  ! 

Something  like  these  we  may  imagine  would  be  the  emotions  of 
the  ardent  boy  who  should  for  the  first  time  witness  the  succession 
of  the  seasons.  Each  dropping  petal,  each  falling  leaf,  each  wintry 
blast  would  suggest  the  melancnoly  thought  that  Nature  had  ex- 
hausted her  resources,  and  must  hereafter  accommodate  herself  to 
frost  and  snow  and  storm-clouds,  and  thermometers  below  zero. 
But  at  once,  as  by  magic,  he  beholds  a  serener  blue  in  the  sky,  and 
a  breath  of  warm  air  sends  quick  pulsations  to  his  heart.  Then  as 
he  roams  over  some  cultivated  wild,  by  streams  whose  mossy  banks 
seem  like  old  and  long-lost  friends,  a  violet,  the  first  of  springtime, 
peeps  out  by  the  waterfall,  and  gives  pleasant  assurance  that  the 
seasons  have  renewed  their  harmonious  career,  to  pause  not  until 
their  destiny  shall  be  accomplished. 

I  saw  the  beautiful  spring  first  in  the  sky.  A  deeper  blue  in 
Heaven  ;  light  floating  clouds,  bearing  rich  treasures  for  the  fam- 
ished earth;  bright- winged  birds,  fresh  from  their  native  south; 
these  were  ihe  harbingers  of  her  coming.     Clothed  with  light  Test- 


1846.]  Springtime  at  Idleherg.  135 

ments,  crowned  with  a  garland  of  early  flowers,  and  radiant  with 
the  hues  of  health,  the  fairy-footed  goddess  leaped  like  Minerva 
full-armed  from  the  helmet  of.  Eternal  Wisdom,  and  standing  on 
the  mountain-top,  sent  forth  her.  fabulous  retinue  over  the  earth, 
until  every  hill  and  valley  and  stream  owned  its  appropriate  di- 
vinity. 

How  truly  at  such  a  sea$6n  do  .we  appreciate  the  sentiment  that 
there  are  some  things — as  trees  and  flowers  and  birds  and  running 
brooks — that  remind  us  of  a  better  and  brighter  world  than  this, 
and  seem  indeed  like  captives,  stolen  and  prisoned  here  &om  the 
happier  land  of  their  birth  !  How  desolate  would  earth  appear  if 
no  verdure  bloomed  along  its  barren  heaths — if  no  voices  of  Na- 
ture were  heard  resounding  through  its  silent  forests  \  How  many 
charms  are  thrown  around  the  names  of  home  and  country  by  these 
eloquent  though  often  unobserved  companions  !  The  flowers  that 
spring  so  abundantly  in  our  path-way  are  not  needed  in  the  utilita- 
rian economy  of  nature  ;  and  yet  if  these  were  wanting  we  should 
miss  many  a  lesson  of  humility  and  gratitude.  Gentle  reader,  love 
the  flowers!  Wear  them  near  thy  heart,  and  bind  them  around 
thy  brow ;  train  them  about  thy  lattice,  that  the  way-side  traveller 
may  breathe  their  fragrance  and  bless  thee  for  the  gin.  Plaitt  them 
near  thy  homestead,  however  humble,  and  as  they  uplift  their  tiny 
cups  to  drink  the  morning  dew,  or  glow  and  brighten  m  the  summer 
sunshine,  let  them  teach  thee  a  lesson  of  gratitude  to  Him  who  nur- 
tures thee  and  the  flowers. 

There  are  few  metaphors  in  any  language  more  beautiful  than 
that  employed  by  the  poet  to  illustrate  the  awakening  lijfe  of  a 
clouded  heart,  at  the  flrst  presence  of  a  kindred  spirit : 

'Tuou  mad'st  vui  happy  with  thine  eyes, 

And  gentle  feelioft,  long  forgot, 
Looked  up  and  opta  their  tyt9, 

lAke  ffUletB  when  they  see  a  spot 
Of  tuimmer  in  the  $kie§.' 

And  not  to  violets  alone  is  the  dawn  of  summer  a  talisman  where- 
with to  unlock  the  hidden  treasures  of  the  heart.  The  denizen  of 
crowded  streets,  whose  barren  stones  know  no  change  of  season, 
suddenly  hies  to  the  forest,  whose  boughs  are  beginning  to  rejoice 
in  their  robes  of  budding  green.  Go  too,  thou  mistress  of^that 
torpid  canary,  that  with  cracked  voice  and  moulting  feathers  is  but 
a  lean  apology  for  a  bird,  and  when  thy  heart  shall  be  filled  with 
the  melody  that  is  singing  from  every  tree-top,  return  and  set  the 
prisoner  free  !  And  thou  of  *  sweet  seventeen,'  away  to  the  fields 
yet  moist  with  dew,  and  gather  flowers  to  match  thine  own  fresh- 
ness and  purity !  And  thou,  fond  watcher  by  the  bed-side  of  her 
whose  gentle  spirit  shall  soon  claim  kindred  with  its  native  skies  ; 
throw  open  that  lattice,  and  as  she  breathes  the  fresh  air  and  sees 
the  green  fields  she  loved  long  ago,  she,  will  sink  to  rest  with  a  heart 
fiill  of  gratitude  that  she  has  been  permitted  to  die  in  springtime  ! 

And  yet,  with  all  its  present  delights,  how  have  the  prismatic  co- 
lors of  spring-time  faded  since  we  first  learned  to  love  its  gentle 
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airs,  its  balmy  sunshine,  its  bright  and  dewy  flowers !  How  often, 
at  such  a  season,  steal  over  the  heart  the  memories  of  boyhood  and 
vain  longings  for  its  return  !  To  know  no  thought  of  the  morrow ; 
to  remember  nought  of  the  past,  save  that  we  were  blessed ;  to 
roam  barefoot  the  world  over — the  little  world  that  bounded  our 
daily  rambles;  to  have  no  dream  of  fame,  no  goading  of  ambition, 
no  visions  but  of  angel-wings  overshadowing  us  ;  to  know  no  light 
of  love  but  the  fond  eyes  that  watched  our  infancy ;  to  chase  gay 
butterflies  with  footsteps  as  light  and  fleeting  as  our  hopes,  with  no 
thought  that  such  was  the  weary  race  of  many  an  older  leg  than 
ours ;  to  make  our  beds  in  green  iields  and  amid  the  new-mown 
hay ;  tp  lie  down  when  weary  of  our  vain  pursuits,  to  be  lulled  by 
*  birdr^and  bee  and  flowing  water ;'  to  be  the  same  glad,  thoughtless 
creature  all  the  day  long  and  every  day,  let  the  world  wag  as  k 
might — these  are  the  pictures  of  boyhood  which  the  presence  of 
spring-time  recalls. 

And  yet  there  is  much  of  sadness  mingled  with  all  these  remi- 
niscences of  pleasure.  There  are  memories  of  bubbles  that  burst 
when  their  rainbow  hues  were  brightest ;  of  flowers  that  withered 
when  we  most  enjoyed  their  fragrance ;  of  cares  that  came  too 
soon  to  mingle  with  the  cup  of  boyhood's  happiness ;  of  hearts 
that  once  beat  in  unison  with  ours,  whose  pulsations  have  ceased ; 
of  graves  whose  turf  is  gay  with  the  verdure  of  many  a  springy 
time.     And  thus  shall  the  cup  of  life  be  mingled  forever ! 

Spring-time  at  Idleberg  !  No  longer  wrapped  in  wintry  habili- 
ments, but  clothed  in  the  freshest  garb  of  spring,  with  her  pleasant 
streams,  her  well-tilled  gardens,  her  rural  streets,  her  Sabbath  bells, 
she  seems  the  fairest  of  all  villages. 

First  of  all  there  is  *  Afton/  flowing  on  as  merrily  as  of  yore.  It 
will  be  the  scene  of  our  first  ramble  oil  this  glorious  morning  of 
springtime.  Though  I  have  long  since  become  a  more  ambitious 
angler  than  for  the  minnows  that  gleam  through  its  transparent 
depths,  its  quiet  borders  are  still  a  favorite  resort  to  me.  Morning, 
noon  and  night  it  is  ever  the  same,  reflecting  from  its  placid  bosom 
the  glory,  the  azure,  or  the  storm-clouds  of  the  sky.  When  the 
broad  shadows  are  lying  athwart  the  landscape  it  is  pleasant  to  re- 
cline at  ease  along  its  margin,  half  hidden  by  the  tall  grass  beneath 
and  the  world  of  forest-leaves  above.  Now  and  then  a  squirrel 
barks  saucily  overhead ;  now  flights  of  wild-fowl  scud  along  the 
margin  of  the  stream  ;  and  not  unfrequently  a  solitary  crane  stalks 
proudly  through  its  depths,  to  survey  the  reflection  of  his  fair  pro- 
portions. 

Our  *  Afton*  hath  its  legends  also.  Far  down  the  stream  a  little 
bubbling  brook  empties  therein,  and  a  narrow  unfrequented  path 
alongside  will  lead  us  into  the  valley  where  it  has  its  source.  That 
fountain  with  the  rude  stone  house,  now  almost  a  ruin,  built  about 
it,  supplies  the  family  at  *  Dovedale'  with  the  purest  water  that  ever 
gushed  from  mother  Earth's  prolific  bosom.  Hard-by  is  the  cottage 
.we  seek. 

It  is,  as  you  perceive,  simple  and  neat,  yet  quaint  and  old-faslL- 
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loiied  in  the  extreme.  There  are  few  signs  of  animation  about  the 
place  ;  if  there  be  any  children,  they  must  be  gone  to  school.  A 
solitary  brindle-cow  is  chewing  the  cud  in  the  shade  of  that  tall 
poplar.  Troops  of  meddlesome  pigs  are  prying  about,  with  their 
snouts  deep  buried  in  the  turf,  and  a  large  flock  of  geese  are  wading 
the  *  branch,'  fanning  the  air  with  their  swan-like  wings,  and  hissing 
contemptuously  at  the  intrusive  grunters. 

The  dwelling  is  nearly  hidden  beneath  the  foliage  of  overhanging 
tree-tops,  and  yet  you  can  perceive  how  neatly  it  is  white-washed, 
and  how  gracefully  the  creeper  is  trailed  over  the  front-door*  A 
few  clustered  rose-bushes,  chiefly  of  the  cabbage  variety,  dot  the 
yard,  which  is  enclosed  by  a  paling  of  dazzling  whiteness.  It  is 
altogether  a  spot  which  with  some  slight  cultivation  might  be  con- 
verted into  a  beautiful  retreat ;  but  its  appearance  evinces  an  effort 
to  maintain  about  it  the  aspect  of  antiquity,  as  if  its  old  proprietor 
had  died  long  ago  and  left  a  solemn  injunction  with  his  heirs  never 
to  touch  shrub  or  timber  about  the  old  homestead,  until  it  should 
rot  where  it  stood.  And  yet,  with  all  its  old  and  forsaken  look,  you 
could  not  easily  find  a  home  better  suited  in  any  respect  to  the 
tastes  of  its  present  occupant ;  a  maiden  lady,  whose  presence  adds 
a  becoming  zest  to  the  antiquity  of  the  place. 

There  were  originally  five  Misses  C *s,  the  elder  and  younger 

of  whom  were  respectively  Miss  Betsey  and  Miss  Sally.  In  early 
life  they  were  all  left  in  joint-tenancy  of  the  estate,  and  secluded 
as  they  were  from  the  busy  world  about  them,  their  deep  affection 
gradually  strengthened  into  feelings  of  entire  mutual  dependence. 
The  most  beautiful  harmony  was  observed  in  their  domestic  econo- 
my. To  one  was  conceded  the  general  control  of  the  little  estate ; 
another  had  charge  of  the  dairy ;  another  of  the  garden.  So  that 
each  separate  interest  was  well  protected  by  means  of  this  division 
of  labor.  The  garden,  with  its  many  choice  vegetables  and  flowers, 
was  the  neatest  and  prettiest  in  the  neighborhood ;  their  fields  were 
always  the  first  to  whiten  with  the  harvest ;  and  it  was  a  pleasant 
sight  to  see  their  sleek  flocks  and  herds  basking  on  the  hill-side  or 
browsing  on  the  plain. 

Although  so  blessed  in  each  other  and  their  pleasant  home,  the 
sisters  at  Dovedale  soon  learned  that  the  chief  happiness  of  life 
consists,  not  in  a  selfish  appropriation  of  the  good  gif^s  of  Provi- 
dence, but  in  the  felicity  of  doing  good  to  others.     Their  dwelling 
was  always  open  to  the  claims  of  charity  or  hospitality.     The  poor 
never  passed  by  without  receiving  some  substantial  gift  and  a  bless- 
ing to  enhance  its  value.     The  young  people  of  the  village  were 
always  welcome  to  hold  their  pic-nics  in  the  shade  of  their  vener- 
able trees.     There  were  no  strawberries-and-cream  so  sweet  as 
those  at  Dovedale  ;  and  veiy  often,  years  ago,  the  old  dwelling  now 
80  silent  and  deserted  has  rung  with  the  merry  shouts  of  those  who 
shared  its  hospitality,  while  the  sisters  watched  their  sports  with 
demure  satisfaction,  nor  ever  sighed  to  be  young  again. 

Very  soon  each  revolving  year  began  to  impair  the  virgin  channs 
of  the  sisters  at  Dovedale.     They  were  growing  old,  though  in  the 
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freshness  of  their  hearts  they  knew  it  not.  After  a  while,  the  neat 
muslin  cap  and  silver-rimmed  spectacles,  worn  unblushin^ly  at 
home  and  abroad,  betrayed  the  story  that  the  firost  was- beginning 
to  mingle  with  their  raven  ringlets,  and  age  was  coming  on  apace. 
And  yet,  though  endowed  with  every  noble  quality  of  heart  and 
mind,  they  never  married ;  though  Miss  Sally  once  made  a  narrow 
escape — I  will  tell  you  how.  They  say  she  was  forty  then — but 
it  matters  not. 

Every  body  at  Idleberg  knows  good  Dr.  F ,  and  always  did. 

Every  body  had  good  reason  to  know  him,  for  he  was  every  body's 
physician,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave^  His  appearance  was  any 
thing  but  prepossessing,  his  eyes  being  dreadfidly  crossed  and  hu 
form  any  thing  but  erect ;  but  then  he  had  a  heart  so  full  of  sun- 
shine and  affection  for  the  whole  world,  that  every  body  loved  him. 
He  was  incessantly  on  the  move  with  his  bob-tailed  pony  along 
the  streets  of  the  village  or  some  of  the  highways  or  lanes  theiB* 
about.  There  must  have  been  quite  as  much  virtue  in  his  personal 
appearance  to  his  patients  as  in  his  drugs  ;  for  the  only  prescription 
he  was  ever  known  to  administer,  whether  for  a  tooth-ache  or  a 
bilious  fever,  was  the  emphatic  sentence, '  Give  him  jalap  and  bleed 
him  !*  So  successful  and  incessant  however  were  his  professional 
occupations,  that  he  never  had  leisure  for  any  such  thing  as  falling 
in  love,  much  less  marrying  ;  and  thus  he  lived  on  to  the  full  term 
of  three  score  years  of  single  blessedness,  which  evinced  a  sotf- 
sacrificing  spirit  quite  in  keeping  with  his  whole  nature ;  and  eveiy 
body  always  said  that  if  ever  any  human  being  laid  up  treasures  m 
heaven  by  means  of  charities  done  on  earth,  that  man  was  good 
Dr.  F- . 

He  was  of  course  the  family  physician  at  Dovedale,  though  firesh 
air  and  cheerful  labor  brought  such  health  to  the  sisters  that  they 
seldom  had  need  either  for  the  jalap  or  the  lancet  It  happened 
however  that  Miss  Sally  at  length  stood  in  especial  need  of  his  pro- 
fessional services.  There  was  a  poor  widow  living  in  a  cottage  jatt 
over  the  hill,  who  had  been  lefl  with  many  helpless  children  m  a 
destitute  condition,  and  very  often  shared  the  generous  charities  of 
the  sisters  at  Dovedale.  It  was  on  Miss  Sally's  return  on  a  cold 
winter  evening  from  the  home  of  the  widow,  where  she  had  gone 
on  an  errand  of  kindness,  that  she  contracted  the  illness  'which 
called  the  doctor  so  frequently  to  Dovedale^ 

The  illness  became  more  serious  than  had  been  anticipated.  The 
sisters  trembled  for  the  fate  of  their  favorite,  and  felt  tJeir  first  ap- 
prehensions of  that  long  and  last  separation  which  sooner  or  latsr 
awaited  them.  The  doctor  was  most  assiduous  in  his  attentions. 
He  came  early  and  remained  late  about  the  bed-side.  His  skill  at 
last  mastered  the  disease ;  and  it  was  there,  while  observing  the 
anxious  and  unwearying  solicitude  of  the  elder  sisters,  and  the  cafan 
resignation  of  the  invalid,  that  his  heart  was  first  touched— though 
his  reason  had  oflen  been — with  a  just  appreciation  of  '  woman's 
priceless  worth.' 

By  and  by  the  patient  grew  convalescent,  and  her  first  walk  oat  of 
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doors  were  directed  to  the  garden  at  Dovedale,  her  own  peculiar 
department  in  the  economy  of  the  farm.  Here,  in  the  tender  care 
of  her  flowers,  she  soon  became  alive  to  the  cheerful  aspect  of  na- 
ture and  all  the  warm  impulses  of  the  heart.  It  was  observed  that 
the  doctor  did  not  cease  his  visits  to  Dovedale  upon  the  restoration 
of  his  fair  patient,  and  for  the  first  time  in  all  his  life  complaints 
began  to  be  made  of  his  want  of  attention  to  some  of  the  many 
claims  upon  his  time  and  skill.  Meantime  he  improved  wonderfully 
in  his  exterior ;  donned  a  new  wig,  and  exchanged  his  favorite  pony 
for  a  charger  of  higher  mettle  and  more  gallant  bearing.  Why  did 
he  and  Miss  Sally  walk  so  oflen  together  in  the  garden,  as  though 
he  were  none  too  old  to  undertake  to  study  the  philosophy  of  plants  % 
Why  in  his  absence  did  she  fill  the  flower-pots  in  the  parlor  with 
such  choice  bouquets  ?  Why  did  she  read  so  assiduously  that  stray 
volume  of  poems,  unburied  from  the  dust  in  his  little  library  ;  and 
why  tune  again  the  chords  of  that  heir-loom  guitar,  that  had  so  long 
lain  voiceless  and  neglected  ?  Was  it  true  of  these  old  hearts  that 
like  dry  and  withered  boughs  they  were  consumed  more  rapidly 
than  they  would  have  been  even  in  their  younger  and  tenderer  days  ? 
So  it  was  that  the  good  Doctor,  for  the  first  time  in  all  his  life,  took 
leisure  to  reflect  that  in  his  declining  years  he  should  need  a  help- 
mate; and  so  he  dwelt  upon  the  charms  of  Dovedale  and  the  pure 
devotion  of  the  sisters,  and  especially  upon  the  many  estimable 
qualities  of  Miss  Sally,  until  he  could  but  *  propose.* 

The  proposal,  so  startling,  and  yet  not  altogether  unexpected,  was 
received  in  trembling  silence.  After  due  hesitation  she  replied: 
*  She  had  the  highest  regard  for  the  good  doctor ;  she  did  not 
know'  —  bless  her  dear  heart !  —  *  but  that  she  loved  him  ;  but  she 
could  not  decide  so  important  a  question  without  the  judgment  of 
her  sisters,  and  would  abide  their  decision.' 

It  would  be  difficult  to  portray  the  feelings  of  the  elder  sisters  on 
receiving  the  timid  announcement,  some  days  thereafter,  from  the 
lips  of  tiaeir  youngest  and  best-beloved.  There  were  sui-ely  more 
tears  shed  at  Dovedale  than  for  many  a  day  previous.  They  felt 
deeply  their  obligations  to  the  suitor  for  his  personal  and  professional 
kindness ;  but  Sally  was  their  favorite ;  their  idol.  What  would 
become  of  Dovedale  without  her  1  They  could  not  possibly  spare 
ber;  and  after  a  painful  struggle,  Miss  Betsey  announced  their 
unanimous  decision  :  '  Afl»r  all,  Sally,  I  think  we  had  best  not  get 
married.  We  are  all  living  very  quietly  and  happily  together ;  per- 
haps it  is  best  not  to  break  our  little  circle.  And  just  think,  my 
child,  of  marrying  a  man  /  Let's  not  get  married,  Sally ;  let's  not 
get  married !' 

She  who  was  most  deeply  interested  in  this  decision  received  it 
without  a  murmur.  Sulmiission  to  the  will  of  her  sisters  had  be- 
come a  religious  duty  with  her ;  and  this  feeling  gave  her  a  seeming 
composure.  When  upon  the  appointed  day  her  suitor  returned  to 
learn  his  fate,  she  received  him  aione.  He  heard  her  decision  with 
entire  sabmission ;  though  even  then  she  seemed  almost  to  relent. 
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She  exacted  from  him  a  promise,  however,  that  he  would  continue  to 
visit  Dovedale,  as  though  nothing  unpleasant  had  occurred. 

I  have  heard  that  the  separation  of  these  old  lovers  on  that  day 
was  truly  affecting.  That  grasp  of  the  hand  was  almost  too  affec- 
tionate for  mere  civility ;  and  as  he  passed  through  the  door-way 
and  across  the  front-yard,  her  eyes  followed  him  eagerly  until  he 
had  disappeared,  and  she  then  sank  exhausted  to  her  chair.  Why 
did  she  languish  for  years  from  that  day  1  Why  did  she  grow  weary 
of  those  household  duties  that  had  once  given  her  such  pleasure  f 
Why  did  the  grey  hairs  mingle  so  rapidly  with  the  dark-brown,  and 
her  steps  tremble  on  the  threshold  until  they  ceased  to  move  about 
the  cottage  and  her  voice  was  heard  no  more  1  They  said  it  was 
from  a  winter's  cold ;  but  some  imagined  the  cause  lay  deeper,  and 
remembered  that  there  are  such  things  as  broken  hearts. 

Since  then  sad  changes  have  come  over  Dovedale.  Of  all  the  five 
sisters,  the  eldest  alone  remains ;  and  she  often  wonders  why  she 
was  left.  She  has  faith  that  she  will  know,  some  day.  In  the  ex- 
citement of  his  professional  duties,  the  worthy  doctor  soon  forgot  his 
first  and  only  disappointment ;  and  has  religiously  observed  his  pro- 
mise to  Miss  Sally  by  continuing  his  visits  hither  from  that  day. 
There  is  an  old  adage  about  talking  of  Old  Nick.,  which  we  need 
not  repeat ;  but  there  he  comes  —  I  mean  the  doctor  —  descending 
the  road  on  his  favorite  pony,  to  pay  his  daily  visit  to  Dovedale ; 
so  wo  will  leave  it,  with  a  blessing  on  its  delightful  retreats,  and  the 
hope  that  it  may  be  long  before  the  pleasant  intercourse  of  the  good 
old  man  and  the  last  of  the  five  sisters  shall  be  interrupted. 

Loitering  on  our  way,  reader,  through  green  lanes  and  pleasant 
fields,  and  in  the  light  of  this  glorious  sunset,  we  reach  the  village 
church-yard,  that  brignt,  gay,  tranquil  home  of  the  dead.  It  is 
brighter,  yet  sadder  than  aught  we  have  seen  to-day ;  with  its  tall 
grass,  its  waving  ever-greens  and  its  melancholy  willows.  It  should 
never  be  an  unwelcome  task  for  the  living  to  steal  at  times  from  the 
busy  distractions  of  life,  and  draw  lessons  of  wisdom  from  the  voice- 
less eloquence  of  those  who  have  gone  before.  There  are  no  terrors 
for  the  well-regulated  mind  in  the  calm  seclusion  of  such  a  spot. 
There  is  no  fear  of  unwelcome  visitants,  wrapped  in  the  ghastly 
livery  of  the  grave.  There  are  some  bright  and  early  flowers ;  the 
shades  of  welcome  trees ;  the  rustling  of  the  evening  wind ;  and 
these  are  all.  Yet  as  we  read  inscription  after  inscription,  how  do 
these  familiar  names  grow  and  expand  into  the  forms  of  humanity, 
clothed  not  in  the  cerements  of  the  grave  but  in  the  identical  gai^ 
ments  they  wore  when  last  we  grasped  their  living  hands ;  until  we 
have  gathered  about  us  a  cheerful  little  community  of  the  reawa- 
kened dead  ;  the  virgin  charms  we  loved  to  contemplate ;  the  school- 
mates who  passed  away  from  our  side  ;  the  veneraole  forms  of  those 
who  led  the  way  in  paths  of  virtue,  and  bade  us  follow  them  forever; 
each  character  addressing  us  in  its  well-remembered  tones,  and  re- 
acting its  allotted  part  in  the  drama  of  life.  Such  is  the  spell  that 
Fancy,  incited  by  such  a  scene,  throws  around  the  heart,  until  sud^ 
denly  some  sound  of  life  recalls  us  to  the  reality ;  form  after  form 
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disappears  from  our  side  ;  the  graven  tablets  resume  their  appropri- 
ate places,  and  we  are  left  alone  with  the  dead. 

This  winding  path  will  conduct  us  to  a  monument  whose  simple 
inscription  has  often  been  read  by  the  stranger.  Gentle  reader,  this 
is  Mary's  grave,  and  the  rudest  villager  can  tell  you  how  fair  and 
gentle  she  was ;  how  dear  to  all  who  ever  knew  her  ;  and  how  her 
place  in  our  hearts  has  never  been  filled. 

It  was  through  years  of  playful  girlhood  and  riper  youth  that  I 
knew  her  well.  For  years  our  walks  and  rides  and  pastimes  were 
often  the  same ;  and  I  watched  with  eager  interest  the  opening  of 
the  bud,  as  day  after  day  increased  its  loveliness,  until  it  burst  into 
the  full-blown  flower  of  dawning  womanhood.  I  know  how  pure 
and  elevating  is  the  charm  of  such  an  association,  and  that  there  are 
friendships  in  the  world  which  ennoble  the  heart  with  lessons  of 
purity  that  passion  could  never  have  taught. 

There  was  one  sympathy  which  more  than  all  else  bound  up  the 
cords  of  our  friendship,  and  that  was  a  passionate  love  for  music. 
She  was  the  centre  of  a  little  village  coterie  of  amateurs,  and  her 
piano  seemed  her  throne,  for  there  alone  in  the  rich,  soul-stirring 
harmonies  of  the  instrument ;  now  raving  with  the  thunders  of  pas- 
sion, and  now  subdued  to  the  softest  cadences  of  sentiment ;  she 
found  expression  for  the  pure  and  generous  impulses  of  her  heart. 
The  effect  was  still  more  imposing  when  her  music  became  the  ve- 
hicle of  sentiments  of  devotion ;  and  when.  Sabbath  after  Sabbath, 
she  presided  at  the  organ  of  the  village  church,  as  its  solqmn  breath- 
ing rolled  through  the  aisles  of  the  sanctuary,  it  would  not  have 
been  difHcult  to  imagine  that  a  spirit  of  light  had  come  down  to 
w^orship  God  in  one  of  the  humblest  of  his  earthly  temples. 

I  need  not  tell  the  reader  how  tenderly  she  loved,  or  how  ardently 
her  affection  was  returned  by  the  objects  of  her  choice.  I  had  long 
known  and  esteemed  him,  and  was  glad,  in  the  prospect  of  their 
mutual  happiness  when  riper  years  should  have  strengthened  their 
attachment  and  formed  them  more  entirely  for  each  other.  When 
an  inexorable  necessity  called  him  far  away  from  her  side,  it  was  to 
me  a  pleasure,  unmingled  with  any  alloy,  to  bear  to  her  those  ten- 
der missives  which  a  confiding  prudence  had  entrusted  to  me ;  to 
speak  as  they  deserved  of  his  many  virtues,  and  to  point  her  to  the 
day  when  I  trusted  the  fondest  dreams  of  her  youthful  fancy  would 
be  realized.  Was  any  thing  wanting  that  could  have  enhanced  the 
pleasures  of  a  friendship  so  refined,  a  confidence  so  entire  ] 

That  parting,  though  they  dreamed  not  of  it  then,  was  their  last 
on  earth.  If  I  have  omitted  to  say  it,  the  reader  has  doubtless 
already  imagined  that  her  beauty  was  of  that  delicate  order  which 
so  oflen  marks  the  victim  of  premature  decline.  Already  in  the  hey- 
day of  her  youth,  we  sometimes  saw  fearful  symptoms  in  her  thought- 
ful brow,  her  languid  melancholy  gait.  Still  when  in  the  gay  circle 
of  her  fHends  it  was  often  difficult  to  detect  in  her  joyful  demeanor 
any  apprehensions  of  hei*^arly  doom.  Grave  professors  of  the 
healing  art  delivered  the  usual  prescriptions  of  gay  company  and 
cheerfid  exercise  ;  but  society  brought  no  permanent  relie£  Xx}  her 
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malady,  and  the  healthful  air  imparted  no  bloom  to  her  pale  and 
wasting  cheek.  During  all  this  time  her  piano  was  her  chief  Bociety 
and  solace.  In  moments  of  despondency  it  revived  her  drooping 
spirits,  and  reminded  her,  perhaps  sadly,  of  other  and  happier  days. 
Autumn  succeeded  summer,  and  while  the  dreary  winds  were  howl- 
ing abroad,  we  learned  that  her  gentle  frame  was  fast  fading 
away. 

On  a  day,  never  to  be  forgotten,  in  the  midst  of  the  gloomy  winter, 
the  writer  was  unexpectedly  summoned  to  her  dwelling.  I  found 
the  mother  alone  and  in  tears ;  and  in  a  voice  that  trembled  with 
grief  and  anxiety,  she  communicated  Mary's  last  request.  There 
was  a  plain  gold  ring,  which  she  had  long  worn  as  the  seal  of  her 
affection  for  her  distant  lover ;  and  despairing  of  her  recovery,  she 
desired  to  have  it  returned  ;  and  to  the  writer  was  deputed  the  deli- 
cate mission.  I  was  glad  that  the  tenderness  of  our  old  friendship 
was  not  forgotten  by  her  even  in  her  dark  and  cheerless  sick-cham* 
ber,  and  had  the  message  come  from  above,  I  could  not  have  exe- 
cuted it  more  promptly.  She  had  not  lost  a  tithe  of  her  old  regard 
for  him,  but  of  what  value  were  all  earthly  affections  to  her  who  had 
given  her  heart  to  Heaven  1 

In  the  midst  of  this  affecting  interview  with  the  mother,  I  observed 
that  the  door  which  led  to  Mary's  chamber  was  slightly  open.  It 
was  with  feelings  of  mingled  pain  and  pleasure  that  I  soon  heaid 
issuing  thence  the  faint  tones  of  the  piano.  Another  and  another 
harmony  of  exquisite  beauty,  and  at  once  I  recognized  the  familiar 
touch  of  the  player.  A  thousand  recollections  of  the  forgotten  past 
came  over  me  as  the  soft  symphonies  of  that  favorite  air  swelled  into 
the  apartment.  I  could  but  think  of  the  days  and  hours  that  could 
never  return  ;  of  the  cheerful  light  that  had  fled  from  her  eyes  for- 
ever ;  of  the  pale  cheek,  and  the  trembling  voice,  and  the  gentle 
heart,  beating,  oh  !  how  feebly  and  fitfully !  A  moment  more,  and 
with  exhausted  strength  she  rose  fom  the  instrument,  and  all  was 
silent.     It  was,  indeed,  the  *  Last  Lay  of  the  Minstrel.' 

And  this  is  her  grave.  We  buried  her  here  in  spring-time,  yean 
ago,  and  ever  since  that  day  there  has  been  another  angel  in  Heaven. 
It  would  have  been  beautiful  if  the  flowers  she  loved  so  well  on 
earth  could  have  blossomed  from  above  the  uncovered  turf.  A  sin- 
gle rose-tree,  planted  by  a  mother's  hand,  grows  near ;  and  that  is 
the  fittest  emblem  for  the  radiant  beauty  and  premature  decay  of 
her  who  sleeps  beneath. 

Patient  reader,  we  have  passed  an  hour  —  not  a  sad  one,  alto- 
gether, I  trust  —  within  the  precincts  of  the  church-yard  at  Idleberg. 
The  moon  has  lisen  mean  time,  and  is  shedding  her  mellow  radiance 
upon  the  scene  of  our  communings ;  and  while  those  graven  tablets 
brighten  in  her  beams,  and  the  leaves  quiver  overhead  in  the  nistling 
wind,  and  the  flowers  close  their  petals  for  the  night,  we  will  part 
with  the  sweet  influences  of  the  scene  and  the  hour  resting  on  onr 
hearts,  and  with  a  cheerful  hope  that  we  may  meet  ag^in  in  spring- 
time. 

?mttdd^uA,Jwu,  1646. 
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WILLIES         GRAVE. 

No  costly  monument  is  reared  above  the  humble  spot 
Where  Wilue  sleeps  more  tranquilly  than  erewhile  in  his  cot, 
But  on  a  small  and  snow-white  stone  the  stranger  reads  his  name, 
And  feels  how  far  the  spell  of  Love  exceeds  the  power  of  Fame. 

He  may  have  stood  where  sculptured  piles  proclaim  the  mighty  dead, 
He  may  have  gazed  with  wondering  eye  on  royalty's  last  bed ; 
Bat  all  the  mausoleums  of  earth  would  move  his  spirit  leas 
Than  that  small  tablet,  raised  by  Love,  to  tell  its  hopelo 


Its  hopelessness  !  nay,  Love  and  Hope  can  ne'er  divided  bo, 
Twin-bom  of  Heaven,  they  shall  endure  to  all  eternity : 
And  when  our  hearts  surrender  up  some  idol  that  they  love. 
They  bleed  in  anguish  until  Hope  leads  them  to  look  above. 

That  lowly  grave  where  Willie  sleeps  beneath  the  summer  sod 
Speaks  to  my  heart  in  solemn  tones,  as  't  were  the  voice  of  Gvod  ; 
It  speaks  to  me,  while  mournfully  I  stand  anear  and  weep. 
To  think  how  never  more  on  earth  he  '11  waken  from  his  sleep. 

And  thus  it  seemeth  to  my  heart  most  tenderly  to  say : 

*  Though  I  have  hidden  from  thine  eyes  their  light  of  life  away, 
Though  buried  in  my  bosom  deep  thy  treasure  must  remain. 

Yet  should  thy  tears  give  place  to  snules,  and  joy  succeed  to  pain. 

*  For  in  the  world,  where  thou  dost  dwell,  full  many  snares  are  laid, 
By  which  the  ardent  soul  of  youth  to  Elrror  is  betrayed ; 

And  many  a  cup  of  bitterness  to  human  lips  is  pressed. 

The  poison-draughts  of  Sin,  that  leave  dark  sorrows  in  the  breast 

*  These  are  the  lot  of  human  life,  from  these  thy  child  is  bee ; 
He  died  among  the  thomlees  flowers  of  guileless  infancy : 
He  might  have  lived  to  drain  the  cup  of  £vil  to  its  lees, 

And  pkmt  thy  bosom  with  those  pangs  which  Death  alone  can  ease. 

<  He  died  in  his  first  loveliness,  as  flowers  do  sometimes  die. 
Broke  from  their  parent  stem  while  yet  their  leaves  half-folded  lie  : 
Thou  grievest  that  the  buds  so  fair  were  nipt  before  their  bloom, 
Unmindful  that  a  wasting  blight  might  be  their  later  doom. 

*  He  passed  away  from  thy  slad  eye,  a  vision  of  delic^t. 

He  might  have  lived  to  cloud  thy  soul  with  shadows  dEurk  as  night ; 
His  memory  to  thy  heart  will  now  a  joy  perpetual  be  — 
It  might  have  been  in  after  time  a  lastmg  misery ! 

*  Oh,  he  is  blessed,  he  is  pure  ;  an  angel  in  the  skies ; 

Look  up,  look  up,  and  ardent  Faith  shall  see  him  with  her  eyes ; 
His  precious  dust  alone  is  left  within  my  close  embrace, 
His  spirit  shines  in  glory  now,^before  its  Maker's  face.' 

O !  quiet  Grave  !  thy  blessed  words  have  soothed  my  aching  heart ; 
I  '11  freely  leave  to  thine  embrace  my  darling's  mqrtal  part : 
And  daily  pray  that  when  my  dust  to  thy  cold  arms  is  given. 
My  spirit  may  soar  up  and  join  my  angel-child  in  Heaven ! 

^*iHM$,  Qfvrgia,  184e.  WIuzaic  C.  Riosaju)*. 
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ADVENTURES     OF     A     YANKEE-DOODLE. 


OHAPTBB     NIKTH. 


It  wanted  an  hour  to  the  time  of  the  *  lectur,'  and  the  evening 
being  pleasantly  cool,  the  Doctor  stood  looking  over  the  garden  rails 
when  one  of  the  *  seven  wise  men'  of  the  village  passed  by.  *  I 
hear,'  said  he,  introducing  himself  without  ceremony,  *  that  you  are 
to  enlighten  this  neighborhood  on  the  subjeck  of  animal  magnetism 
to-night.' 

*  I  be,'  quoth  the  Doctor,  spitting ;  *  see  advertisement.' 

*  Well,  in  that  case  let  me  advise  you  to  step  over  to  the  reading- 
room  beforehand.  There  's  something  complimentary  about  you  m 
the  *  Flag  of  the  Union,'  published  at  Slickopolis.' 

*  I  thank  you  kindly,'  said  the  lecturer ;  *  there  '11  be  time  to  look 
at  it  before  early  candle-lightin'.  ,  A  sound  press  and  religiont  goes 
hand  in  hand.     Is  your  name  Horner  ]' 

*  No.' 

*  Makes  no  difference.     You  're  a  squire,  aint  you  1* 
'No.' 

*  I  see  you  on  a  load  of  hay  day  before  yesterday.  I  thought  you 
looked  like  a  squirer — kind-of  How 's  the  cause  of  justice  ad- 
vancin'  ]  Look-a-here,  I  want  you  should  come  early  to-night,  and 
tell  all  the  public  to  come  early,  that  they  may  all  get  a  good  seat 
But  what  is  your  name  V 

*  What  say  V 

*  What's  your  name,  my  Christian  friend  V 

*  Name  1  oh  —  ah  !     Adjutant-General  Hanes.' 

*  Hanes  ?  Hanes  1  Appears  to  me  there  was  a  man  by  that 
name  hung  in  the  revolutionary  war.* 

*  Die  easy  V 

*  Why  %  —  why  1     Any  relation  o'  youm  V 
'  Doctor ' 

'Squar' ' 

*  My  worthy  Doctor,  I  wUl  come  early.  Good  night  - —  good 
night.     Do  n't  forget  the  *  Flag  of  the  Union.' ' 

*  I  wont,'  said  Dobbs,  turning  on  his  heel,  and  hastening  over  to  the 
bar-room,  which  contained  newspapers.  *  That  puff  goes  into  my 
port-folio.  I  '11  request  the  secretary  of  the  meeting  to  read  it  out 
loud.     The  Flag  of  the  Union !     The  Flag  of  the  Union  !' 

The  Doctor  was  intensely  curious  to  know  what  the  Slickopolis 
paper  had  been  saying  about  him.  How  eagerly  in  fact  do  we  all 
spread  our  sails  to  catch  the  slightest  breath  of  approbation  !  He 
would  give  twenty-five  cents  to  get  hold  of  that  paper  without  an 
instant's  delay.  The  chance  seemed  fair.  Of  seven  or  eight  files 
ranged  along  the  wall,  not  one  wew  engaged.    This  spoke  ill  for  the 
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cause  of  information  at  Jigtown.  He  ran  his  eye  hurriedly  over  the 
heads :  Brattleboro',  Bennington,  Woodville,  and-so-forth,  but  no 
Slickopolis.  Tut !  Tut !  what  a  vexation !  Tom  up,  no  doubt. 
Just  because  he  wanted  it !  Every  paper  there  but  just  the  one ! 
So  it  is  usually.  Just  then  he  saw  an  old  man  reading  intently  in  a 
comer.     He  looked  over  his  shoulder.     That  was  it : 

•  The  Flag  op  our  Union  :  Slickopolis,  Friday,  June  10  :  Ani- 
mal Magnetism  !     De-butt  of  Doctor  Dobbs  ! !' 

Out  of  breath,  the  Doctor  relapsed  into  a  chair  to  abide  his  turn. 
Every  second  seemed  minutes.  The  reader  was  at  the  bottom  of 
the  third  page,  and  he  soon  turned  over  to  the  fourth,  which  con- 
tained advertisements.  Still  his  eye  lingered  there  not  without  in- 
terest. This  is  the  most  delightfully  suggestive  part  of  a  whole 
newspaper.  The  advices  from  the  Rio  Grande  may  thrill  the  soul 
for  a  moment,  but  the  excitement  is  unhealthy,  unsatisfactory,  soon 
dispensed.  But  think  of  a  contract  for  rails,  fifteen  thousand  rails  ! 
There  's  food  for  three  minutes*  reflection ;  and  then  you  wander  on 
to  Mr.  John  Smith's  advertisement  whose  customers  are  invited  to 
*  give  him  a  call.*  Fine  man,  John  Smith  !  Well-to-do  in  the  world 
now.  Began  business  on  a  mere  pittance,  but  by  dint  of  rising 
early  and  retiring  late,  now  placed  out  of  hann*s  way.  *  The  ladies 
are  requested  to  call  there  before  piirchasing  any  where  else.*  *  The 
Sons  of  Temperance  will  hold  their  next  celebration  to-morrow, 
wind  and  weather  permitting,  in  the  Grove.  An  oration  may  be 
expected,  and  root-beer  and  music  provided  gratis.  A  new  inven- 
tion called  lemon-sugar  will  be  exhibited  for  the  approbation  of  the 
audience.  A  mild,  pleasant  and  agreeable  artide  of  cheap  sweet- 
enin'.     A.  28,  tf  9  s.  m.' 

M*  House  to  let  on  the  edge  of  a  small  swamp  ;  also  a  few  acres 
of  land.  Enquire  within.' 
The  Doctor  pretended  to  be  reading  anotherpaper,  but  his  eye 
was  snatching  continually  a  stolen  glance  at  the  '  Flag  of  the  Union.' 
rhe  reader  finished  the  fourth  page,  but  O  !  patience  of  Job !  he 
has  turned  l^ck  to  the  first,  and  thinks  he  discovers  something  inte- 
resting in  a  sketch  of  *  charming  Fanny  Forrester !' 

'  Well,  if  he  is  going  to  read  that  long  article ' 

The  Doctor's  lace  began  to  assume  an  expression  actually  dia- 
bolical. He  scrutinized  his  adversary's  countenance.  Ugh !  said 
lie,  what  an  ugly  nose  !  Red  as  fire  !  Better  go  and  sign  the  pledge  ! 
Tliat  will  do  him  more  good  than  to  be  sittin*  here  monopolizing  a 
^^ewspaper.     The  old  cus !' 

A  twinge  of  pain  shot  over  the  face  of  the  incumbent,  which  cor- 

^rugated  his  countenance  into  twenty  whirlpools,  but  it  relapsed  again 

^uto  an  expression  of  delightful  calm,  ana  he  went  on  reading.     *  I 

"^vish  it  was  an  attackt  of  the  cholic,'  said  the  Doctor.     *  No  danger. 

^Id  red-noses  live  for  ever.     Oh  !    Great  guns  !  what  a  flap  of  the 

^ar  he 's  got !     Chalky-lookin'  forehead !     Erysipelas  has  swept 

^Dver  his  constitution.     If  it  kills  him,  who  '11  cry  1     Nobody.' 

_   It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  satisfaction  which  this  subject  of 

internal  obloquy  seemed  to  take  in  his  newspaper.    He  made  seve- 
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ral  movements,  but  they  were  only  for  readjustment.     At  last  he  put 
it  down.     The  Doctor  approached,  his  eyes  speaking  yolumes. 

*  Not  yet,'  said  the  reader,  quietly  wiping  his  spectacles,  and 
coughing  as  he  spoke :  *  I-hi-hi-hi !  I  been  looking  '  over  the 
Haunted  Ho-house !  Something  like  it  occurred  many  yeattt 
a-(a-cho !)  a-go !' 

*  Take  a  «e-gar  V  said  Dobbs. 

*  No,  thank  you  ;  I  do  n't  smoke,  but  I  drink.' 
'  So  I  thought.     I  do  n't  drink,  but  I  smoke.' 

*  Well,  you  smoke.  I  '11  read.  Reading  wont  interrupt  your 
smoking.' 

'  In  course  not ;  smoking  wont  interrupt  your  reading/  said  Dobbe, 
rolling  out  the  most  prodigious  clouds  of  smoke.  The  tobacco  was 
execrable,  and  in  a  few  seconds  assafcetida  was  pine-apple  to  the 
atmosphere  of  the  room. 

*  My  patriarchal  friend  I'  proceeded  the  Doctor,  *  Reverend  and 
dear  Sir,  would  you  obleege  me  with  that  'ere  paper  only  one 
minute  ]     I  wish  to  see  an  advertisement  about  a  pmfactory.' 

*  There 's  nothing  of  the  kind  here,  young  man.  Noth-ing  of  the 
kind  —  noth-ing  of  the  kind.' 

*  May  be  not,  but ' 

*  Wal,  wal ;  we  '11  look  for  it  together.  Let  us  see  what  there  is : 
'  Animal  magnetism  !  One  '  Doctor  Dobbs,'  as  he  calls  himself,  de- 
livered a  lecture  last  evening  on  this  humbug  science.  The  Doctor 
is  an  arrant  impostor,  and  current  report  states  that  he  once  graced 
the  penitentiary  for  a  misdemeanor.    Let  our  cotemporaries  look  out 

for  him.'      Wal,  that  —  that  Put  a  pin  there ;  upon  me 

so-o-ul,  the  very  same  individual !'  said  the  newspaper-reader,  liftmg 
his  eyes  to  a  conspicuous  advertisement  upon  the  wall. 

The  Doctor's  face  was  suffused  with  a  transient  glory  which  paeaed 
away  and  left  it  as  before. 

'  Sir,'  said  he,  looking  up  at  the  same  placard,  '  a  licentiouB  press 
is  the  curse  of  any  country.  Admittance  twenty-five  cents.  Let 's 
go  and  hear  the  individooal.'  t 

*  Oh,  I-I  never  go  out  at  night,'  said  the  old  gentleman. 

*  I  'm  glad  of  that,'  said  the  Doctor  to  himself;  and  with  that  they 
parted  at  sunset,  never  to  meet  again  on  the  threshold  of  •  The 
Rising  Sun'  Tavern. 


CHAFTBR    TBKTB. 


Stubbs  went  to  hear  Dobbs.  On  approaching,  he  saw  by  die 
moisture  on  the  window-panes  that  his  new  friend  was  doing  a  *  liv- 
ing business.'  *  Better  than  school-teaching,'  said  he ;  *  an  ungrate- 
ful trade  that.  If  it  wam't  for  the  fifteen-year-old-girls  that  I  in- 
struct, I  should  have  left  it,  and  don'  know  but  what  I  shall  as  it  is. 
I  'm  goin'  to  Mobile.  There 's  want  of  Yankee  instruction  in  that 
neighborhood.' 

As  he  entered  the  room,  he  saw  the  Doctor  sitting  on  a  rostmin, 
looking  about,  as  if  he  were  casting  up  figures  in  his  mind.  The 
latter  was  indeed  gratified  with  the  prospect  of  the  evening  'job,' 
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and  making  remarks  to  himself  as  each  new-comer  entered  the  door. 
As  a  facetious  barber,  by  an  inverse  personification,  looks  upon^very 
customer  as  a  fresh  six-pence,  so  he  said  to  himself,  on  the  arrival  of 
each  Jigtonian,  *  There  comes  a  wooden  bowl ;'  and  when  the  mayor 
and  his  daughters  arrived,  he  said  *  There  comes  three  wooden 
bowls.' 

At  last  the  room  was  full.  *  My  respected  countrymen  !'  rising 
with  much  dignity.  *  How  's  that  ]'  said  he,  turning  to  some  one 
who  interrupted  him ;  *  *  requested  to  read  this  notice  at  commence- 
ment of  lectur'  1  In  course,  I  Ml  do  it  —  with  pleasure :  *  TAe  audi- 
mce  is  respectfuUy  informed  that  they  can  he  provided  at  the  door,  on 
retiring  Jrom  the  room,  Jar  only  twelve-and-a-half-cents,  toith  a  cake  of 

Jones*  Patent  Chemical *     *  Vestimental  Humbug  !*    roared 

Dobbs,  stamping  the  paper  beneath  his  foot.  The  patentee  had  just 
pounced  upon  one  of  tne  selectmen,  and  was  eradicating  a  huge 
dusty  grease-spot  from  a  short-waisted  rusty-black  coat.  He  barely 
lifted  his  eye  a  second  from  the  operation  :  *  Humbug  yourself  T  said 
he  ;  *  there  !  —  see  any  grease-spot  now  ?  The  Vestimental  won't 
take  grease- spots  out  of  reputations;  otherwise  it  will  do  every 
thing  except  talk ;  some  folks  can't  do  nothin'  hut  talk.  See  any 
grease-spot  there  V 

*  Since  the  gentleman  has  got  his  grease-spot  wiped  out,'  pro- 
ceeded the  Doctor,  grinning,  *  we  will  proceed  on,  my  beloved  coun- 
trymen, with  what  we  was  a-sayin'.  The  subjeck  of  Human  Mag- 
netism doos  seem  to  be  one  which  should  be  classed  among  the 
moral  weaponry  of  the  age.  Social  and  political  statistics  are  and 
have  been  approaching  their  aggrandizement  —  their  acmy ,  if  I 
may  so  speak,  (and  I  presume  I  may.)  It  has  been  objected  to  me, 
by  a  highly  respectable  citizen  of  this  place,  that  our  science  breaks 
down  the  fences  of  religiont  and  lets  in  the  flood-gates  of  material- 
ism. Materialism  !  My  fellow-countrymen,  I  would  ask  what  is 
materialism  V  It  is  a  figment.  We  will  let  this  objection  pass  for 
the  present.  I  trust  we  shall  be  able  to  show  that  it  doos  not  pos- 
sess the  scintilla  of  a  foundation.  It  is  the  dream  of  a  disordered 
stomach  !  (Applause,)  It  is  in  fact  preju-dice.  The  human  mind 
is  so  constituted  that  the  grandest  truths  make  their  way  slowly 
through  the  mists  of  preju-dice.  Religiont,  geography,  science,  and 
the  use  of  the  globes,  together  with  the  application  of  art,  bears 
witness  to  the  fact ;  and  shallow  Ignorance  is  loud  in  her  opposi- 
tion in  proportion  as  that  ignorance  is  deep  and  abiding.'  Here  the 
schoolmaster  winked  his  eye  to  the  seller  of  vestimental  jsoap. 

*  Now  to  proceed  with  our  argument ;  however,  I  guess  we  will 
take  that  for  granted ;  but  before  coming  here  this  evening  I  found 
upon  my  table  certain  queries  proposed  by  an  intelligent  citizen  of 
this  place  with  reference  to  magnetism,  which  I  shall  get  rid  of  be- 
fore 1  proceed.  Now  about  electrical  currents  being  the  medium 
of  sound.  You  say  air  is.  I  deny  it  in  toto  ccelo.  True,  this  has 
been  the  dogma  of  ages.  So  they  used  to  say  the  sun  stood  still, 
when  it  has  been  proved  by  Euclid's  Emblems  that  he  goes  round 
the  earth  and  stars,  and  for  this  Gamaliel  was  guillotined.     Come, 
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I  '11  make  myself  understood.  You  put  your  ear  down  to  one  end 
of  a 'block  of  granite  and  scratch  the  other  with  a  smallpin.  You 
hear  it  distinctly.  What  conveys  the  sound  there  %  The  oeciUa-. 
tions  of  the  air  %  What  in  the  name  of  goodness  gracious  is  air  a- 
doin'  into  a  block  of  granite  ]  (ApplauseT^  So  much  for  that  query/ 
said  the  Doctor,  tearing  the  paper  into  small  pieces,  and  dropping 
them  upon  the  floor.  *  Now  to  come  ta  the  next ;  *  the  consenta- 
neity of  mind  and  matter.'  You  wish  to  have  your  fears  settled  on 
that  p'int.  Do  n*t  let  that  trouble  you  one  minute.  I  *m  now  coming 
to  that.  When  I  shall  show  you  what  kind  of  matter  it  is,  you  '11 
say,  no  matter.  [Applattse.)  Why,  my  friend,  the  particles  of  mag- 
netism is  as  much  finer  than  rarified  air,  as  the  particles  of  air  are 
than  Paixbam  shot.  A  million  of  'em  would  n't  take  up  the  p'int 
of  a  cambric  needle.  See  here.  Let  me  be  siinplicit.  You-  see 
we  have  a  series  of  straty  of  different  densities.  First  we  have  the 
solider  straty  and  rocks  deep  down  in  the  earth ;  higher  up  we  have 
limestone,  pumice-stone,  rotten-stone  and  chalk;  above  that  we 
come  to  sand  ;  above  that  we  have  water ;  then  we  have  air  of  great 
density  ;  higher  up  we  have  very  thin  air ;  then  we  come  to  gasses ; 
but  the  subtlest,  finest,  most  imperceptible  of  all  particles  is  magnet- 
ism, of  which  the  objection  has  been  alleged  on  the  score  of  con- 
sentaneity. If  you  call  that  matter,  when  its  so  fine,  why  I  aay,  it's 
no  matter.     {Immense  applause.) 

*  Hallo  !'  exclaimed  a  spectator,  *  them  's  the  very  objections  that 
this  man  said  were  put  to  him  on  the  night  when  he  lectured  at 
Slickopolis.' 

*  Yes,  Sir,'  exclaimed  the  doctor,  triumphantly ;  *  they  were  the 
same  objections ;  and  I  trust  whenever  they  are  put  to  me  I  shall 
be  ready  with  the  same  answers.  (Much  applause,)  Now  we  've 
got  rid  of  this  and  cleared  the  way  handsomely,  we  come  to  the 
subjeck-matter.  I  s'pose  you  do  n't  want  to  hear  a  lot  of  stuff; 
we  '11  go  right  into  the  practice.  App'int  six  of  your  most  respect- 
able men  for  a  committee,  and  let  them  put  on  their  spectacles  and 
see  whether  I  play  fair.  Fair-play  's  a  jewel ;  so  's  honesty ;  so  's 
teetotalism,  (applause  ;)  so  's  religion t.' 

The  doctor  sat  down.  A  committee  of  six  skeptics  was  appointed, 
and  there  seemed  to  be  trouble  ahead. 

*  Now,'  said  he,  *  my  clairvoyant  has  unexpectedly  arrived.  I 
see  him  by  the  door  ;  let  him  step  this  way.' 

A  fair-haired  young  man,  of  sanguine  complexion,  approached, 
took  his  seat  and  had  his  eyes  bandaged,  after  being  put  into  the 
magnetic  sleep  by  the  requisite  passes. 

'Now,'  said  the  doctor,  standing  behind  his  chair  and  holding  a 
lead-pencil,  *  what  do  I  have  in  my  hand  1  Is  it  black or  white  V 

*  White.' 

*  Is  it  long  or short  V 

*  Short.' 

*  Is  it  used  for  spelling,  reading,  arithmetic  or— —writing]' 

*  Writing.' 

*  What  is  it  ?' 
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*  A  lead-pencil.'    (Muck  surprise.) 

The  same  experiment  was  gone  through  with,  substituting  differ- 
ent things ;  spectacles,  knives,  and  so  forth,  always  with  a  correct 
result.  One  of  the  committee  now  presented  a  small  brick-bat. 
The  doctor  objected.  The  object  must  be  one  of  which  the  patient 
must  have  a  clear  conception,  and  to  that  end  the  magnetizer  him- 
self must  have  a  clear  conception.  Now  for  his  part  he  could  form 
no  clear  idea  of  a  brick-bat,  so  as  to  convey  it ;  he  therefore  threw 
it  down  in  disgust,  and  asked  whether  the  committee-man  meant  to 
insult  him.  A  second  committee-man  requested  to  be  put  himself 
ioto  communication  with  the  patient,  and  then  he  would  believe. 
The  doctor  stated  distinctly  that  that  was  contrary  to  his  practice ; 
that  he  had  done  so  heretofore  and  advantage  had  been  taken  of  it ; 
he  was  therefore  compelled  to  set  it  down  as  a  fixed  principle,  from 
which  he  could  never  depart — no,  not  for  an  instant. 

'  Now,'  said  he,  *  I  shall  proceed  to  magnetize  his  left  arm.  In 
that  state  it  is  insensible  and  rigid.  It  may  be  cut  to  the  bone,  and 
♦  he  won't  feel  it ;  may  be  laid  hold  of  by  the  strongest  man,  and 
cannot  be  bent.     One  of  the  committee  will  please  feel  it.' 

He  did  so,  and  found  it  stiff  as  a  dead  man's  from  the  elbow 
down. 

*  Can  you  bend  it  ]'  says  the  doctor. 

*  Yes,  I  can,'  replied  the  other. 

*  You  can  't,'  said  the  doctor ;  *  hallo  !  do  n't  break  it !  He  's  a 
wallable  youth.  I  made  him  a  solemn  promise  that  his  bones 
should  n't  be  broke  when  he  did  n't  know  nothin'  about  it.' 

*  Why,  you  won't  consent  to  any  thing,'  exclaimed  the  committee- 
man. 

'  Any  thing  reasonable,'  replied  the  doctor. 

'  We  're  satisfied  there  's  collusion,'  exclaimed  several. 

*  Collision !'  roared  the  magnetizer,  in  a  towering  passion  ;  *  If  I 
know  what  the  word  means,  it 's  equal  to  petit-larceny.  I  thought 
I  was  coming  here  among  gentlemen.  But  if  my  motives  is  to  be 
misconstrued,  my  character  assailed  by  the  eggs  of  contumely  and 
suspicion,  I  will  withdraw,  Sir ;  I  will  not  go  on  with  the  lectur'.' 

'Go  on !  go  on  !'  roared  a  hundred  voices. 

*  My  sympathizing  friends,  I  thank  you  for  your  support.  I  think 
I  know  whom  I  have  to  thank  for  this.' 

'  It 's  the  Baptist  minister,'  exclaimed  the  tavern-keeper,  with  in- 
tense hatred. 

Adjutant-General  Hanes  arose.  *  Gentlemen,'  said  he,  *  you  per- 
ceive that  this  man  is  a  humbug  —  an  impostor.  Nay,  more  than 
that,  I  hold  in  my  hand  the  Slickopolis  *  Flag  of  the  Union,'  which 
lets  the  cat  out  of  the  bag  that  he  has  been  in  the  penitentiary !' 

Great  confusion  arose.  *  Order !  order!'  *  go  on  !  goon!'  *let 
him  alone!'  *  fair-play  J'  'gentlemen  of  <he  committee!'  'hustle 
him  out !'  *  hurrah !'  *  ride  him  on  a  rail !'  *  sit  down  !  sit  down  !' 
'  silence  !'  *  order  !*  *  down  with  him  !'  *  let  him  speak !'  *  fair-play !' 
'  hear  him  out !'  '  go  on  I  — go  on ! — go  on  ! go  on !' 

'  I  had  some  interesting  experiments,'  said  the  doctor ;  '  if  the 
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committee  will  let  me  alone  till  L  get  through,  I  shall  be  happy  to 
go  on ;  otherwise  I  shall  appesA  to  the  protection  of  my  mends 
against  a  colleague  of  skeptics  formed  by  the  Baptist  minister  of 
this  place/ 

'Hustle  him  out!'  'silence!'  'order!'  *  go  on  I  go  on !  go  on! 
go  on !' 

'  Gentlemen,  this  experiment  shall  be  not  one  of  curiosity  alone, 
but  for  the  substantial  benefit  of  this  community.  If  any  sick  man 
will  come  for'ard,  we  '11  examine  into  his  ailments  and  see  what  'b 
to  be  done  for  him.* 

Applause,  in  the  midst  of  which  a  large  pale-faced  man  ap- 
proached, but  the  Jig-town  doctor  left  the  room  in  disgust.  The 
patient  sat  down.  He  was  put  into  communication  with  the  clair- 
voyant. A  silence  ensued,  during  which  every  part  of  him  within 
and  without  was  scrutinized,  and  the  oracle  spoke  : 

*  Doctor,'  said  he,  *  this  old  fellow  looks  fat  and  lazy,  and  he 's  got 
the  credit  for  it.  But  he  's  more ;  he  *s  railly  sick  —  sicker  than 
what  folks  thinks  he  is.  He  must  have  had  a  hurt  at  some  time  or 
other.  There  's  a  sore  place  about  as  big  as  a  dollar  over  his  hip 
joint.' 

*  Was  that  so  V 

The  patient  replied,  *  It  was  a  fact ;  that  he  had  also  received  a 
hurt  there  when  he  was  young.' 

Then,  *  his  liver  was  out  of  order,  and  there  was  an  obstruction 
which  sometimes  nearly  shut  off  his  breath.' 

*  Was  that  so  V 
'  Yes,  it  was.' 

*  Doctor,  the  difficulty  is  about  here,*  said  he,  placing  his  hand 
upon  the  spot.  *  Then  beside  this,  he  's  got  some  other  complaintSy 
which  I  should  have  to  think  about  a  leetle  longer  before  I  could 
tell  for  certain.  But  the  main  difficulty  is  with  his  breath.  If  he 
could  get  his  breath  put  into  shape  he  would  n't  care  about  the 
rest.' 

The  patient  avowed  that  his  case  had  been  described  exactly. 
This  gave  a  triumphant  turn  to  the  exhibition  of  the  evening.     Gren- . 
tlemen  were  requested  to  write  the  name  of  any  animal  on  a  piece 
of  paper.     The  doctor  stood  ten  feet  off  from  the  patient   and 
merely  pointed  at  him  with  his  finger :  *  What  does  it  look  like  V 

'  Why,  it  .do  n't  look  like  any  thing  but  itself.  It 's  got  a  knowin' 
look ;  a  sharp  nose,  wonderful  lively  eyes.  They  use  it  at  whig 
meetin's.' 

*  What  is  it  V 

*  Why,  it 's  a  coon.* 

*  Gentlemen,  there  is  written  on  this  paper  the  word  *  coon  !*  * 
(Applause,) 

A  correct  result  was  in  like  manner  attained  with  respect  to  a 
great  number  of  animals,  bears,  snakes,  babboons  and  lizards.  A 
sound  tooth  was  also  drawn  from  a  poor  woman  by  mistake.  Pro- 
fessor Stubbs  looked  on  in  perfect  amazement ;  also  the  patentee 
of  the  '  Vestimental  Soap.'     The  doctor  called  them  botn  to  his 
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side  when  the  lecture  was  over.  *  You  have  seen  the  method  of 
procedure,*  said  he ;  *  are  you  now  ready  for  a  lustis  naturcB  ? 
We  '11  go  and  dig  one  up  to-night  at  Lazy  Hollow.  After  that,  I 
gaess  we  'd  better  go  South.  U-entlemen,'  said  he,  turning  to  some 
persons  who  lingered  near,  *  thanks  for  your  patronage  ;  won't  you 
come  and  drink (checking  himself)  BomoT'— water  V 


STANZA 


WRITTBK        ON        iXSARlNU       A        r  U  1  T  VD        SAT         'I'i!       GHOWIKO        OLD. 


DT      ▲      MCW      nONTRIBOTOU. 


The  Boul  can  ne'er  grow  old,  can  wither  never. 
It  will  but  flourish  in  perennial  youth. 

If  thou  doBt  watch  the  priceless  treasure  ever. 
With  unabated  constancy  and  truth. 


Then  weep  not,  as  the  years,  past  all  returning. 
Come  hasting  on  with  never-varying  pace  ; 

Weep  not  as  daily,  hourly  thou  art  learning, 

Time  wastes  thy  strength  and  mars  thy  youthful  grace. 


His  hand  the  roses  of  thy  cheek  may  wither. 
But  O !  the  spirit's  rose  he  cannot  blight ; 

The  brightness  of  thine  eye  may  quench  forever. 
But  can  he  darken  e'er  the  spirit's  light  ? 


*  The  rainbow  of  the  soul' — can  it  e'er  languish  ? 

Say,  pure  affection,  can  it  e'er  grow  cold  ? 
Feeling's  *  bright  wild-flower  wreath,'  'mid  joy  or  ongubh, 

Can  it  e'er  wither?  —  can  the  soul  grow  old  7 


Oh,  no !  no  change  shall  visit  the  pure-hearted, 
Save  that  more  clear  and  bright  the  flame  shall  glow. 

When  years  have  come  asd  silently  departed ; 
This,  this  the  change  the  pure  in  heart  shall  know. 


,  Then  weep  not)  as  the  years,  past  all  returning, 
Still  bear  thee  onward  to  that  glorious  time, 
When  hope  no  more  shall  cheat  the  spirit's  yearning. 
And  youth  shall  flourish  in  immortal  prime. 

VOL.  XIII.  20 
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VUMBBB      XniRTESK. 


*  Ding-dong  !  —  one,  two ;  ding-dong !  — three,  four;  ding-dong! 
five,  six  ;  ding-dong  !  —  seven,  eight  /  Yes,  eight  was  the  hour. 
And  there  I  stood  before  a  massive,  gloomy  oJd  building,  which 
presented  a  most  forbidding  aspect.  There  was  not  the  slightest 
sign  of  its  being  inhabited.  Not  a  solitary  light  gleamed  from  any 
one  of  the  numerous  apartments.  It  bore  the  appearance  of  de- 
sertion and  decay.  The  entrance  to  the  court-yard  was  open,  but 
no  porter  was  in  attendance  in  the  lodge  ;  though  I  could  read  by 
the  uncertain  glimmering  of  a  lamp  suspended  across  the  street 
the  half-effaced  words,  'JParlez  au  concierge,'  I  had  stood  but  a 
moment,  anxiously  scrutinizing  every  thing  within  my  observation, 
when  a  figure,  muffled  in  a  large  cloak,  approached  from  the  court, 
came  hastily  up  to  me,  and  exclaimed  : 

*  *  You  are  punctual  —  come  with  me.' 

*  I  followed  my  conductor  across  the  court,  up  two  flights  of  stairs 
and  through  several  narrow  passages  and  corridors,  first  turning 
one  way,  then  another,  till  I  was  bewildered.  The  house  was 
unfurnished  so  far  as  I  could  perceive,  and  the  air  was  close  and 
noisome.  My  companion  at  last  stopped  before  a  door,  which  he 
opened,  and  ushered  me  into  a  room  of  moderate  size,  but  exqui- 
sitely furnished.  It  was  also  brilliantly  lighted.  A  small  table  of 
beautiful  workmanship  stood  in  the  centre,  upon  which  was  laid  a 
choice  supper,  flanked  by  wines  of  every  variety  and  flavor.  A 
cheerful  fire  of  large  logs  blazed  in  the  fire-place,  for  the  evening 
was  cool,  and  every  thing  gave  token  of  good  taste  in  the  occupant 
and  abundant  means  to  improve  it. 

"Welcome,  welcome,  my  son  !*  exclaimed  my  father,  throwing 
off  his  disguise  and  warmly  embracing  me ;  *  and  may  God  bless 
you  for  obeying  the  summons,  though  I  feared  it  was  too  late. 
Why,  Wilfred,  you  have  gi'own  up  to  be  a  man  almost.  Yet  I 
would  have  known  my  child  among  a  thousand  ! ' 

*  I  was  struck  with  the  affectionate  and  subdued  tone  of  my  pa- 
rent. The  seven  years  which  had  made  so  great  an  alteration  in 
me  had  scarcely  changed  him,  as  he  was  in  the  prime  of  manhood, 
and  had  not  begun  the  melancholy  descent  upon  the  other  side  of 
the  scale  of  life.  Yet  there  was  a  seriousness  in  his  aspect,  a  some- 
thing terribly  calm  and  determined  in  his  countenance,  quite  unlike 
my  father,  which  filled  me  with  apprehension. 

*  *  Come,  come,'  continued  he,  *  you  must  be  faint  and  weary ;  sit 
down.  You  see  I  have  been  expecting  you.  We  have  mudi  to 
do  this  very  night ;  so  fortify  yourself  with  a  hearty  supper.' 

*  We  sat  down  together.     My  father  made  some  show  of  joining 
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me,  but  only  as  I  believe  to  persuade  me  to  partake  freely.  It  must 
be  a  serious  matter  which  will  prevent  a  youth  of  seventeen,  after 
a  day's  exercise  and  abstinence,  from  doine  justice  to  an  alluring 
table.  The  healthful  calls  of  determined  minger  are  rarely  disre- 
garded by  the  young.  God  forgive  me  the  satisfaction  I  took  that 
evening  at  that  same  table  !  As  soon  as  I  had  finished,  my  father 
bade  me  sit  down  near  him. 

*  *  Wilfred,'  said  he,  *  would  that  I  might  now  tell. you  to  seek  re- 
pose after  your  journey ;  but  time  presses,  and  the  case  is  urgent. 
Can  you  listen  to  me  V 

'  I  trembled,  I  know  not  why,  but  I  answered  unhesitatingly  that 
I  could. 

*  *  'T  is  well,'  he  continued ;  *  you  are  in  time.  Had  you  delayed 
another  day,  you  might  have  found  no  one  to  have  called  father!' 

'  I  begged  an  explanation.  *  Listen  then,'  was  the  reply,  *  and 
mark  my  words.  You  yourself  remember,  or  at  least  you  have 
heard  of,  Julian  Moncrieff  ]*  I  assented.  *  Julian  Moncrieff,  whose 
fete  has  been  linked  with  mine  for  the  last  twenty  years.  To-mor- 
row morning,  when  the  sun  shall  redden  yon  towers  of  Notre-Dame, 
it  will  shine  insensibly  to  one  of  us  ! ' 

*  *  For  heaven's  sake,  what  mean  you  V  I  exclaimed. 

*  *  Silence  !*  continued  my  parent,  *  and  interrupt  me  not.  Twenty 
years  ago  this  night,  Julian  Moncrieff,  with  your  father  and  his  young 
and  beautiful  bride — thy  mother,  thy  injured  mother,  boy — arrived 
here  in  this  accursed  city ;  nay,  came  here  to  this  very  mansion ; 
entered  here  into  this  very  room.  See  you  that  couch  ?  On  it  she 
reclined  —  the  lovely,  the  confiding,  the  virtuous  one  !  There  she 
sat  and  smiled,  and  loved  and  smiled  again.  Wilfred,  my  boy,  if 
I  could  summon  all  that  is  held  enviable  and  precious  on  this  round 
earth  and  in  heaven  above,  and  add  to  that  the  price  of  my  soul's 
salvation,  I  would  give  all,  all,  all  to  recall  that  scene  once  more, 
and  see  my  Isabella  for  one  little  moment,  as  I  saw  her  then,  and 
hear  once,  just  once  again,  the  sound  of  her  sweet,  sweet  voice ! 
But  she. is  gone — lost  to  me  forever !  Have  not  years,  years  passed 
by  since  thisn?  No;  it  is  not  so;  else  I  had  not  this  fresh  grief. 
When  have  I  grieved  before  ]  Do  not  people  lose  their  wives  1  Is 
it  then  so  dreadful  ]     Tell  me,  Wilfred,  that  there  is  yet  hope  !' 

*  1  saw  that  my  father's  brain  was  wandering,  but  I  knew  not 
what  to  reply. 

*  *  Wretcn  that  I  am !'  he  continued,  without  waiting  for  an  an- 
swer; 'the  bitterness  of  this  moment  is  more  than  I  can  bear!' 
He  went  on  more  calmly  :  '  This  now  gloomy  mansion  we  selected 
because  there  belonged  to  it  a  large  and  delightful  garden,  and  it 
was  quiet  and  secluded.  A  brief  year  we  made  this  our  home. 
With  my  young  wife's  fortune  added  to  my  own,  we  were  rich — for 
Paris,  very  rich.  We  took  another  hotel  in  Rue  Montmartre, 
where  we  entertained  our  visitors  and  gave  f^tes  and  parties.  But 
here  were  we  most  happy,  because  we  lived  most  within  ourselves. 
I  have  not  time,  nay,  I  have  not  resolution,  to  tell  my  history.  You 
will  find  all  that  I  have  thought  necessary  to  reveal  among  my  pa- 
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pers.  Search  for  nothing  which  you  find  not  there,'  pointing  to  a 
small  box ;  *  every  thing  else  has  been  destroyed.  You  know  that 
your  mother  sickened,  and  then  she — yes,  she — died!  O!  she 
died,  Wilfred,  but  not  here  /  No,  no ;  not  here  —  not  here.  She 
was  happy  here,  Wilfred  !  she  was  happy  here  !  Well,  I  wa»  a 
lost  being,  and  I  gave  myself  up  to  sin — ay,  utterly  gave  myBelf 
to  it ! 

"This  same  Julian  Moncrieff — he,  my  companion  in  iniquity, 
my  sworn  confederate  and  ally,  between  whom  and  myself  there 
is  an  oath  which  neither  dare  break  —  this  same  Julian  Moncrieff 
has  cause  for  deadly  quarrel  with  me  ;  long  has  had  cause.  Ask 
no  more.  Every  thing  is  arranged  ;  to-morrow  morning  at  break 
of  day  we  meet  in  yonder  garden,  near  my  Isabella's  bower.  The 
place  I  selected,  for  there  I  will  yield  myself  up  a  sacrifice,  after 
80  many  years  of  criminal  neglect.  Her  memory  shall  be  honored  : 
we  meet  to-morrow  —  our  weapons  the  rapier  —  the  combat  to 
cease  only  with  the  death  of  one  of  us  —  and  I  am  that  one  P 

*  *  Never  !'  exclaimed  I,  starting  up,  *  never  shall  so  barbarous  a 
conflict  take  place  !  I  have  heard  enough  ;  I  am  a  boy  no  longer. 
If  I  have  not  the  power  to  stop  it  —  I  will  apply  to  the  authorities ; 
I  will  go  to  the  police.  Father,  father,  I  implore  you  recall  your 
senses.  Speak  to  me  rationally,  and  not  with  such  portentous 
calmness.' 

*  Wilfred,'  said  my  parent,  *  let  me  beg  you  to  sit  down  and  be 
calm  yourself.  You  cannot  prevent  this  meeting,  for  I  have  deter- 
mined that  it  SHALL  take  place.  You  are  too  young  to  understand 
me.  God  grrant  that  you  may  never  come  to  do  so  by  experienoe ! 
I  am  not  a  lunatic,  nor  have  I  lost  my  senses.  But  one  thmg  I  saj  \ 
and  think  not,  my  boy,  that  I  am  lost  to  parental  feeling.  Oh  no, 
my  son  ;  had  it  been  so,  I  would  not  have  sent  for  thee  that  I  migbt 
once  more  behold  my  own  flesh  and  blood,  once  more  look  upon 
her  child.  But  this  I  say  :  that  I  wiU  not  live  longer  on  the  earai^ 
and  I  prefer  rather  to  fall  by  the  hand  of  my  antagonist  than  bynsT 
own  ;  and  most  of  all  would  I  fall  by  the  hand  of  Julian  Moncrieff' 

*  What  could  I  say  ]  what  could  I  do  1  Was  I  unmanly  or  pusil- 
lanimous in  yielding  to  my  father  ]  Ought  I  to  have  resisted  at  all 
hazards  %  You  would  think  so,  doubtless  ;  yet  it  seemed  as  if  the 
avenging  angel  stood  before  me,  and  as  he  frowned  fearfully  upon 
me,  uttered  the  word  *  Forbear  r     I  was  silent. 

*  *  Now,  my  son,  to  business,'  continued  my  father,  calmly,  at  the 
same  time  opening  a  large  case  of  papers.  *  I  must  give  you  sach 
information  as  will  enable  you  to  act  understandingly.' 

'  So  saying,  ho  proceeded  to  give  me  a  detail  of  all  his  estate, 
with  the  most  minute  particulars ;  directing  me  whose  adyice  to 
take  in  Paris,  what  to  do  under  this  state  of  things,  etc.  The  bulk 
of  his  fortune  and  of  my  mother's  was  in  England  and  Scotland ; 
but  a  very  considerable  sum  had  been  invested  in  French  securities, 
in  the  name  of  his  friend  and  solicitor.  Monsieur  Coulanges.  I 
was  then  informed  that  every  precaution  had  been  taken,  so  that 
the  cause  of  his  decease  should  not  be  known,  and  that  die  fbnenl 
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waa  arranged  to  take  place  on  the  second  day  from  the  combat. 
My  father  made  me  promise  sacredly  that  I  would  not  attempt  to 
revenge  his  death,  nor  harbor  malice  against  his  foe. 

*  It  seemed  my  father's  desire  to  prolong  this  interview  to  day-break. 
This  was  «  relief  to  me.  I  would  not  nave  dared  to  retire  to  rest. 
I  might  have  been  overpowered  by  fatigue  and  slumbered.  My 
&ther  would  not  have  called  me,  and  I  should  have  awoke  and  found 
him  gone.  I  sat  the  whole  night  giving  a  horribly  calm  attention 
to  all  that  was  said  to  me.  At  length  the  first  gray  streaks  of  dawn 
began  to  light  up  the  sky,  until  it  was  apparent  day.  Presently  the 
step  of  some  one  in  the  passage-way  was  heard. 

**  Itis  time  /'  said  my  lather,  quickly.  *  Wilfred,  my  son,  remem- 
ber what  I  have  told  you.    And  now,  farewell  I' 

'  He  took  me  in  his  arms  and  kissed  me  many  times  with  great 
earnestness.  I  was  unmanned;  I  wept  like  a  child.  My  father 
stood  calm. 

*  •  This  is  not  right,  my  son.     This  is  not  like  a  St.  Leger.' 

*  As  soon  as  I  could  speak,  I  begged  my  father  to  allow  me  to 
accompany  him.     He  hesitated  a  momenta 

*  *  Will  you  promise  to  be  composed  V  said  he. 

*  I  bowed  my  head. 

*  •  It  is  best  so,'  he  added  ;  *  the  sacrifice  should  be  in  your  pre- 
sence.    Once  more,  farewell !' 

*  He  then  took  two  rapiers  from  a  side-table,  and  going  to  the 
couch,  he  knelt  before  it,  and  drew  a  miniature  from  his  bosom. 

'  *^  Here,  here,'  he  murmured, '  my  sweet  and  sainted  wife,  do  I 
expiate  my  sins  against  you  \  At  last,  oh  1  at  last,  I  see  you  as  of 
yore  !  —  at  last  we  are  reunited  !' 

'  He  started,  beckoned  me  to  follow,  and  lefl  the  room.  We  pron 
ceeded  from  one  passage-way  to  another,  down  several  flights  of 
stairs,  to  the  garden.  I  had  no  time  to  look  about  me,  but  followed 
dose  afber  my  father  into  a  very  secluded  part  of  the  garden,  until 
we  came  to  a  beautiful  bower,  the  entrance  of  which  was  entirely 
overgrown  with  vines  and  evergreens.  I  could  discern  the  figure 
of  a  man  pacing  impatiently  up  and  down  the  walk.  This  figure 
attracted  my  whole  attention,  for  I  knew  it  was  Julian  Moncrieff. 
As  we  came  up  he  started  on  seeing  me,  made  a  slight  inclination 
to  my  father,  and  hastily  exclaimed  : 

*  •  How  is  this  1     There  were  to  be  no  witnesses.' 

*  *  There  are  none,'  said  my  father,  sternly ;  *  this  is  my  son ;  he 
understands  our  arrangement.  He  desires  to  be  present,  and  I  have 
consented.' 

*  *  It  shall  not  be  !'  said  the  other,  hastily. 

*  *  Nay,  but  it  shall  V  replied  my  father ;  *  if  you  wish,  go  sum- 
men  your  daughter ;  it  will  delay  us  but  a  moment,  and  then  both 
will  be  represented.' 

*  *  Have  it  as  you  vnll,'  said  Moncrieff ;  *  we  are  losing  time.' 

'  I  had  during  this  short  conversation  an  opportunity  to  examine 
my  father's  opponent.  I  had  seen  him  often  when  a  boy,  and  I 
knew  his  character.     He  was  tall,  well-made,  and  in  one  way  hand- 


156  The  St.  Leger  Papers.  [August, 

some ;  but  there  was  a  sinister  expression  about  his  countenance 
which  experience  and  intercourse  with  the  world  seemed  to  have 
increased  rather  than  diminished.  I  looked  upon  him  and  shud- 
dered. He  also  brought  two  rapiers,  one  of  which  was  laid  aside, 
and  the  parties,  without  exchanging  another  word,  advanced  toward 
each  other.  You  are  aware  that  the  St.  Legers  were  always  ac- 
complished swordsmen  and  masters  of  fence.  The  sword-play  is, 
and  ever  has  been,  a  favorite  pastime  of  the  race.  In  point  of  skill 
I  had  not  the  slightest  fear  for  my  father ;  but  his  express  determi- 
nation to  fall  in  the  encounter  struck  me  with  horror.  As  the  two 
became  engaged  in  the  combat  I  almost  lost  sight  of  the  fearful  re- 
sult in  admiration  of  the  skill  displayed  by  both  combatants.  Do 
you  wonder  at  this  V  said  the  Woedallah,  half  turning  toward  me ; 
'  you  need  not,  for  the  mind  of  man  is  strangely  constituted.  I 
soon  discovered  ray  father's  superiority  over  his  antagonist,  and 
hope  revived  in  my  heart,  and  I  began  to  trust  that  all  would  yet 
end  well.  Mark  me,  it  did  not  occur  to  me  that,  in  case  Julian 
Moncrieff  should  fall,  his  young  daughter  would  be  left  without 
parent  or  protector.  Well,  the  conflict  went  on.  My  father  was 
perfectly  calm  and  unruffled ;  Moncrieff,  on  the  contrary,  began  to 
lose  temper.  This  increased  my  father's  advantage,  but  be  evi- 
dently avoided  availing  himself  of  it.  Once  or  twice,  when  Mon- 
crieff* rashly  exposed  his  points,  my  father  would  coolly  remind  him 
of  it  by  a  slight  touch,  but  nothing  more.  This  added  to  his  im- 
patience, and  he  used  his  weapon  with  a  desperate  rashness.  *  I 
could  see  my  father  smile  calmly  as  he  managed  with  most  admira- 
ble skill  every  stroke  of  his  opponent,  entering  in  spite  of  himself 
into  the  spirit  of  the  combat.  Suddenly  his  countenance  changed ; 
it  assumed  a  deadly,  fearful,  fatal  expression.  As  he  turned  aside 
one  of  MoncriefT's  thrusts,  he  suddenly  struck  at  the  left  arm  of  the 
latter.  The  stroke  told,  for  the  red  blood  followed  swifkly  from 
the  wound.  Smarting  with  pain,  Moncrieff*  made  a  furious  lunge 
at  my  father's  breast.  It  was  a  stroke  most  easily  parried,  and 
when  parried,  would  unavoidably  expose  the  party  to  a  fatal  charge 
in  return.  What  was  my  horror  on  seeing  my  father,  instead  of 
taking  so  open  an  advantage,  deliberately  throw  his  arms  up  and 
receive  his  enemy's  sword  through  his  body.  He  fell  prostrate  to 
the  earth,  directly  in  front  of  the  bower  of  his  ill-fated  Isabella.  I 
rushed  forward  and  knelt  by  his  side,  and  endeavored  to  stanch  the 
fatal  wound.     Moncrieff  appeared  almost  in  a  frenzy. 

*  *  Oh,  G-OD  !*  he  exclaimed,  *  what  have  I  done !' 

*  He  approached  to  bend  over  the  prostrate  body.  I  repulsed 
him  rudely. 

'  *  Wretch  !'  I  exclaimed,  *dare  not  to  come  near  the  one  you 
have  so  foully  murdered ;  if  you  attempt  it,  you  will  find  a  St.  Leger 
who  not  only  knows  his  weapon,  but  has  also  the  disposition  to 
use  it.' 

*  *  Young  man,'  said  Moncrieff,  in  a  subdued  tone,  *  I  blame  not 
your  passionate  feelings,  but  I  pray  you  calm  them.  In  the  name 
of  your  dying  parent  f  adjure  you  to  be  calm,  and  to  allow  me  to 
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assist  you.  See,'  he  continued,  eagerly,  *  he  still  lives  ;  (my  &ther 
uttered  a  slight  groan  ;)  let  us  haste  to  do  something.  The  wound 
may  not  be  mortal.' 

*  I  resisted  no  longer,  but  with  the  aid  of  Moncrieff  conveyed  my 
father  to  the  apartment  we  had  left  but  a  few  moments  previous, 
and  laid  him  upon  the  very  couch  at  which  he  knelt  before  going 
to  the  combat.  Moncrieff  proceeded  to  examine  the  wound  with 
the  skill  of  an  experienced  surgeon,  and  with  all  a  woman's  gentle- 
ness ;  but  soon  shook  his  head  despairingly.  My  father  had  swooned 
without  uttering  a  word ;  still  we  knew  that  life  was  not  extinct. 
After  administering  a  slight  stimulant  with  my  own  hands,  he  faintly 
opened  his  eyes ;  and  although  he  looked  upon  no  one,  I  am  confi- 
dent he  knew  where  he  was.  He  spoke  not,  save  in  broken  whis- 
pers ;  and  as  I  knelt  to  catch  their  meaning,  I  could  only  hear 
faintly  articulated  :  *  My  precious  wife  I  —  my  Isabella  !  —  receive  the 
sacrifice  r 

*  My  father  survived  not  quite  an  hour.  All  of  the  time  he  lay 
almost  insensible,  he  feebly  held  my  hand  in  his,  and  occasionally 
gave  it  a  slight  pressure.  Suddenly  he  gave  a  convulsive  start,  and 
his  lips  moved  feebly.  I  strained  every  sense  to  catch  what  he  said. 
•  My  Isahella,  come  nearer  to  me  /  lam  happy  now  P  were  the  words 
that  died  away  upon  his  lips  as  his  spirit  parted  from  his  body.' 

Again  the  Wcedallah  paused.  I  dared  not  trust  myself  to  look 
toward  him,  but  waited  until  he  should  proceed. 

*  Three  months  after  I  awoke  in  a  sick  room.  At  last  my  brain 
was  clear  and  sensible.  Of  nothing  was  I  conscious  during  that 
time  save  that  I  was  in  friendly  hands.  I  remember  that  there  was 
a  still  silence  that  wearied  me  ;  noiseless  steps  and  low,  whispers 
occasionally  relieved  it,  but  it  was  dreadfully  oppressive.  At  last 
I  awoke.  I  was  reduced  to  the  lowest  point,  but  still  I  lived.  My 
mind,  under  the  strong  and  conflicting  excitements  which  had  been 
brought  to  bear  upon  it,  had  at  the  last  moment  yielded  to  their  ' 
force  ;  delirium  ensued ;  then  fever  —  then  convalescence. 

*  I  recovered.  Would  not  my  first  steps  be  directed  to  England, 
eagerly,  rapidly  directed  thither,  to  escape  from  the  country  which 
had  proved  the  ruin  of  my  sire  V  One  would  naturally  suppose  so ; 
yet  delay  succeeded  delay.  I  was  still  in  Paris.  I  had  first  to  see 
Monsieur  Coulanges.  That  certainly  was  necessary ;  then  the 
friends  of  my  father  called  to  offer  their  condolences  (for  all  sup- 
posed he  had  died  a  natural  death)  and  invited  me  to  visit  them  m 
proper  time.  Although  you  would  hardly  suppose  an  Englishman 
could  find  much  favor  at  such  a  time  in  France,  when  all  Europe 
was  convulsed  with  wars  in  which  France  and  England  were  always 
enemies,  still  you  must  remember  that  intrigue  was  after  all  the  great 
weapon  of  the  day ;  that  I  was  bom  in  France,  and  had  powerful 
friends  in  Scotland,  many  of  whom 'kept  up  a  constant  correspon- 
dence with  the  French  court.  Thus  I  was  admitted  there  wimout 
suspicion ;  and  —  shall  I  say  it  ?  —  after  a  short  time  abandoned  my- 
self entirely  to  its  influence.  Need  I  tell  you  how,  when  I  say  it  was 
at  the  profligate  court  of  Louis  XV.,  with  youth  and  wealth  and  a 
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fair  advantage  of  person  1  So  it  was  that  I  did  evil  in  the  sight  of 
the  Lord,  even  as  my  father  had  done.  Oh !  what  abyss  so  deep 
that  it  can  overwhelm  the  horrible  ministers  of  damnation  who 
waited  on  that  court !  Yet  the  fortune  of  the  young  St.  Leger  was 
envied,  and  he  was  pronounced  the  most  blissful  of  mortals.  Yet 
what  a  hell  reigned  in  my  bosom  !  Ten  thousand  avenging  furies 
were  shrieking  hourly  in  my  ears,  yet  I  went  on,  went  on  my  jour- 
ney to  the  deep  perdition  of  the  damned.  I  had  become  a  wretched 
voluptuary ;  and  Pleasure,  which  retired  farther  and  farther  in  the 
distance  as  I  wooed  her  most,  began  to  pall  upon  my  senses. 

*I  was  at  a  masked  ball  given  by  the  Duchess  of .     I  had 

no  less  than  six  appointments  there,  and  how  to  manage  all,  tasked 
my  skill  to  the  utmost.  It  was  in  the  midst  of  the  revel  that  a  tall 
female  figure  in  a  plain  mask  approached  me,  and  with  a  dignified, 
commanding  air,  beckoned  me  to  follow  her.  As  adventures  of  this 
sort  were  by  no  means  uncommon,  I  followed  the  retreating  form 
of  the  lady  out  of  the  magnificent  «a2o»  through  one  apartment  after 
another  till  we  arrived  at  a  small  door,  to  which  my  guide  applied  a 
key  and  we  entered. 

'  I  found  myselC^iot  as  I  had  anticipated  in  an  exquisite  boudoir 
fragrant  with  flowers  and  perfumes,  to  add  to  the  voluptuousness  of 
the  scene,  but  in  a  small  gloomy,  narrow  room,  without  a  single  arti- 
cle of  furniture  except  a  faint  light  glimmering  on  the  mantel.  I 
gave  a  hasty  glance  over  this  scene  of  ill-omen,  but  fear  is  not  the 
foible  of  the  St.  Leger.  I  thought  I  was  betrayed  by  the  intrigue  of 
a  rival.;  but  I  was  armed,  and  the  struggle  for  life  would  be  despe- 
rate. While  these  thoughts  were  passing  through  my  mind,  the  lady 
had  advanced  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  afbsr  bolting  the  door, 
and  stood  regarding  me  in  silence. 

*  '  This  is  not  exactly  as  you  expected,'  said  the  Unknown,  ad- 
dressing me  at  length  in  pure  English.     *  Not  quite  so  alluring  as 

an  interview  with  the  Comptess ,  to  which  at  this  hour  you 

were  invited.' 

I  made  no  reply  to  the  announcement  of  a  secret  known  as  I  sup- 
posed only  to  the  two  interested ;  but  simply  asked,  in  a  quiet  non- 
chalant way : 

*  Pray,  what  is  your  wish  V 

*  '  Nay,'  said  the  mask,  in  an  angry  impatient  tone  ;  '  ask  me  not 
what  is  my  wish^  but  what  is  my  will,  for  by  Heaven  it  shall  be 
obeyed  !  I  have  brought  thee  hither  to  hear  my  commands,  thou 
renegade  Englishman !  Thou  shame  of  a  manly  house  1  Thau  a 
St.  Leger !  Go,  take  the  name  of  one  of  the  strange  women  who 
make  you  their  slave ;  follow  on  your  path  even  as  the  ox  goeth  to 
the  slaughter,  or  as  a  fool  to  the  correction  of  the  stocks ;  go  now  to 
their  bed  which  is  covered  with  coverings  of  tapestry,  with  carved 
works  and  fine  linen  of  Egypt,  and  perfumed  with  myrrh,  aloes  and 
cinnamon,  and  take  your  fill  of  love  until  the  morning ;  but  by  the 
Supreme  Power  above,  if  you  do  this,  and  dare  again  to  call  your- 
seu  a  St.  Leger,  T  will  plunge  this  dagger  to  your  heart  i' 
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So  sayingi  the  mask  half  unsheathed  a  small  poniard  which  she 
wore  at  her  belt,  and  went  on  before  I  had  time  to  speak  : 

*  You  have  still  another  course  left.  Leave  this  place  of  abomi- 
nations before  the  iniquity  of  the  Ammonites  is  yet  full.  The  days 
of  the  Jezebels  and  the  Athaliahs  and  the  Delilahs  are  numbered. 
In  the  portion  of  Jezreel  shall  dogs  eat  their  flesh.  Return  to  Eng- 
land ;  go  where  you  will ;  stay  here  if  you  have  strength  to  do  it ; 
but  I  warn  you,  forget  not  again  that  you  are  a  St.  Leger !  Sell  not 
your  manhood  at  this  debauched  and  infamous  court :  if  you  disobey,' 
(again  touching  the  dagger,)  you  know  the  penalty !' 

*  The  rebuke  which  these  words  conveyed,  its  truth,  severe  though 
it  was,  rendered  me  for  a  moment  incapable  of  speaking.  I  stood 
discovered,  stripped  of  the  miserable  dross  and  tinsel  of  unhallowed 
pleasure,  in  all  the  ugly  and  rude  deformity  of  detected  guilt.  Yes, 
I  stood 

*  Akd  ftjt  how  awftil  ifoodness  is,  and  saw       ;  ,^ 
Virtue  in  her  shape  how  loTely ;  saw  and  fm^i 
His  loss.* 

I  felt  piqued,  nevertheless,  at  the  threat  of  the  Unknown ;  for 
man  will  often  listen  to  persuasion,  when  he  will  not  be  moved  by 
force ;  and  the  idea  of  abandoning  even  a  course  of  sin,  through 
fear  of  my  life,  struck  at  my  pride.  I  wished  from  my  heart  that 
such  an  argument  had  been  omitted. 

*  Have  you  nothing  to  say  V  continued  the  mask,  impatiently,  as  I 
was  hesitating  what  to  reply. 

'  *  Nothing,*  said  I,  coldly,  '  to  one  who  under  an  assumed  disguise 
seeks  to  frighten  me  by  threats  into  measures  which  a  sense  of  right 
alone  can  ever  make  effectual  or  sincere.' 

'  Spoken  like  a  man  indeed !'  said  the  figure,  removing  her  mask, 
and  disclosing  to  me  the  clear,  penetrating  gray  eyes,  the  lofty 
brow  and  the  haughty  mien  of  the  Lady  Alice  St.  Leger  /  *  Kins- 
man,' said  she,  *I  have  come  to  save  you  from  shame  and  ruin  !'  I 
did  not  suppose  that  threats  would  accomplish  this  ;  but  I  wished  to 
shofff^own  determination  to  preserve  our  name  from  farther  dis- 
gtfW*'  '*Let,'  she  continued  reverently,  'let  the  dead  rest  in  peace ; 
whhiBie'tiving  there  is  hope.  I  come  not  to  reproach  nor  to  direct, 
but  solemnly  to  warn  !' 

*  The  warning  shall  be  heeded,'  said  I,  emphatically,  and ' 

*  Enough,'  said  the  Lady  Alice,  with  dignity ;  '  I  believe  you.* 
So  saying,  she  replaced  her  mask,  and  notwithstanding  my  entrea- 
ties tbat  she  would  remain  a  few  moments,  she  unbolted  the  door 
and  disappeared.  Scarcely  sensible  whether  this  was  not  all  a  dream, 
I  prbteeeded  to  find  my  way  out.  The  thought  of  returning  to  the 
gay  scene  I  had  so  lately  left,  filled  me  with  disgust.  I  soon  dis- 
covered a  private  entrance  into  the  court-yard,  and  throwing  my- 
self into  a  carriage,  was  conveyed  to  my  hotel.  I  went  home  a  re-, 
pentant  man.  • 

*  The  morning  after  the  first  commission  of  a  sin,  or  after  tihe 
first  resolution  to  reform,  is  generally  remarkable  f<^  severe  strug- 
gles ^th  ones'-self }  and  I  had  no  small  share  of  these.    2  rose  as 
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from  a  fearful  dream.  I  was  not  certain  that  all  I  had  remembered 
of  the  previous  evening  was  not  an  illusion.  By  degrees  it  all  came 
back  to  me  with  distinctness.  I  summoned  my  valet ;  he  brought 
me  a  score  of  perfumed  bUlets-dotix,  done  up  in  exquisite  taste.  The 
moment  had  arrived  which  should  decide  my  fate :  my  hand  was  on 
the  seal  of  one  which  I  knew  to  be  fi*om  the  Comptesse.  I  hesi- 
tated ;  I  called  for  a  taper.  If  I  opened  the  billets,  I  was  lost  —  and 
I  knew  it.  One  by  one  I  took  them  up  and  deliberately  held  each 
over  the  taper  until  it  was  consumed.  Somehow,  although  the  Comp- 
tesse's  billet  was  first  in  my  hand  it  still  remained  there  when  all  the 
rest  were  destroyed.  *  Surely,'  said  the  Tempter,  *  there  can  be  no 
harm  in  opening  this  one  —  this  last  one,  as  I  have  resolved  not  to 
answer  it.  It  was  too  late  :  by  a  tremendous  effort  I  brought  the 
doomed  thing  across  the  flame.  It  turned  and  twisted  into  a  thousand 
contortions  as  if  determined  to  escape.  As  the  heat  caused  the 
leaves  to  open,  it  gave  a  vividness  to  the  delicately-traced  lines,  and 
I  could  distinctly  read  expressions  of  tender  reproach.  I  turned 
away  my  head  by  a  sort  of  nightmare  effort,  but  held  the  billet 
steadily  in  the  flame,  nor  did  I  move,  nor  scarcely  breathe,  till  the 
subtle  element,  creeping  to  my  fingers,  as  if  for  a  farther  sacrifice, 
told  me  that  it  was  all  over,  and  that  I  was  saved.  I  started  up 
and  ordered  horses  ready  for  Bloissy.  This  was  a  small  and  beau- 
tiful chateau,  about  twenty  leagues  from  Paris,  which  my  father  had 
occupied,  though  it  had  been  very  rarely  resorted  to  by  him.  Once 
I  had  been  there  since  his  decease  to  find  some  papers  which  were 
deposited  there.  Report  I  knew  had  said  that  the  place  was  pro- 
cured by  ray  father  for  the  purpose  of  having  a  secluded  retreat  for 
his  young  wife  far  enough  away  from  Paris  to  prevent  rumors  of  his 
infidelity  ever  reaching  her.  Alas  !  it  was  a  pitiable  device  ;  as  if  a 
husband's  dereliction  can  be  long  concealed  from  the  trusting  heart 
which  has  yielded  all  to  him  !  W  ell,  at  night  I  arrived  at  this  retired 
spot.  How  happy  I  was  !  The  battle  had  been  fought,  and  a  vic- 
tory, a  glorious  victory  over  myself,  obtained.  I  determined  upon  a 
course  of  self-examination.  I  took  possession  of  the  chamber 
which  had  been  my  mother's ;  I  invoked  her  presence  to  enable  me 
to  preserve  my  purpose.  I  prayed  God  —  yes,  I  could  pray  then  — 
to  give  me  strength.  I  have  told  you  that  my  father  destroyed  all 
his  private  papers.  In  searching,  however,  an  old  bureau  in  my 
mother's  room,  I  found  sticking  to  the  end  of  the  drawer  one  of  her 
letters  to  her  husband.  It  was  written  during  the  second  year  of 
her  marriage,  and  as  I  presume,  upon  the  occasion  of  their  first  sepa- 
ration, when  my  father,  representing  that  his  business  called  him  to 
Paris,  and  would  detain  him  there  for  a  considerable  time,  forgot  the 
wife  of  his  bosom,  and  lefl  her  to  suffer  alone.  At  this  time  she 
was  still  trustful  and  unsuspicious.  *  Here  is  the  letter,'  continued 
the  Wcfidallah,  holding  it  out  to  me.  I  took  it  from  his  hands.  It 
was  written  in  a  delicate  female  hand,  and  was  blurred  and  blotted 
apparently  by  tears,  *  precious  signs,'  the  Wcedallah  continued,  'of  his 
wretched  father's  repentance.'  I  begged  the  Woedallah  to  allow  me 
to  take  the  letter  that  I  might  again  peruse  it,  and  as  it  may  lend  an 
interest  to  the  narrative,  I  will  give  some  extracts  from  it  here : 
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V  11^ , 

'  Wednesday  Morning, 

*  Dear,  dear  Wilfred  :  I  cannot  realize  that  you  are  gone,  and 
to  stay  from  me  so  long ;  but  oh !  my  heart  wants  something  in  your 
absence  ;  nay,  it  wants  you,  my  Wilfred,  at  this  moment  to  be  at  my 
side  ;  to  clasp  your  arm  around  me  and  kiss  me,  and  tell  me  over 
and  over  again  that  you  love  me.  Do  you  miss  your  poor  Belle,  even 
now,  dear  husband,  and  are  you  almost  tempted  to  turn  back  and 
bring  her  with  you]'  How  dependant  upon  you  I  have  been  since 
'w^e  were  married ;  but  I  must  rely  upon  myself  now,  and  it  is  well ; 
I  feel  that  it  is  for  our  good  that  we  are  parted,  and  this  reconciles 
me/   •    •    •    • 

*  Oh,  gentle  loving,  trustful  wife  !  Oh,  base  perfidious,  deceitful 
husband  !     But  let  me  continue  the  extracts  :' 

.  •  Do  you  know,  dearest  Wilfred,  that  I  feel  more  like  staying  here, 
quietly  thinking  of  you^  than  mingling  in  the  gayeties  of  JParis  % 
Somehow  I  cannot  feel  that  I  am  a  mother  in  yon  strange  city ;  and 
shall  I  confess  it,  dear,  dear  Wilfred,  I  have  almost  thought  tnat  you 
did  not  love  your  Isabella  so  much  when  surrounded  by  its  attrac- 
tions. Now,  dearest,  forgive  me,  for  you  know  that  I  do  not  believe 
this ;  the  whole  wide  world  could  not  make  me  believe  it ;  only  I 

love  to  have  you  reassure  me,  Wilfred,  and  then  how  confident  I 

grow  again ! 

'Six  o'elock, 

*  My  precious  love,  I  am  home-sick  to  see  you.  The  day  has  been 
lovely  thus  far,  but  now  it  rains.  All  nature  is  so  beautiful  about  me 
that  I  cannot  but  be  cheerful ;  and  yet  methinks  this  very  loveliness 
of  scenery,  which  so  cheers  and  gladdens  us  in  bright  day-light,  lends 
a  saddening  influence  in  sweet  melancholy  twilight ;  sweet  when  we 
are  together,  dearest,  melancholy  when  we  are  parted. 

*  My  chief  solace  is  our  sweet  babe ;  all  is  new  to  him  here,  and 
he  looks  at  every  thing  with  great  surprised  eyes,  wondering  what 
it  means.  He  has  just  gone  to  his  rosy  rest.  Heaven  make  his 
slumbers  peaceful ;  for  troubled  waters  sweep  even  over  the  bosom 
of  infancy. 

*Eleven  o*clocJt. 

*  I  am  going  now,  my  dear  husband,  to  my  solitary  bed.  T  have 
been  talking  this  evening  with  old  Hannah.  She  has  entertained 
me  sweetly  by  telling  me  of  your  childhood.  I  culled  a  fresh  bou- 
quet of  roses  for  my  table  this  morning,  but  an  instinct  of  love  led 
me  to  preserve  in  my  chamber  those  we  gathered  yesterday.  Where 
is  the  rose  I  gave  you  1  And  now  love,  my  precious  love,  with  a 
sweet,  sweet  kiss  —  good  night !' 

'Tuesday,  3  o'clock. 

*  Oh,  my  Wilfred,  I  have  been  so  agonized !  How  have  I  been 
tortured  !  What  shall  I  say  or  do  1  To-day  Count  Davrainville 
called.  He  was  just  from  Paris  ;  and  do  you  think  the  v^retch  had 
the  audacity  to  speak  of  you  as Oh,  no ;  I  will  not  insult  my 
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Wilfred  by  naming  it;  but  the  Count  spoke  of  it  so  as  a  matter  of 
course,  that  it  seemed  as  if  I  should  sink,  although  I  knew  every 
word  was  false.  I  assure  you  I  left  the  room  without  waiting  for  a 
repetition  of  such  despicable  slander.  Oh  Wilfred,  Wilfred !  what 
a  load  is  on  my  heart!  If  I  could  only  come  now^udi  creep  into 
your  boeom,  and  have  you  soothe  me  like  a  poor  grieved  child !  Ah  1 
were  it  not  for  my  precious  babe,  how  quick  would  I  fly  to  you  !' 

'  This  letter/  continued  the  Woedallah, '  this  letter  written  by  my 
sainted  mother  completed  my  reform.  I  knelt  down  by  the  side  of 
the  bed  where  she  expired,  and  made  a  vow  before  my  Qt>D  to  live 
thenceforth  a  virtuous  life.  I  shuddered  at  the  narrow  escape  I  had 
had,  and  could  hardly  believe  that  it  was  real.  Meanwhile  my  ab- 
sence from  Paris  caused  a  thousand  reports  to  be  set  in  circulation. 
I  abstained  as  far  as  possible  from  listening  to  them,  and  finally  I 
was  left  in  peace.* 

Here  the  Wcedallah  paused  again.  He  continued  silent  so  long 
that  I  turned  toward  him  as  before,  and  as  before  perceived  that  he 
was  suffering  from  extreme  agony.  As  he  did  not  seem  inclined  to 
'  go  on,  I  said  to  him  : 

*  This  cannot  be  the  end  of  your  narrative  ;  excuse  me,  but  I  am 
painfully  interested  to  know  all.* 

*  I  will  proceed,*  said  he,  hesitatingly ;  '  and  yet  I  would  pass 
briefly  over  the  remainder  of  my  life.  One  cannot  well  bear  to  look 
back  upon  opportunities  of  happiness  unimproved,  nay  trifled  with, 
thrown  away,  and  which  are  lost  forever ;  especially  when  wretch- 
edness and  despair  come  in  their  placd.  But  I  wish  the  history  of 
my  life  to  make  you  wiser  and  better  ;  and  this  efiect  might  not  be 
produced  should  I  stop  here.  I  had  sworn  to  live  a  virtuous  life, 
and  I  kept  my  vow  ;  but  let  me  tell  you,  my  son,  that  man  escapes 
not  easily  from  the  consequences  of  an  evil  course,  notwithstandmg 
he  may  have  altogether  reformed,  as  I  did.  The  remainder  of  my 
history  conveys  that  single  moral ;  therefore  ponder  it  well.  As  for 
myself,  I  will  say  in  brief  how,  continuing  in  my  retirement,  I  became 
enamoured  with  the  only  daughter  of  an  old  French  Count,  whose 
chiiteau  was  near  my  own  ;  How  lovely  and  innocent  the  young 
Leila  !  (I  started)  —  De  Soisson  appeared;  how  lovely  and  innocent 
she  was ;  how  I  sought  her,  wooed  and  wedded  her,  and  brought 
her  to  Paris  in  triumph  as  my  bride  ;  how,  in  consequence  of  my  pre- 
vious irregtdarities,  I  became  unreasonably  jealous  of  my  wife,  who 
had  all  the  freedom  and  gayety  of  manner  of  her  nation  ;  how  I  be- 
lieved that  I  had  proof  most  damning  of  her  guilt ;  and  how  when  call- 
ing her  to  my  presence  I  accused  her  of  it,  I  was  met  with  indignant 
denial  and  retort.  Ah,  now  my  *  pleasant  vices'  began  to  be  my 
scourge  I  I  was  not  satisfied,  but  swore  I  would  forsake  a  world 
which  virtue  had  deserted.  I  made  ample  provision  for  my  wife,  and 
afler  warning  her  that  1  should  have  strict  watch  kept  upon  her  con- 
duct, took  our  young  daughter,  whom  I  had  already  began  to  hate  " 
because  she  resembled  her  mother,  placed  her  at  a  nunnery  to  be' 
educated,  and  sailed  for  Scotland,    Here,  without  making  myself 
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known  to  any  one,  I  proceeded  to  the  Highlands,  and  haying  ar- 
ranged to  keep  up  a  constant  communication  with  the  main  land,  I 
came  hither.  Here  I  resolved  to  do  what  good  I  inight.  I  became 
interested  in  this  simple-hearted  honest  people.  My  heart  was  not 
yet  quite  stone.  My  daughter  I  frequently  sent  for,  for  I  could  not 
bear  that  she  should  quite  forget  her  father,  though  he  could  not  love 
bis  child.  You  have  no  doubt  heard  how  I  was  forced  to  leave  this 
island  and  take  up  my  abode  in  a  neighboring  one.  I  acted  through 
the  whole  conscientiously  for  the  good  of  this  poor  people.  When 
the  new  steward  took  control,  instead  of  returning  myself  I  went  to 
Paris,  in  consequence  of  what  I  had  heard  from  my  correspondent 
of  the  conduct  of  my  wife.  I  went  to  Paris,  but  she  was  not  there, 
bat  lived,  as  my  agent  informed  me,  at  my  chS,teau  at  Bloissy,  in 
order,  as  he  said,  to  enjoy  still  greater  freedom.  I  determined  to 
stop  this  dishonor  to  my  name  at  all  hazards.  I  repaired  to  the 
ch&teau.  1  sent  for  my  wife  without  announcing  myself.  Sh6  came 
in,  and  on  seeing  me  threw  herself  into  my  arms  and  fainted.  I  placed 
her  upon  a  couch  until  she  should  recover.  Had  I  found  my  wife 
pale  and  thin  I  should  have  believed  her  innocent,  but  although 
dressed  with  great  simplicity,  she  looked  as  rosy  and  as  beautiftil  as 
ever. 

*  She  soon  recovered  from  her  swoon.  *  Oh,  my  Wilfred  !*  said 
she,  faintly,  *  have  you  returned  to  me  at  last  ]' 

*  *  Hypocrite  V  said  I,  sternly,  *  cease  such  abominable,  base  de- 
ceit !  1  know  all ;  nothing  is  concealed.  Your  guilt  has  been  dis- 
GOTered  to  me.' 

*  Perhaps  you  have  some  time  in  your  life,'  continued  the  Wcsdal- 
lah,  '  unfortunately  bruised  a  young  and  beautiful  flower,  and  as 
you  turned  to  view  the  ruin  you  had  effected,  it  would  seem  as  if 
tiie  tender  petals,  so  full  of  rich  and  variegated  life  and  beauty  and 
freshness,  strove  to  convey,  by  their  very  crushed  and  shrinking  ap- 
pearance, a  deep  reproach  for  your  wanton  carelessness.  So  it  was 
with  Leila.  Oh !  what  a  look  ! — so  subdued,  so  crushed,  yet  so 
reproach^l !  G-od  !  God  !  how  can  I  bear  to  think  of  it !'  ex- 
claimed the  Woedallah,  starting  up  and  stamping  his  foot  in 
firenzy,  and  then  reseating  himself.  *  Yet  she  said  nothing ;  she 
would  deny  nothing ;  she  would  acknowledge  nothing.  So  the 
fiend  was  busy  with  me,  and  I  still  believed  her  guilty.  I  told  her 
to  be  ready  to  accompany  me,  and  that  she  should  never  return  to 
France.  The  good  old  count  her  father  was  dead  years  before, 
and  the  count's  wife  had  lone  preceded  him.  Leila  seemed  not  at 
all  distressed  at  the  idea  of  leavings  and  the  next  day  we  set  out 
for  Bordeaux,  and  sailed  thence  to  Scotland  ;  and  then  we  came  here. 
My  wife  had  an  apartment  appropriated  to  her  exclusive  use,  and 
a  single  female  attendant.  Books  she  had,  and  every  thing  neces- 
sary to  her  outward  comfort.  But  I  never  allowed  her  to  converse 
with  me.  I  never  spoke  to  her.  Sometimes  her  pride  would  give 
way  to  her  love,  and  I  could  hear  her  address  me  tenderly.  *  Wil- 
fred !  oh,  Wilfred  !'  she  would  say,  *  this  is  not  such  severe  punish- 
ment to  be  ever  near  you»  under  the  same  roof,  and  to  feel  that  you 
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are  near  me,  even  if  you  will  not  speak  to  your  unfortunate  Leila.' 
But  she  never  alluded  to  her  crime-:— never  denied  her  guilt.  My 
own  heart  was  by  degrees  wearing  away  within  me.  I  held  com- 
munication with  no  one  ;  it  was  a  dreadful  situation.  One  morning 
Sarah,  our  old  attendant,  told  me  her  mistress  was  very  ill.  I  hardly 
knew  what  to  do,  but  I  bade  her  go  and  ascertain  the  symptoms. 
As  she  opened  the  door  of  my  wife's  apartment,  I  heard  my  name 
called  most  earnestly  by  some  one  in  extreme  agony.  It  was  my 
wife's  voice.  I  hesitated.  At  that  moment  she  saw  me,  and 
shrieked  to  me  to  come  to  her. 

'  *  Oh  !  Wilfred  !  if  you  do  not  come,'  she  exclaimed,  '  you  will 
be  fearfully  judged,  forever  and  forever !  Oh !  come,  come,  come 
to  me!' 

*  I  rushed  into  the  room,  threw  myself  into  her  arms,  and  bunt 
into  tears. 

* '  God  be  praised !'  exclaimed  my  Leila,  *  God  be  praised  for  this 
last  mercy-drop !  Dearest  husband,  before  my  Maker,  before  Hm 
in  whose  presence  I  shall  so  soon  appear,  I  swear  that  I  am  inno- 
cent of  any  crime  toward  you  !  My  pride,  my  sinful,  foolish  pride 
is  all  I  have  to  repent  of.  You  have  been  treacherously  dealt  by, 
my  husband.  Do  you  not  believe  me  ]  Do  you  not  believe  your 
Leila,  now  that  she  is  dying  V 

**0h,  yes!  oh,  yes!'  I  sobbed;  *  Yes,  1  do;  I  do  believe  you. 
Forgive  me,  my  injured  wife !  I  ask  not  God's  forgiveness,  but 
yours,  yours  I  must  have  !* 

*  I  cannot  dwell  upon  this  scene.  My  wife's  days  were  num- 
bered ;  yet  we  lived  a  life-time  in  those  few  brief  hours.  And  then 
for  the  first  time  I  learnt  how,  for  fiendish  purposes  of  his  own, 
which  he  could  not  accomplish,  my  correspondent  had  foully  de- 
ceived and  lied  to  me ;  and  how  a  noble  pnde  in  my  traduced  and 
suffering  Leila  prevented  her  &om  affording  me  an  explanation. 
My  Leila  died  praying  for  blessings  upon  the  VTretch  who  had  em- 
bittered her  life  almost  to  its  latest  moment.  She  rests  gently  be- 
side my  mother,  under  the  shade  of  her  own  favorite  evergreou  at 
Bloissy.     And  here  am  I,  the  stricken  of  God,  before  you  !' 
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Deem  not  to  gilded  roofs  alone  confined 
The  magic  chann  of  Manners  mild  and  free ; 
Attendant  mostly  they  on  peace  of  mind. 
Best  cherished  by  the  breath  of  purity. 
Yes,  oft  in  scenes  of  lifeful,  rustic  glee. 
Where  youth  and  joy  and  innocence  resort, 
The  Manners  gladly  rule  the  revelry ; 
Unseen  they  mingle  in  the  quickening  sport, 
Well  pleased  mid  village  hinds  to  hold  weir  homely  court 
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V-KisH  BALLADS :  'The  Ballad  Pobtbt  OF  Ibxlani).'  Edited  by  Cha&lxs  Gay  an  Dufft.    Fifth 
Edition.    Dublio,  1845. 

Irish  Literature  !     The  very  words  fall  strangely  on  the  ear ;  nor  rightly  consi- 
dered, are  the  thoughts  they  suggest  less  strange  to  the  mind.     That  a  nation  emi- 
nently fraught  with  all  the  elements  of  genius  should  exist  for  so  many  hundred 
'years,  witnessing  the  successive  development  of  the  other  peoples  of  Europe,  and 
yet  remain  with  scarcely  the  basis  of  a  national  literature,  seems  almost  incredible. 
Even  their  unprecedented  and  unnatural  political  history  can  scarcely  explain  it. 
Tumult,  contention,  the  fierce  passions  of  revenge,  hatred,  exultation  and  despair, 
aroused  by  such  struggles,  seem  naturally  calculated  rather  to  create  a  nationality 
in  poetry  than  to  restrain  it ;  and  yet  Ireland  can  hardly  point  to  a  single  name  on 
her  annals  that  will  enable  her  to  take  her  place  among  the  nations.    The  fact  too 
that  England  has  always  been  rather  loath  to  receive  any  thing  from  Ireland  (except 
lands  and  money,)  would  have  apparently  forced  such  Irishmen  as  possessed  the 
power  to  become  intensely  patriotic  in  their  spirit    And  yet,  except  the  bards,  of 
whom  more  hereafter,  who  is  there,  from  Duns  Scotus*  to  Swift,  Goldsmith,  Burke 
or  Sheridan,  that  has  turned  to  place  on  the  brow  of  his  country  a  single  leaf  bf 
that  wreath  which  they  were  all  so  well  able  to  weave  ?    Ireland  has  been  unfortu- 
nate in  her  eminent  men,  as  in  every  other  phase  of  her  most  unhappy  history.    Think 
what  Wsixington  might  have  done  for  her  !t    Moore  may  be  regarded  as  the  com- 
mencement of  a  new  order  of  things,  of  the  development  of  which  the  little  volume 
nnder  consideration  forms  an  important  epoch.    Irishmen  have  begun  to  see  that 
Ireland  wants  a  literature  of  her  own  ;  a  literature  that  shall  not  consist  of  the  rude 
bedlads  of  the  native  bards,  unintelligible  to  the  largest  part  of  the  intellectual  por- 
tion of  the  nation,  or  a  cluster  of  a  few  bright  names,  Irish  indeed  by  birth,  but  Eng- 

*  Claimxd.u  an  Iriihmaa  on  the  slender  ground  of  a  chance  expression  :  '  As  in  the  definition  of 
Su  Fkancis  or  St,  Patrick,  man  is  necessarily  presupposed.'  He  said  '  St  Fbancis'  because  he 
vu  a  Franciscan;  and  therefore  it  follows  from  his  mentioning  '  St.  Patrick'  that  he  was  an  Irish- 

nan. 

t'TuAT  chief  so  coldly  great,'  to  adopt  the  words  of  Moobb,  'whom  Fame  unwillingly  shines 

opon:' 

'  Wbo8«  name  is  one  of  th'  ill.omened  worAs 
They  link  with  hate  on  his  native  plains  ; 
And  why  ?    They  lent  him  hearts  and  swords. 
And  he  in  tetam  gmwo  scoOi  and  chains.* 
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lish  in  thought,  feeling  and  expression.  They  see  that  Scotland,  having  relatifdy 
to  England  many  points  in  common  with  themselves,  yet  poflsesses  a  literature  « 
national  as  any  in  Europe  ;  a  literature  which,  having  adopted  the  language  of  Eng- 
hmd,  changed  it  till  it  became  sufHciently  distinct  for  national  poiposes ;  breathing 
the  very  instinct  of  Scotland,  and  finding  an  echo  in  the  heart  of  every  Scot  Sncfa 
a  literature  as  this  they  wish  to  found ;  embracing  all  parties,  aU  sects  in  the  commoii 
denomination  of  Irishman,  and  giving  a  new  spirit  and  concentration  to  the  efibits  of 
the  nation.  It  is  a  worthy  cause,  and  if  it  succeed  may  bear  fhiit  beyond  the  preaeitit 
computations  of  man.  There  is  more  in  these  disregarded  springs  of  human  actioo 
than  is  dreamed  of  in  the  philosophy  of  shrewd  statesmen  and  subtle  diplomatists. 
Ireland  has  not  now  a  single  rallying  point. 

The  book  before  us  is  m  itself  a  proof  of  how  much  it  was  needed.  With  aboat 
a  dozen  or  twenty  really  good  ballads,  the  rest  vary  from  the  mediocre  to  the  bad. 
And  yet,  such  as  it  is,  it  has  met  with  great  popularity.  Five  editions  have  been 
disposed  of  in  about  six  months.  It  forms  a  part  of  a  series,  each  one  of  whidi  is 
sold  at  the  low  price  of  one  shilling ;  thns  designed  to  spread  rapidly  among  the 
people,  and  well  calculated  to  raise  in  them  the  spirit  of  nationality  and  onion  among 
themselves  which  is  the  great  necessity  of  Ireland.  In  a  long  preface  the  editor 
gives  us  a  somewhat  disconnected  sketch  of  his  purpose  in  compiling  the  work,  and 
the  sources  from  which  he  has  drawn  his  materials.  These  he  appears  to  divide  into 
three  classes,  viz :  Translations  from  the  old  Gaelic  Ballads ;  Political  Songi  written 
from  time  to  time  on  both  sides,  with  the  Street  Ballads  recited  and  sung  throngh  tlie 
cities  and  agricultural  districts ;  and  what  he  terms  Anglo- Irish  BallAdt,  «.  claai  of 
but  recent  origin,  English  m  language  but  Irish  in  thought,  feeling  and  exprewion 
This  latter  division  naturally  includes  the  best  part  of  the  volume,  and  is  that  whiofa 
this  publication  seeks  to  improve  and  extend.  In  making  his  selection  the  editor  hai 
very  properly  excluded  every  thing  not  written  by  irishmen,  and  every  thing  that 
did  not  strike  him  as  being  truly  nsttional  in  its  manner  and  matter.  He  very  juiUy 
repudiates  *  the  gibberish  of  bulls  and  broken  English ;  the  *  Teddt  my  jewels'  and' 
<  Paddy  my  joys'  which  abound  in  the  caricatures  of  Irish  songs ;  seeking  fat  a 
higher  standard  by  which  to  distinguish  the  cosmopolitan  from  the  national,  lliis 
distinction  also  axcludes  the  exquisite  productions  of  Moork.  National  as  they  aie 
m  spirit,  they  are  yet  cast  into  a  form  too  English  to  fulfil  the  purposes  of  such  a  vol- 
ume ;  and  indeed  we  scarcely  see  why  the  two  that  are  here,  O'Ruark,  Prince  tA 
Brefihi,  and  *  The  Song  of  the  Dksmond,'  beautiful  as  they,  are,  should  have  been 
admitted  in  a  collection  that  has  to  reject  <  Avenging  and  Bright,* '  Let  Erin  Be- 
member,'  and  indeed  nearly  half  of  what  Moous  has  written.  In  thus  selecting, 
we  regret  that  Mr.  Duffy  has  not  succeeded  better,  but  we  trust  that  the  very  lack 
of  this  peculiar  materiel,  as  displayed  here,  may  eventually  supply  the  desideratnm. 

With  the  translations  from  the  old  Irish  ballads  we  confess  ourselves  disappointed. 
We  had  always  imagined  them  akin  to  the  fine  old  trumpet-tongued  reliqoea  of 
England,  or  still  more,  of  Scotland.  Yet  here  we  have  them,  selected  by  compe- 
tent Bcholan,  and  translated  in  a  manner  *  singularly  racy  and  characteristic,'  as  our 
editor  informs  us,  *  having  caught  the  spirit  and  idiomatic  character  of  the  langoafs 
in  a  wonderful  manner,'  and  being  *  more  Irish  than  the  Irish  itself.'  Under  theae 
circumstances  it  is  not  unfair  to  presume  that  we  have  most  favorable  Bpecimena  ef 
the  powers  of  the  native  bards,  rendered  by  persons  who  really  write  well,  and  are 
competent  to  do  them  justice  ;  and  yet,  with  aB  this,  we  find  but  one  er  two  m  the 
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wbole  collection  that  are  really  good,  and  none  that  will  bear  the  slightest  comparison 
with  the  similar  compositions  of  the  sister  island.  The  following,  translated  by 
Cjlutenoe  Manoan,  is  almost  an  exception  to  these  remarks.  It  is  one  of  the  best 
things  in  the  book,  and  if  all  were  like  it  we  should  not  have  a  word  to  say  against 
the  bards.  Its  recommendations  are  its  perfect  plainness  and  simplicity  and  its  rough 
native  force.  It  was  written,  as  tradition  goes,  to  quiet  the  overbearing  pride  of  a 
ooontry  dame,  whose  extensive  property,  consisting  of  three  cows,  had  caused  her  to 
carry  her  head  too  high.  Its  popularity  in  Munster  is  demonstrated  by  a  common 
saying  among  the  peasantry  there,  <  Aisy,  oh.  Woman  of  the  Three  Cows !'  when 
they  wish  to  lower  some  consequential  individual : 

•THB     WOMAN     OP     THRB»     COWS. 

'O.  WoKAN  of  Three  Cowi,  agragh  !  do  n't  let  your  tongue  tliua  rattle  t 
O I  do  n't  be  saucv,  do  n't  be  stiff,  because  yeu  may  hare  cattle  : 
I  hare  aeen —  and  here '«  my  hand  to  yon,  I  only  say  what  'i  true  — 
A  many  a  one  with  twice  your  stock  not  half  so  proud  as  you. 

*Oood  luck  to  you,  do  n't  scorn  the  poor,  and  do  n't  be  their  despiser, 
For  worldly  wealth  soon  melts  away,  and  cheau  the  Tery  miser ; 
And  death  soon  strips  the  proudest  wreath  from  haughty  human  brows } 
Than  do  n't  be  stiff  and  do  n't  be  proud,  good  Woman  of  Three  Cowa! 

<  See  where  Moemomia's  heroes  lie,  proud  Owkn  Mooiix's  descendants, 
*T  is  they  that  won  the  glorious  name  and  had  the  grand  attendaaU ! 
If  tibejr  were  forced  to  bow  to  Fate,  as  every  mortal  bows, 
Can  jfMi  be  proud,  can  yo«  be  stiff,  my  Woman  of  Three  Cows  Y 

•  The  braye  sons  of  the  Lord  op  Clark,  they  left  the  land  to  mourning; 
JtfiovroiM  /  for  they  were  banished,  with  no  hope  of  their  returning : 
Who  knows  in  what  abodes  of  want  thoseyouths  were  driven  to  house  Y 
Yet  yo«  can  giye  yourself  these  airs,  O I  Woman  of  Three  Cows  f 

<0 1  think  of  Donnxll  of  the  Ships,  the  Chief  whom  nothing  daunted; 
See  how  he  fell  in  distant  Spain,  unchronicled,  unchaunted  I 
He  sleeps,  the  great  O'SuxxnrAN,  where  thunder  cannot  rouse — 
Then  ask  yourself,  should  you  be  proud,  good  Woman  of  Three  Cows  Y 

*0%UABX,  Maouxrs,  those  souls  of  fire,  whose  names  are  shriaed  in  story, 
Think  how  their  high  achievements  once  made  Erin's  greatest  glory ; 
Yet  now  their  bones  lie  mouldering  under  weeds  and  cypress  boughs, 
And  so,  for  all  your  pride,  will  yours,  01  Woman  of  Three  Cows  I  , 

'Th'  O'Carroll's,  also,  famed  when  fune  was  only  for  the  boldest, 
Rest  in  forgotten  sepulchres,  with  Erin's  best  and  oldest; 
Yet  who  so  great  as  they  of  old,  in  battle  or  carouse? 
^  JnsC  think  of  that,  and  hide  your  head,  good  Woman  of  Three  Cows ! 

'Your  neighbor 's  poor,  and  you,  it  seems,  are  big  with  vain  ideas, 
Beeanse,  imagk  I  you  're  got  three  eows,  one  more  I  see  than  db«  has ; 
That  tongue  of  your's  wags  more  at  times  than  Charity  allows. 
But  if  you  're  strong,  be  merciful,  great  Woman  of  Three  Cows  I 

'THE     SUMMING     UP. 

'  Now,  there  you  go!   You  still  of  course  keep  up  vonr  scomfUl  bearing, 
And  I  'm  too  poor  to  hinder  you  ;  but,  by  the  cloak  I  'ni  wearing, 
If  I  had  but^wr  cows  myself,  e'en  though  you  were  my  spouse, 
I'd  tiiwack  yon  well  to  cure  your  pride,  my  Woman  of^  Three  Cowa  I' 

The  *  County  of  Mayo,'  p.  125,  translated  by  Ferguson,  is  tolerable,  and  its  quiet 
iimplicity  brings  it  home  to  the  reader;  but  we  can  give  but  one  more  specimen  of 
tlMse  veniona.  The  following,  rendered  by  Callanan,  is  chsracteristic,  and  may  be 
regarded  as  a  fitvorable  example.  As  the  editor  remarks,  from  various  and  evident 
reasons,  convicts  have  long  been  objects  of  especial  sympathy  in  Ireland : 
▼OL.  zzym.  22 
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THE    CONVICT    OP    CLONMBLL. 


'  How  hard  is  my  fortune, 

And  Tain  my  repining  I 
The  strong  rope  of  fate 

For  this  young  neck  is  twining. 
My  strength  is  departed, 

My  cheek  sunk  and  sallow, 
While  I  languish  in  chains 

In  the  gaol  of  Clonmala. 

*  No  boy  in  the  village 

Was  erer  yet  milder, 
I  'd  play  with  a  child. 

And  my  sport  would  be  wilder : 
I  'd  dance  without  tiring 

From  morning  till  even, 
And  the  goal-ball  I'd  strike 

To  the  lightuing  of  Heaven. 


'At  my  bed-foot  deeaying, 

My  hurl-bat  is  Ijring, 
Through  the  boys  of  the  rillafs 

My  goal-ball  is  flying; 
My  horse,  'modg  the  neighbon' 

Neglected  may  fallow, 
While  I  pine  in  my  chains 

In  the  gairi  of  Clo^nmala. 

*  Next  Sunday  the  patron 

At  home  will  be  keeping; 
The  active  young  hurlera 

The  field  will  be  sweepiiw  *, 
With  the  dance  of  fair  maiJena 

The  evening  they  '11  hallow. 
While  this  heart,  once  so  gay. 

Shall  be  cold  in  Cloni 


Taking  them  as  a  whole,  those  relics  of  the  Gaelic  seem  to  have  very  little  poetiy 
in  them. 

The  next  class  of  ballads  to  which  we  have  alluded  need  not  detain  ns  long.  The 
political  songs  of  any  country  are  rarely  worth  much,  except  as  valuable  aigistanee 
to  the  philosophic  student  of  history,  indicating  contemporaneous  views  and  opimooi 
more  strikingly  than  any  other  records.  The  details  of  Irish  faction  however  can 
possess  but  little  interest  for  the  stranger :  that  history  has  no  great  names  or  bffl- 
liant  actions  to  arrest  the  attention  of  any  but  an  Irishman.  A  mixture  of  oppres- 
sion and  revolt,  each  debasing  the  other ;  conspiracy  countermining  com^Nracy,  and 
atrocity  revenging  atrocity,  is  nearly  all  we  meet  in  that  sullied  page  of  the  world's 
archives.  It  is  altogether  too  dark  a  phase  of  human  nature  to  attract  us  by  Hs 
songs  and  ballads.  The  ferocious  and  frenzied  of  these  effusions  have  not  been  ad- 
mitted into  this  collection :  of  those  that  are  here,  we  may  mention  one  by  Cdooel 
Blacker,  <  Oliver's  Advice,'t  p.  83,  with  *  Shule  Areon,'  p.  130,  and  pertiaps  one 
or  two  others  as  being  passable,  yet  not  worth  quoting.  We  have  been  struck  with 
the  exceeding  poverty  of  the  <  Battle  of  the  Boyne,'  a  worid-renowned  ballad*  that 
is  about  on  a  par  with  the  poorest  of  our  own  political  songs.  But  we  turn  to  the 
Anglo-Irish  class,  on  which  we  raise  our  hopes  of  something  better  to  come.  One  er 
two  of  these  are  excellent.  Spirited  and  peculiar,  they  seem  to  be  the  beginning  of 
a  new  school  of  writing,  which  may  some  day  render  Irish  literature  more  than  a 
mere  name.  There  ure  several  here  by  Barrin,  with  much  rough  force.  His  *  Sofw 
garth  Aroon'  (<  Priest,  dear,*)  p.  68,  is  strong  and  impressive,  with  more  character 
than  marks  the  greater  number  in  this  volume.  Take  the  annexed  stanzas  as  an 
example : 

•  Who,  on  the  marriage*daj, 


'  Wno,  in  the  winter's  night, 

Saggarth  aroon, 
When  the  could  blast  did  bite, 

Saggarth  nroon, 
Came  to  my  rabin-door. 
And  on  ray  carthen>flure 
Knelt  by  me,  sick  and  poor, 

Saggarth  aroon  f 


Saggarth  aroon. 
Made  the  poor  cabin  gay, 

Saggarth  aroon  ? 
And  did  both  laugh  and  alof , 
Making  our  hearts  to  ring 
At  the  poor  christening, 

Saggarth  aroon  t 


*Oke  of  the  imprnvcmouts  which  this  little  book  attempts  is  the  restoration  of  the  Iriah  i 
from  the  barbarous  pronunciation  of  the  Saxon.    As  we  see  above,  Clonmell  becon 
Erin,  it  seem?,  should  bo  lorne.    Many  of  the  changes  are  singular.    Wbo  would  recofaise  I 
rkt  Kklly  in  Marobxad  ni  Cujeallxadh,  or  Ttrone  in  Tib-Egohan  f    Hugh  ii  act  mach  Uke 
AoDB,  nor  does  M'Cartt  retain  much  semblance  of  M'Caura. 

t  *  Put  your  trust  in  Qod,  my  boys,  and  keep  your  powder  dry  !* 
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*  Who,  as  friend  only  met, 

Sagg^rth  arooD, 
Never  did  flout  me  yet, 

Sa^arth  aroon ; 
And,  when  my  heart  waa  dim, 
Gave,  while  hia  eye  did  brim, 
What  I  should  give  to  him, 

Saggarth  aroon? 


'  Och !  you,  and  only  yon, 

Saggarth  aroon, 
And  for  thid  I  waa  true  to  yon, 

Saggarth  aroon ; 
In  love  they  '11  never  ihake, 
When,  for  ould  Ireland's  sake, 
We  a  true  part  did  take, 

Sa^arth  aroon !' 


*  0*B]UEN  of  Ana/  p.  188,  by  the  lamented  Thomas  Davis,  is  a  good  national 
lyric,  making  up  in  savage  force  and  fierceness  what  it  lacks  by  reason  of  its  rugged- 
ness.  It  takes  as  back  completely,  by  its  striking  vraisemblance,  to  the  wild  times 
It  pictures  so  vividly : 


O'BRIEN     OP     ARRA. 


*  Taix  are  the  towers  of  O'Kxnnkot, 

Broad  are  the  lands  of  M'Carha, 
Dksbcond  feeds  five  hundred  men  a  day, 
Yet,  here 's  to  O'Brisn  of  Arra! 

Up  from  the  castle  of  Drumineer, 
Down  from  the  top  of  Camailte, 

Clansmen  and  kinsmen  are  coming  hero. 
To  give  him  the  Ckad  Mii,x  Failte.'^ 

*  See  you  the  mountains  look  huge  at  eve? 

So  is  qpr  chieftain  in  battle; 
Welcome  he  has  for  the  fugitive, 
Usquebaugh,  fighting  and  cattle  ! 

Up  from  the  castle  of  Drumineer, 
Down  from  the  top  of  Camailte, 

Gossip  and  ally  are  coming  here. 
To  give  him  the  Ceao  Mii.e  Failr. 

'Horses  the  valleys  are  trampiug  o'er. 
Sleek  from  the  Sasseuacb  manger ; 
CaKAOHTS  the  hills  are  encamping  o'er, 
Empty  the  bawns  of  the  stranger ! 

Up  from  the  castle  of  Drumineer, 
Down  from  the  top  of  Camailte, 

KsmM  and  Conaoht  are  coming  here, 
To  give  him  the  Cjead  Mil£  Failtx. 


'  He  has  black  silver  fhim  Killaloe, 

Rtan  and  Cakholl  are  neighbors ; 
Nenauu  submits  with  a  pillaleu  — 
BuTLEB  is  meet  for  our  sabres! 

Up  from  the  castle  of  Drumineer, 
Down  from  the  top  of  Camailte, 

Ryan  and  Carboll  are  coming  here. 
To  give  him  the  Cead  Mile  Failte. 

'  'T  is  scarce  a  week  since  through  Ossary, 

Chased  he  the  Baron  of  Durrow  ; 
Forced  him  five  rivers  to  cross,  or  he 
Had  died  by  the  sword  of  Red  Mubeougu  ! 

Up  from  the  castle  of  Drumineer, 
Down  from  the  top  of  Camailte, 

All  the  O'B&iXNS  are  coming  here. 
To  give  him  the  Ckao  Mile  Fajlts. 

*  Tall  are  the  towers  of  OKennedt, 
Broad  are  the  lands  of  M*Cabha  ; 
Dksbcond  feeds  five  hundred  men  a  day. 
Yet,  here 's  to  0*Buen  of  Arra! 

Up  from  the  castle  of  Drnmineer, 
Down  A-om  the  top  of  Camailte, 

Kinsmen  and  clansmen  are  coming  here, 
To  give  him  the  Cead  Mile  Faite.' 

Unfortunately,  Mr.  Duffy  has  not  been  able  to  collect  many  like  these  two  last. 
•  Maegread  ni  Chealleadh,'  p.  75,  and  *  Emmeline  Talbot>*  p.  210,  are  very  pas- 
sable ballads,  but  scarcely  Irish,  beyond  the  cheap  nationality  of  a  few  local  words 
<uid  phrases.     Change  these,  and  they  would  answer  as  well  for  England.    <  Fonte- 
noy,'  p.  215,  a  song  for  the  Irish  Brigade  at  that  battle,  is  strong  and  stirring,  but  is 
too  close  an  imitation  of  the  *  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome'  to  claim  much,  save  its  sub- 
ject, as  truly  national.     *  The  Drunkard,'  p.  158,  is  an  excellent  specimen  of  the 
Wely  ballad  ;  true,  impressive,  and  withal  as  minute  as  a  Dutch  painting.    We 
would  quote  it  as  perfectly  Irish  in  spirit  and  texture,  were  not  its  length  impracti- 
cable. 

We  find  many  ballads  very  good  in  themselves,  but  too  cosmopolitan  in  idea  and 
<)xpre«ion  to  satisfy  us  in  a  collection  of  this  kmd.  *  The  Forester's  Complaint,'  p. 
77,  'The  Fairy  Thorn,'  p.  147,  *  WUly  Giimand,'  p.  181,  *  The  Sack  of  Baltimore,' 
P-  232,  are  excellent  in  their  way,  but  their  way  is  scarcely  Irish.  Perhaps  we  can 
*■*  ezplam  our  meaning  by  an  example.  *  The  Battle  of  Callan,'  p.  194,  is  a  toler- 
^e  ballad,  but  it  shows  how  a  piece  can  be  written  on  a  subject  wholly  national, 
'Slickly  Btrown  with  names  and  phrases  purely  local,  and  yet  have  in  it  no  spirit  of 
°*^iial  pecuharity.    Its  style  and  manner  are  the  same  as  those  of  English  ballads 


*  *  A  mTMDBxn  thouaaod  welcomes.' 
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on  similar  subjectSi  and  it  might  have  been  written  by  an  EngiiihmaB  and  a 
by  changing  a  few  sectional  names : 

THE     BATTLE     OF     CALLAN. 

'  Fitz-Thobiab  went  forth  to  the  slaughter  all  baniiii| , 
And  the  dame  bj  Tra-leigh  waits  the  robber's  retnminff, 
With  the  deep-lowing  ereaeht  with  the  rich  plander  laden, 
The  altar's  best  gold,  the  rare  pearto  of  the  maiden  I 

'  Winding  down  by  Ruachta  his  lances  were  gleaming ; 
Floating,  wild  as  a  meteor,  his  banners  were  streaming ; 
He  rode  with  the  spoils  of  all  Dksmond  around  him,  ' 

But  the  wrath  of  the  Gael  in  its  red  vengeance  found  him ! 

'  More  swift  than  the  eagle  fVom  Skellig's  high  eyrie, 
Than  whirlwinds  of  Corrin  in  hostings  of  Fafiry, 
Dark  as  storm  o'er  Dun-Mor  to  the  ocean-tried  toiler. 
Burst  II*Cabtik'9  fierce  wrath  on  the  path  of  the  spoiler ! 

*  O'SuLUYAN  MoR,  of  the  mountain  and  valley, 
O'CoNNOBithe  chief  of  the  tall-masted  galley, 
O'Drxscoll,  the  curse  of  the  SaaMenaeh  sailor. 
Left  Cooan'8  proud  daughter  a  desolate  wailer. 


*  Chaunt  the  deeds  of  the  warrior  in  chivalry  vying, 
The  doom  of  the  Rievers,  all  prostrate  or  flying ; 
The  false  Saxon's  fear,  as  rejoicing  thou  lavest 
The  blood-gouu  that  burst  from  the  breast  of  bis  bravest  I' 

Compare  this  for  one  moment  with  O^Brien  of  Arra,'  and  the 
felt  and  perceived  more  clearly  than  it  could  from  pages  of  analysis. 

But  what  strikes  us  most  strongly  and  unfavorably  in  this  collection  Is  the  «i 
poverty  of  what  may  be  called  the  national  songs  ;  that  is,  those  which  tie "% 
for  and  sung  by  the  people.  Men  of  cultivated  minds  may  be  e:q>ectad  to 
tolerable  verse,  but  the  songs  of  the  people  constitute  a  severer  toncbflCciM 
Scotland  we  find  that  ballads  written  by  peasants,  and  read  and  enjoyed  1 
lower  claases  throughout  the  country,  are  such  as  can  give  pleasure  to  the  mo 
vated  and  intellectual  minds.  This  is  a  great  advantage  to  any  people.  It 
vating  to  the  peasantry,  and  forms  a  bond  of  union,  a  common  feeling  be 
them  and  those  above  them.  The  specimens  given  by  Mr.  Duffv  o£  the  o 
and  street  ballads  of  Ireland  are  mournful.  We  have  a  right  to  concliidey  m 
deed  he  so  tells  us,  that  they  are  favorable  examples.  If  so,  what  most  the  n 
*  WiLLT  Reillt,'  p.  244,  spoken  of  in  the  highest  terms  by  the  editor  and  Mr.C 
TON,  is  remarkably  dull.  *  The  Lamentation  of  Hugh  Reynolds,'  p.  153»  en  i 
lar  subject,  the  editor  terms  *  the  best  of  its  bad  class.'     It  begins: 

<  My  name  it  is  Hugh  Rkynoldb,  I  come  of  honest  parents, 
Near  Cavan  I  was  born,  as  plainly  you  may  see  -, 
By  loving  of  a  maid,  one  Catuarins  M'Cabx, 
Vky  life  has  been  betrayed ;  she 's  a  dear  maid  to  me,'  etc. 

We  see  thus  that  Irish  literature  is  not  unlike  our  own,  with  a  few  bright  i 
but  few  that  savor  of  the  soil.  Our  position  is  easily  explained  ;  and  peifaapi  1 
Ireland  may  be  resolved  by  the  unfortunate  peculiarity  of  her  two  languagee,  d 
the  people  with  a  broad  line.  We  have  proved  our  power  of  acquiring  whitei 
will,  as  a  nation ;  that  they  are  not  without  the  ability,  their  peculiariy  national 
would  convince  the  most  skeptical.  We  are  both  improving,  and  ere  long,  wi 
bteasing  of  Heaven,  we  may  show  of  what  we  are  capable  ;  but  in  the  meu 
Ireland  should  no  longer  leave  unemployed  a  power,  the  might  of  which  di 
■caroely  calculate. 
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Thx  Bible,  thk  Roman  awd  thx  Talmud:  ok  Biblical  Lxojinm  of  tbx  MusiTJLMAifS. 
Compiled  from  Arabic  aourcea  and  compared  with  Jewish  traditions.  From  the  German  of  Dr.  C. 
WxiL,  with  occaiional  Notes.    In  one  volume,    pp.964.    New-York:  Habpsb  and  Bkothsbs. 

Anothkr  interesting  volume  of  Meflers.  Harpers*  beautifully-executed  *  New  Mit- 
eellany,*  for  which  the  public  are  already  so  largely  indebted  to  them.  The  leading  ideas 
of  these  Mohammedan  legends,  their  prominent  historical  narratives,  and  the  doctrines 
and  precepts  which  they  either  state  expressly  or  imply,  are  contained  in  the  Koran. 
In  some  instances  it  gives  their  minutest  particulais.    Indeed,  it  would  seem  as  if  these 
legends  formed  part  at  least  of  what  the  founder  of  the  Mohammedan  faith  terms 
'  the  mother  of  the  bodL,'  indicating  that  they  preceded  his  Koran  in  order  of  time, 
and  embodied  the  germ  of  that  faith  which  he  subsequently  developed.    Their  lead- 
ing ideas  being  found  in  the  Koran  invests  them  with  divine  authority  to  the  faithful 
Moslem,  since  it  is  a  primary  article  of  his  creed  that  every  thing  contained  m  the 
Koran  is  of  Aixah.    They  form  therefore  a  valuable  acquisition,  as  an  epitome  of 
Mohammedan  theology  and  morals.    And  their  peculiar  character,  their  constant 
aUnsion  to  scriptural  facts,  with  which  most  Bible  readers  strongly  identiiy  them- 
selves, their  novel  and  gorgeous  and  often  snblhne  inventions,  investing  them  at  once 
with  the  fidelity  of  historical  detail  and  the  freshness  and  fascination  of  Oriental  fic- 
tion, seem  to  fit  them  especially  for  popular  instruction.    '  If  it  be  asked,'  says  the 
translator,  *  what  benefit  may  be  derived  from  promulgating  the  tenets  of  a  profes- 
sedly erroneous  system,  it  is  replied  that  a  distinction  ought  to  be  observed  between 
the  fiJse  systems  that  have  ceased  to  be  believed,  and  those  which  are  still  main- 
tained as  divine  truths  by  any  portion  of  mankind.    The  exhibition  of  a  fiUse  reli- 
pon,  in  which,  as  in  the  case  before  ns,  one  hundred  and  twenty  millions  of  our 
immortal  race  are  at  this  moment  staking  their  all,  cannot  but  be  important,  at  once 
to  awaken  within  us  feelings  of  deep^  and  active  charity  for  these  benighted  multi- 
tudes, and  to  furnish  us  with  the  requisite  intelligence  for  efiectually  combating  their 
grievous  errors  with  the  weapons  of  truth.' 


Shores  or  the  Mxditkrranxan,  with  Skxtchbs  or  Travsl.    By  Francis  Scbrcidir.    In 
two  volumes.    New-York :  Harfrb  and  Broths  as. 

Those  who  pass  by  these  volumes  as  being  simply  the  repetition  of  a  thrice-told 
ttle,  will  lose  the  perusal  of  one  of  the  most  pleasant  and  readable  books  of  the 
Mason.  The  author  has  not  attempted  to  discover  novelties,  nor  to  present  striking 
^  original  reflections,  in  lands  so  frequently  described  as  those  through  which  his 
i<mmey  lay.  But  he  has  given  us,  in  his  free,  ofiT-hand,  yet  most  tasteful  sketches, 
glimpses  of  the  scenes  among  which  he  wandered,  with  the  natural  remarks  which 
would  occur  to  a  polished  and  cultivated  mind.  He  avoids,  with  an  admirable  instinct, 
eTery  thing  that  could  weary  or  repel,  and  gives  us  only  those  pictures  which  will 
please  and  attract  We  have  met  no  book  of  travels  for  a  long  time  more  admirably 
^d^pted  to  the  wants  of  the  reading  public  than  this.  It  is  tasteful,  lively  and  in- 
"^ctive,  and  deserves,  as  we  doubt  not  it  will  receive,  a  very  wide  popularity.  The 
neat  and  even  elegant  style  in  which  the  volumes  are  published  must  still  farther  re- 
^^^ouaond  them  to  public  favor.  Th^y  contain  a  large  number  of  very  beautiful  en- 
r^TiagB  upon  steel  and  wood,  and  are  among  the  handsomest  as  well  as  plemantort 
^■Qes  of  the  press^    We  commend  them  to  general  favor. 
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William  R.  Dempster,  Esq.,  the  Vocalist:  with  a  Portrait. — The  portrait 
which  accompanies  the  present  number  of  the  Knickerbocker  is  of  WuxuM  B. 
Dempster,  Esq.,  the  popular  composer  and  vocalist  It  is  engraved  by  Mr.  Cbailb 
Burt,  from  a  daguerreotype  by  Plumbe  ;  and  although,  like  almost  all  dagueireo- 
types,  representing  the  subject  as  appearing  older  than  he  really  is,  may  be  rtgaidad 
in  other  respects  as  an  excellent  likeness.  We  have  made  some  exertion  to  pcoean 
the  following  facts  connected  with  the  personal  history  and  professional  career  of 
Mr.  Dempster,  which  may  bo  relied  on  as  entirely  authentic.  Mr.  Dbmtstbk  wtf 
bom  at  Keith,  Banffshire,  in  the  north  of  Scotland,  in  the  year  1810.  He  inheritod 
his  voice  and  his  talent  for  music  from  his  father,  James  Dempster,  a  man  of  greet 
respectability,  w])0  filled  the  double  capacity  of  precentor  (leader  of  the  singing)  uii 
ruling  elder  in  the  secession-kirk  for  upward  of  sixteen  years,  when  he  renunred  to 
Aberdeen  with  his  family.  His  habits  were  such  that  his  household  famished  a  eOBt' 
plete  exemplification  of  the  picture  of  Burns'  *  Cotter's  Saturday  Night'  Efttiy 
morning  and  night  a  chapter  from  the  *  big  ha'  Bible,  ance  his  father's  pride/  humldsd 
the  heart-felt  prayer  of  a  good  husband,  a  kind  father  and  an  exemplary  chriiliaB, 
This  service  was  usually  preceded  by  singing,  in  his  sweet  and  plaintive  voice,  a  par* 
tion  of  a  psalm,  in  which  he  was  accompanied  by  his  wife  and  family  of  six  childm« 
all  of  whom  <  came  honestly  by'  good  voices  and  pleasing  execution.  The  modnr 
of  our  subject  (who  was  her  especial  favorite)  was  the  most  amiable  and  afibctknuito 
of  parents,  from  whom  he  derived  lessons  of  the  highest  value.  Young  DBMivm« 
from  his  earliest  yeare,  had  a  strong  passion  for  music  ;  his  taste  always  leading  Urn 
to  the  plaintive  and  pathetic.  At  as  early  an  age  as  five  years  he  attracted  tli»  «U 
tention  of  every  one  within  the  family  circle ;  and  he  remembers  that  even  tiioii 
those  around  him  were  sometimes  moved  to  tears  by  the  pathos  and  melody  of  Ul 
voice.  From  this  period  up  to  ten  years  of  age  he  was  frequently  carried  i 
among  the  friends  of  the  family,  that  he  might  delight  them  with  his  pleasant  y 
and  felicitous  execution.  After  the  removal  of  the  elder  Dempster  with  his  fignfly 
to  Aberdeen,  not  wishing  to  gratify  William's  propensity  for  music,  he  [dacad  him 
at  a  trade  ;  but  the  *  ruling  passion'  would  not  be  repressed.  All  the  yoimg  nuui^ 
leisure  hours  were  devoted  to  the  study  of  his  favorite  science,  and  the  deyelopmettt 
of  his  powers  for  music  ;  until  at  length  he  placed  himself  under  the  guidanoo  of  ft 
competent  master,  who  first  initiated  him  into  the  mysteries  and  immntable  lawt  of 
harmony,  and  the  study  of  music  as  a  theory.  Here  a  new  life  began  to  dawn  npin 
his  existeDoe :  he  now  began  to  see  the  true  meaning  and  beauty  of  mi]MC»  and  hb 
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>vxl,  he  has  aasared  us,  drank  largely  at  the  fountain  which  was  opened  to  him.    He 
>n  began  to  entertain  a  strong  desire  to  try  his  hand  at  muncal  composition,  and 
izm  this  new  field  he  at  once  discovered  his  forte.    After  composing  the  music  for  one 
QW  two  Bongs»  (his  first  attempt  was  a  song  of  Burns',  entitled  *  My  Mary  *»  No  More,) 
b.^  conceiyed  the  idea  of  visiting  London,  in  order  farther  to  prosecute  his  studies  in 
biss  favorite  science.    After  the  death  of  his  father  and  mother,  in  1832,  Mr.  Demt- 
B-TKR  repaired  to  the  Great  Metropolis,  where  he  found  encouragement  to  try  his  for- 
gone on  the  stage  as  a  singer  in  opera.    About  this  time,  however,  he  visited  several 
poxtioDs  of  England  and  Wales,  with  the  intention  of  returning  to  London  and '  com- 
ixm^  out ;'  but  from  what  he  had  seen  of  the  stage,  our  subject  conceived  a  dislike  to 
it.  and  all  its  associations,  and  he  therefore  wisely  abandoned  the  idea  of  revisiting 
X^ondon.    In  the  spring  of  1835  he  determined  to  visit  America,  and  try  his  fortunes 
Bxa  the  New  World.    He  arrived  in  this  city  toward  the  end  of  July  of  that  year. 

Mr.  Dkmpstb&'s  first  appearance  in  America  was  at  Niblo's  ConceVts,  which  were 
CLt  that  time  *  all  the  rage  ;*  the  first  talent  that  could  be  found  being  engaged  there. 
Us  firrt  appearance  was  at  Mrs.  Watson's  Benefit,  in  August ;  the  concerts  then 
being  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Watson,  of  Paoanini  notoriety.  His  success  was 
<^omplete,  and  secured  him  an  engagement  for  the  remainder  of  the  season.  Here 
be  remained  two  sununers ;  and  the  songs  he  then  sung  are  still  remembered  wit^ 
pleaaore  by  many  visitors  to  this  delightful  Garden,  a  favorite  place  of  resort  of  people 
^  all  parts  of  the  United  States ;  among  them,  we  remember,  were  '  Erin  is 
loy  Honae'  and  *  I  '11  remember  Thee.*  At  the  close  of  his  engagement  at  Niblo's, 
^<  DiMpsTBK  formed  an  arrangement  to  travel  with  Mr.  Watson  and  his  family, 
Si^g  concerts,  etc.  Owing  to  a  disagreement  upon  some  minor  points,  he  separated 
iram  them  and  proceeded  through  the  United  States,  giving  musical  entertainments 
alone ;  and  in  this  way  he  slowly  but  steadily  worked  himself  upward  to  the  enviable 
P<i>tion  Which  he  now  occupies.  We  believe  he  has  visited  every  State  in  the  Union, 
^  we  have  seen  his  peformances  commended  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the 
^t.  He  is  the  author  of  numerous  songs  and  ballads,  and  is  universally  known  as 
^  composer  of  that  most  touching  and  beautiful  of  all  ballads,  the  *  Lament  of  th§ 
^^h  Emigrant*  *  Sound  and  sense'  are  in  this  song  so  nicely  blended  that  it  is  now 
"opQMble  to  sepcutite  the  one  from  the  other.*    And  here  let  us  observe,  that  it  is  a 

.  *  Ariorot  of  the  'Lament:'  here  is  an  admirable  anecdote  concerninf  it,  which  wa«  contained 
'■>*  letter  from  our  friend  Cuanolxb,  addreMod  to  the  Arm-chair  of  hie  popular  United  Statet  Om- 
Mttc.  He  is  ipeakinf  of  the  parades  of  the  ref  iment  of  Highlanders  at  Montreal :  '  As  the  battalione 
lulled,  I  noticed  that  the  only  being  that  ventured  upon  the  military  ground,  beside  the  militarr 
|"eaielve«,  wa«  a  lai^  black  dog.  He  seemed  to  understand  the  orders  of  the  colonel,  and  though 
l^eeenld  neither  aid  in  *  taking  open  order'  with  the  '  rear  rank,'  nor  in  wheeling  into  columns  with 
**e«|K>ie,  yet  he  evinced  much  tact  in  aToiding  the  tread  of  the  soldiery  in  their  rapid  morements, 
^  that  without  erincing  any  of  that  haste  which  is  unbecoming  a  gentlemanly  dog.  When  the 
■mic  joined  the  regiment,  the  dog  took  up  his  march  with  the  bana  and  seemed  pleased  with  the  rich 
^^f*ck  airs  to  which  the  battalions  marched.  He  evidently  understood  them,  and  evinced  both  taste 
^  poUteoess  by  making  no  sign  of  approval  until  the  musicians  had  completed  a  tune.  The  dog 
"*^  coopletely  ff  ot  into  the  spirit  of  the  time  and  place,  and  was  einoying  the  parade  and  music  with 
"P^cHl  fosto.  There  was  a  place  in  the  rank  of  the  musicians  unfilled,  and  the  dog  took  bis  poeitioii 
f^cre  and  completed  the  square  as  they  miu-ched  in  column.  At  length  there  was  a  halt,  and  almost 
*!^«diately  the  band  struck  up  that  plaintive  air  to  which  Dxmpstxr  sings  his  words  of  the  '  Trith 
j^^eat'  It  was  exquisitely  performed.  The  poor  dog,  however,  left  the  ranks,  walked  slowly  the 
dtttaoce  of  a  rod  or  two,  sat  quietly  down,  throwing  his  head  a  little  on  one  side,  as  if  to  catch  every 
"^  of  the  tune,  and  aviocing  a  sort  of  melancholy  pleasure  in  the  performance.  At  length  the  music 


the  musicians ;  his  master,  whose  place  was  vacant  in  the  band,  had 


f^^  tnd  the  dog  rose  stowly ,  and  with  a  sort  of  measured  step,  left  the  parade.    Poor  dog !  he  had 
°^  the  proi^rty  of  onis  of  the  musicians  ;  his  master,  whose 

and  duriuff  the  sickness  which  I .  ^        . 

The  dog  had  learned  to  love  music, 

t  that  tune  awoke  the  memory  of  other 

1  otberioms  kind  and  hMrt-broken  frieiid 
■  brought  to  an  early  grave.' 


r^  the  proi^rty  of  one  of  the  musicians  ;  bis  master,  whose  place  was  vacant  m  tne  oana,  naa 
°''<Hi|htliun  aeroas  the  Atlantic,  and  during  the  sickness  which  had  ultimately  laid  him  in  the  grave, 
**>  voat  to  nlAv  thA  tun«  which  the  baud  had  inst  oerformed.    The  doff  had  learned  to  love  music. 
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characteristic  excellence  of  Mr.  DKiinTEK*B  musical  compontions, «  of  hia  exeentioiiy 
that  he  rarely  if  ever  fails  to  gire  true  ezpreerion  and  deep  feelin|r  to  tender  and 
holy  thoughts.  He  emhodies  the  poet's  coneeption>  and  thus  elevates  the  aflectiona 
and  increases  the  religious  feeling  of  his  audiences.  Clergymen,  we  have  ofaeerfed, 
always  attend  his  concerts.  Dr.  ChanninGi  we  have  heard,  nerer  miaBed  beinf  an 
auditor ;  and  of  Dr.  Bbthunb,  who  addressed  to  Mr.  Demistsr  some  Yeiy  admirable 
verses,  the  same  remark  may  be  made.  He  fully  understands  the  elocution  of  ang- 
ing.  He  gives  a  distinct  enunciation  to  all  the  vowels,  an  art  which  ha  haa  aoqoired 
by  incesMmt  practice.  Hence  it  is,  that  beautiful  and  forcible  as  are  the  words  he  has 
uniformly  chosen,  he  heightens  their  effect  by  his  execution  of  them ;  for  his  mnae  is 
always  in  sympathy  with  them. 

Almost  every  thing  which  Mr.  Dempster  has  composed  has  become  popular.  We 
name  such  of  his  pieces  as  are  most  familiar  to  us :  <  The  Blind  Boy  f  *  The  Lonely 
Auld  Wife  ;'  <  Death  of  Warren  ;'  *  Jbanib  Morrison  ;*  <  I  'm  with  Yon  once  Agafai  f 
'  When  the  Night-wind  Bewaileth ;'  <  A  Home  in  the  Heart ;'  <  The  Loved  One  wis 
not  There ;'  <  Let  us  Love  One  Another  f  <  Bird  of  the  Wilderness  ;*  <  I  *m  Alens, 
all  Alone,'  etc.,  etc.  But  we  think  his  greatest  effort  to  be  his  cantata,  *  The  JKqf 
Queen,*  the  poetry  by  Alfred  Tbnntson.  The  happy  and  joyous  emotions  of  the 
young  and  beautiful  child  on  the  eve  of  May-day,  her  only  thought  bemg  of  the 
happy  morrow,  when  she  is  to  bo  crowned  *  Queen  of  May,'  are  most  felidtoaiy 
expressed  in  the  enlivening  pastoral  symphony  which  opens  this  cantata.  Eaeh 
note  seems  to  portray  the  irrepressible  joy  of  a  young  and  innocent  heart.    The 

*  Second  Part,'  representing  the  dying  girl  on  New- Year's  eve  asking  her  mother  to 
call  her  early  that  she  may  *  see  the  sun  rise  upon  the  glad  New-Year,'  the  last  that 
she  is  ever  to  see,  shows  us  at  once  that  the  composer  has  entered  mto  the  very  spirit 
of  the  scene  before  him.  The  music,  although  of  a  subdued  and  plaintive  caat*  yat 
retains  a  portion  of  the  opening  melody,  so  that  it  seems  like  the  dying  echo  of  the 
young  girl's  first  <  happy  song.'  We  defy  the  veriest  stoic  to  listen  to  this  portkii  of 
the  song  without  tears.  The  *  Third  Part,'  representing  the  return  of  spring,  and  the 
dying  girl  still  alive,  is  in  the  *  minor  mode,'  corresponding  with  the  key  the  componr 
has  just  left,  and  is  solemn  and  impressive.    The  key  at  length  changes  hito  tti» 

*  major  mode,'  and  the  idea  it  conveys  is  at  once  grand  and  inspiring.  The  djrin^ 
girl  is  about  to  tell  of  a  vision  of  angels,  whom  she  fancies  she  hears  in  <  the  w3d 
March  morning,'  in  a  mingled  sound  of  muric  on  the  wind,  which  she  saya  cornea  to 
the  window  three  times,  and  then  *  goes  up  to  Heaven  and  dies  among  the  sUb.* 
The  mind  is  relieved  from  the  oppression  and  sorrow  prodaced  by  the  seoond  part  by 
the  assurance  which  the  child  now  has  of  going  to  Heaven : 

*  Thx  Meoed  music  went  that  way 
My  soul  will  have  to  go.' 

All  thoughts  of  earth  seem  now  lost  in  the  joy  of  going  '  where  the  wicked  cetie 
from  troubling  and  the  weary  are  at  rest'  The  music  of  this  part  carries  the  heanr 
along  with  the  words  to  the  close ;  and  he  at  last  draws  a  long  fafeath  and  myi: 

*  It 's  all  over !  —  and  what  a  happy  close  .'' 

We  have  great  pleasure  in  the  thought  that  Mr.  Dempster  must  share  with  the 
Edffor  of  this  Magazine  the  credit  of  introducing  this  noble  composition  to  the  Ama- 
rican  public.  Well  do  we  remember  the  pleasant  October  eveninga  in  OiJ>  KifioE.'s 
sanctum,  when  thoughtfully  tinkling  our  spoons  against  our  gtaMaa,  beteft  of  their 
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Glenlivet,  we  fpoke  of  the  touching  character  of  the  music  of  the  *  Emigranfa  La- 
ment,*  then  known  to  ub  for  the  fint  time  as  Mr.  Dempster's  ;  and  calling  to  mind  *  The 
May- Queen,'  so  kindred  in  its  touching  pathos,  we  took  Tennyson  from  the  library 
and  read  it  to  our  friend ;  dwelling  perhaps  upon  those  passages  which  had  especially 
impressed  us.    When  we  had  finished  reading  it  we  looked  up  to  Mr.  Dempster's 
face,  which  alwa3rs  reflects  every  shade  of  thought  and  feeling,  *  and  therewithal,' 
aa  honest  John  Bunt  an  says»  *  the  water  stood  in  his  eyes.'    We  suggested  that  he 
aJiould  set  it  to  music  ;  but  he  objected  that  *  it  was  beyond  his  reach  ;'  that  *  people 
could  never  be  brought  to  listen  to  so  long  a  piece  ;*  that  <  he  could  never  make  it 
■mfficiently  effective  to  cause  an  audience  to  sit  it  out,'  and  the  like ;  but  upon  again 
ingiiig  it  upon  his  attention,  he  promised  to  *  see  what  be  could  do  with  it'    On  re- 
turning to  town  firom  his  residence  in  the  country,  some  four  weeks  after  this  inter- 
^ew,  Mr.  Dempster  sent  for  us  to  call  at  his  lodgings  to  hear  his  music  of  the  *  May- 
i^ueen.'     We  heard  it  —  and  from  that  moment  have  had  only  one  opinion  of  it ;  an 
^ipinion  which  has  been  confirmed  by  the  mingled  tears  and  applauses  of  crowded 
audiences  in  every  quarter  of  the  Union.    *  The  May-Queen*  is  a  copyright  publica- 
tkm ;  and  some  idea  of  its  great  popularity  may  be  inferred  from  the  fact  that  a 
tbousand  dollars  have  been  offered  for  it  by  the  publishers.    Upward  of  twenty-five 
thousand  copies  of  Mr.  Dempster's  various  musical  compositions  are  called  for  every 
year ;  a  degree  of  success  altogether  unequalled  in  this  country. 

His  songs  have  from  the  commencement  been  silently  and  gradually  working  their 
way  into  public  favor.  They  neither  astonish  nor  dazzle  at  first ;  there  is  *  nothing  of 
the  sort*  about  them ;  indeed  one  is  seldom  struck  with  them  at  first ;  but  when  the 
ear  thoroughly  hears  them,  *  then  it  blesses  them  ;'  they  make  a  deep  impression  on 
the  heart  and  linger  long  m  the  memory.  When  we  look  back  and  think  of  those 
who  havec  ome  and  gone,  and  see  what  songs  are  now  popular,  we  find  that  Mrj 
Dempster's  maintain  a  distinguished  place ;  they  remain  undiminished  in  popularity ; 
indeed,  they  are  increasing  in  public  favor,  being  at  this  moment  the  most  popular 
compositions  in  this -country.  They  may  be  deemed  too  the  production  of  our  soil ;  we 
certainly  claim  for  them  an  American  paternity.  This  country  has  been  the  field  of 
Mi,  Dempster's  successful  labors,  and  we  know  that  he  regards  it  with  gratitude  for 
having  nourished  and  encouraged  him  in  his  profession.  He  is  about  to  revisit  his 
native  country,  and  we  cannot  better  convey  to  our  readers  his  thoughts  at  leaving  us 
Uian  by  quoting  the  address  which  he  delivered  at  Niblo's  saloon  on  the  occasion  of  his 
faiewell  entertainment  in  this  city : 

'  I.APTM  AND  GxNTLEMZN :  I  appear  before  you  this  eyening  for  the  last  time ;  and  I  take  this 
opportoaity  to  thank  you  from  my  heart  for  your  kindness,  as  well  at  the  present  as  on  former  occa- 
ctona.    Like  •  guest  that  lingers  in  the  hall  of  his  benefactor  when  the  feast  is  over,  I  reluctantly 
^t  respectfully  tsJce  my  leave.    It  is  my  intention  soon  to  return  to  my  native  country,  and  I  antici- 
pate a  happy  meeting  with  my  friends  there  ;  but  1  must  confess  that  my  heart  lingers  with  you,  for 
^ovruhed  by  your  kind  indulgence,  I  have  been  enabled  to  pursue  with  success  the  exercise  of  my 
PV'^ession.    When  I  first  appeared  among  you,  ten  years  ago,  I  was  young  and  inexperieneed,  btft 
^ot  without  hope;  that  hope  you  cherished,  and  enabled  me  to  realize  my  most  sanguine  expecta- 
^^oiu.    My  songs,  with  two  exceptions,  have  all  been  composed  and  published  under  your  kind  and 
'^^^'vtering  care ;  and  I  trust  I  am  not  overstepping  the  rules  of  good  taste  when  I  say,  that  they  are  en- 
^^Jed  to  the  appellation  of  American  Melodies.    Those  songs  have  been  a  source  of  pleasure  to 
*«>yself ;  and  if  they  have  been  the  means  of  beguiling  a  weary  hour,  or  of  contributing  to  your  hap- 
IHaess  in  the  domestic  circle,  when  the  cares  and  labors  of  the  day  were  done,  the  highest  anbition  of 
*^7  professional  life  is  attained.  I  haye  several  engagemenu  at  the  South  and  West  to  fulfil  before  I 
^««ve  the  country ;  but  as  this  is  the  last  time  I  shall  have  the  honor  of  appearing  before  a  New-York 
VOL.  XIII.  23 
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audience,!  now  uko  my  leave,  wishing  you  all  health  and  prosperity ;  and  in  tke  hope  that  at  womm 
(\iture  day  I  shall  have  the  happiness  of  appearing  before  you  again,  I  most  reflpectfUly  bid  yo« 
FartwtU ." 

Pleasant  vocalist !  pleasant  companion  !  *  take  with  you  gentle  winds  your  sails  to 
swell !'  —  and  when  in  the  fulness  of  time  you  return  agam  among  us,  may  yon  find 
as  many  friends  glad  to  meet  as  there  are  now  sorry  to  part  with  you ! 


Gossip  wtth  Readers  and  Correspondbnt&  —  It  was  exceedingly  pleasant  the 
other  day  —  pleasant  to  *  Old  Knick./  so  long  in  *  populous  city  pent*  -^  to  find  him- 
self on  board  the  *  Eureka'  steamer,  bound  to  the  trout-fishing  grounds  of  SoUifan 
county,  ma  the  Erie  rail-road.  *  Ple<uant*  indeed !  —  it  was  something  mors.  Hw 
country  to  which  we  tended,  from  *  the  like  o'  which'  it  took  so  many  yean  to  wmb 
us,  and  toward  which,  in  many  a  sultry  summer  day  and  howling  winter-niglity  our 
revived  boyish  fancy  had  gone  forth  from  the  man-made  town  —  the  cotuifry  wtf 
our's  for  four  days  ;  and  to  give  the  true  zest  to  our  enjoyment  of  such  a  proq>eet» 
of  early  thoughts  and  early  associations,  an  old  and  most  congenial  metropolitaB 
friend,  a  certain  boyishness  of  heart  still  fresh  as  ever  in  his  cheerful  bosom,  with  aa 
agreeable  associate,  kindred  in  most  things  save  a  slight  diffezenee  in  yean  —  thase 
were  our  companions.  The  noble  Hudson  had  scaroely  ever  seemed  so  wide  to  iib» 
nor  the  shores  on  either  side  so  picturesque  and  beautiful,  nor  the  towering  Palisadii 
so  vast  in  their  shadowy  extent ;  and  as  the  fresh  breeze  fanned  us,  and  the  Bteamsr 
sped  on  its  swift  course,  we  could  well  comprehend  what  Ollapod  used  to  dengnate 
as  the  <  juiciness  of  a  yoimg  heart.'  And  so  it  was,  that  with  pleasant  thooghts  and 
pleasant  chat,  it  seemed  but  a  few  moments  before  we  were  seated  in  the  ^pififlfit 
cars  of  the  Erie  Rail-road,  and  flying  to  the  West  as  on  the  wings  of  the  wind ;  the 
glorious  country  opening  around  us  in  verdant  cultivated  valleys  and  ranges  of  nUBor 
mountains  near  or  far,  now  towering  almost  over  us  and  anon  taking,  in  the  blue  die- 
tance,  the  farewell  beams  of  the  declining  sun.  Streams  too,  and  *  lakelets,'  and  busy 
little  villages  nestled  among  the  hills,  slept  quietly  in  the  same  mellow  light  A  Um 
stoppages,  a  few  supernatural  <  sreex,'  as  Jeames  de  la  Pluohb  wouhl  tenn  them, 
from  the  locomotive  —  that  whistles  as  it  runs,  apparently  not  *  for  want  of  thonglitf 
in  itself,  but  to  stimulate  thought  in  the  tardy  or  the  expectant — and  we  were  al 
Middletown  ;  and  after  a  good  supper,  somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  of  ten  o'oloQk 
on  that  brigrht  moonlight  night  we  were  packed  in  a  lumbering  vehicle,  called  by 
courtesy  a  *  stage-coach,'  and  sent  on  our  way  rejoicing  toward  the  blooming  viUage 
of  Bloomingburgh.  Do  you  know  of  any  thing  more  inspiring,  town-reader,  than  to 
rise  the  next  morning  after  the  evening  you  have  left  the  great  metropolis,  and  find 
yourself  in  a  charming  country  village  which  you  had  reached  in  the  night,  shot  in 
by  blue  receding  mountains,  extending  on  every  side  into  the  dim  distance,  the  ooii- 
tented  green  and  yellow  fields  of  grass  and  grain  stretching  almost  to  their  i 

and  basking  in  the  early  day-beams  ?    To  L and  *  this  deponent,'  m  our  i 

ing  walk,  before  the  sun  had  '  climbed  the  eastern  hills,'  it  seemed,  whatever  othen 
might  have  thought  of  it,  a  landscape  more  lovely  than  the  vale  of  Avoca.  But 
scenes  like  these  should  be  beheld  and  enjoyed ;  they  can  hardly  be  described :  do 
us  the  favor  to  remark  therefore  that  in  a  tumble-downish  sort  of  two-horse  Tehiele 
'  we  three'  are  on  our  way  over  <  The  Barrens,'  in  crossing  which,  we  mm  oa  aitlMr 
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baod  what  appeared  to  b^  aeveral  stones !  It  might  have  been  deceptkn ;  and  Jim, 
oar  accomplished  driver,  was  so  engaged  with  a  compressed  narrative  of  his  Doup 
Juaniah  amours  that  he  *  stayed  no  question'  as  to  the. face  of  the  country  throuj^ 
which  we  were  passing.  At  length, '  replete  with  chat,'  we  came  in  sight  of  Monti- 
cello,  gleaming  in  the  westering  sunlight  on  the  far-off  hill-side ;  a  cordon  of  blue 
mountains  stretching  far  around  the  *  rolling  country'  which  it  overlooks.  Arrived  at 
<  Hamilton's,'  we  were  soon  rejoined  by  a  brace  of  avant-eourierSfiwo  gentlemen  who 

were  as  much  alike  as  <  two  P «;'  in  fact  they  were  *  nothing  else.'    They  had 

been  fishing  successfully  for  trout  in  a  considerable  stream  that  runs  out  of  that  gem 
of  the  first  water.  White  Lake ;  and  while  the  obliging  mistress  of  the  *  White  Lake 
House'  is  cooking  the  fish  for  our  supper,  we  will  cross  the  way,  mount  to  the  top 
of  that  newly-raised  dwelling,  and  <  see  what  we  shall  see.'  Verily  it  is  a  beautiful 
sight !  How  the  blue  mountains  roll  upon  the  eye  in  all  the  visible  horizon ;  deep  blue 
and  pale  blue ;  and  like  faintly -seen  clouds,  the  Kaiitskills,  eighty  miles  in  the  north- 
eastern distance,  bound  the  view  ;  while  in  the  immediate  foreground,  lake  and  grove 
and  stream,  studded  with  the  most  luxuriant  foliage,  complete  the  picture.  We  can 
scarcely  remember  whittling  a  pine  shingle  with  more  delight  than  we  did  on  the  uf^r 
piazza-roof  of  that  unfinished  building,  with  this  view  before  us.  But  'suf^r's 
ready  V  cries  L ;  and  in  three  minutes  we  are  sitting  in  the  best  room  of  the 

*  Lake  House,'  opening  upon  the  lake,  which  sleeps  in  silence  and  shadow  almost 
under  the  window,  the  heavy  foliage  of  its  borders  reflected  in  its  glassy  bosom ;  and 
before  vm  are  the  trout,  *  created  best  that  swim  the  silver  streams  f.  brown  and  unc- 
tuous, and  filling  the  room  with  a  sweet-smelling  savor.  Whitest  bread,  sweetest 
butter,  thickest  cream,  most  delicious  of  Hysons,  a  noiseless  female  attendant  —  what 

could  we  wish  more  ?    *  I  will  trouble  you,  gentlemen,'  said  L ,  for  another  of  those 

trout,'  and  he  received  upon  his  plate  the  nineteenth  fish ;  wben  that  had  disappeared, 

*  One  more,  gentlemen,  and  I  'U  not  trouble  you  again !'  And  he  did  n't ;  for  after 
secoring  and  devouring  it,  he  looked  wistfully  at  the  general  receptacle,  and  reaching 
over,  did  a  handsome  specimen  upon  his  plate,  with  the  ingenuous  remark :  *  I  said  I'd 
tronble  you  for  no  more,  gentlemen,  but  I  did  n't  say  I  would  n't  help  myself  I*  Shame- 
less special  pleading !  —  but  any  thing  is  justifiable,  to  our  conception,  that  secures  more 
trout  But  let  us  hasten  on  to  Roper's,  hard  by  the  Callicoon  ;  for  in  that  stream, 
made  famous  by  the  charming  daguerreotype  pictures  of  our  friend  Street,  there 
hak  scores  of  the  aristocracy  of  brook-fish,  which  are  to  dangle  upon  our  lines  to- 
morrow. After  a  delightful  ride,  we  reach  Roper's  ;  a  glass  of  milk-punch,  and  to 
bed.  In  the  morning,  we  dig  bait ;  hoes,  shovels,  spades  in  requisition  —  one  man 
(the  huge  feeder)  giving  directions,  with  great  nonchalance ;  smoking  his  cigar  the 
while.  Rising  firom  a  *  hasty  plate  of  mutton,'  we  are  off  to  the  Callicoon.  And  now, 
having  passed  raspberry  -  '  preserves'  sufficiently  numerous  to  supply  the  New- York 
mariLots  for  ten  years,  summer-fallows,  Pickerel-Pond  and  the  settlement  adjacent, 
behold  us  taking  the  very  *  forest-walk'  that  Street  has  so  beautifully  described,  on 
our  way  to  the  Callicoon.  A  picturesque-looking  set  we  are,  with  our  fishing-dresses 
and  gear,  a  combination  of  Indian,  *  white  man'  and  Tankee-Doodle.  And  this  is 
the  Callicoon !  —  this  clear  wide-and-narrow  brawling  brook,  wlurling  in  eddies,  rush- 
b^r  in  straitened  channels,  boiling  in  rocky  nooks  —  this  is  the  Callicon  7    '  It  an't 

nothmg  else !'    Well  then,  let  the  two  P 's  and  L the  elder  scatter  along  the 

^est  branch,  while  Ranchero  and  *  Old  Knick.'  drop  line  along  down  the  eastern.  We 
^re  in  the  middle  of  the  stream,  waist-deep,  and  there  is  sQence — an  <  andiUe  still- 
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ness,-  illustrated  rather  than  disturbed  by  the  faint  voices  of  the  wood.  TTien 
would  have  been  compunction  in  screwing  a  wri^ling  worm  upon  the  hook,  hot  for 
the  lucky  thought  that  Providence  must  have  designed  it  for  bait  But  *  let  m  drop 
the  subject'  of  this  remark.  Snap !  —  a  quick  bite,  and  as  pretty  a  trout  as  you  ooold 
find  of  a  summer's  day !  *  First  blood'  for  *  Old  Knick  !'  Four  nore  out  of  that  vefy 
eddy ;  farther  down,  Ranchero  has  pocketed  as  many  more,  and  *  the  cry  is  still  tliey 
come  !'  Silently  we  stand,  the  sunlight  shunmering  down  through  the  interiaciiig 
boughs  and  flecking  the  murmuring  waters  below.  *  Ranchero  !'  (in  a  whiqper) '  what 
is  that!'  *  Good  Ev'ings !'  a  deer,  a  gentle  doe,  is  wading  directly  toward  us  in  the 
middle  of  the  stream ;  lifting  up  her  long  slender  fore-legs,  and  dropping  her  litUe 
pointed  hoofe  almost  noiselessly  into  the  water ;  her  face  absolutely  beaming  with  aiii« 
mal  enjojrment !  Ranchero  with  his  finger  beckons  silence ;  takes  from  his  ponoh  a 
pistol  that  he  had  borne  loaded  and  capped  from  the  city  of  Mexico  through  Texas 
even  unto  Gotham,  and  deliberately  cocks  it.  Maledetto  !  —  the  cap  has  becfki  n- 
movedj^t  the  instance  of  a  timid  friend  ;  the  doe  is  within  fifteen  yards  of  as ;  die 
has  heard  the  click  of  the  pistol ;  she  lifts  her  silken  ears,  opens  wide,  after  a  slow  wink^ 
her  great  lustrous  black  eyes,  and  with  a  snort  of  surprise,  and  three  or  four  bounds  of 
infinite  grace,  is  up  and  over  the  bank,  and  away  to  rejoin  her  companions  in  the  demar 
woods !  She  was  a  transient  vision  of  grace  and  beauty,  that  Old  Knick.  can  nenBr 
cease  to  remember  *  unto  thylke  day  i'  the  which  he  crepes  into  his  sepulchre.*  Wflll» 
we  have  a  score  of  trout  apiece,  it  is  high-noon,  and  —  let  us  lunch ;  for  lo !  then 
comes  the  man  with  the  covered-basket,  whose  contents,  potable  and  edible,  have  been 
prepared  by  the  careful  hand  of  kind  considerate  Woman.    Ranchero 

'  Took  a  whistle  frae  his  pouch, 

And  blew  both  loud  and  Bbrill, 
When  four-and-twenty  belted  knighta 
Came  akippinf  o'er  the  bill !' 

Not  exactly  ;  but  a  human  whistle  was  given,  most  like  a  yell,  which  brought  the 

two  P 's,  the  two  L 'b  and  the  one  C together ;  and  on  the  rocks,  under 

the  shadow  of  a  rustic  bridge,  by  the  side  of  the  gurgling  stream,  we  spread  our  bjh^ 
repast,  which  wo  discussed  with  good  appetites,  interspersing  our  operations  with 
much  agreeable  chat  upon  a  great  variety  of  subjects.  Then  we  separated  and  x^ 
sumed  our  rods  and  lines,  drawing  up  the  trout  until  the  sun  no  longer  threw  any 
shadows  across  the  water.  But  *  something  too  much  of  this,'  the  reader  may  ex- 
claim. Suffice  it  then  to  say,  that  after  our  return  to  Roper's  we  added  together 
the  amount  of  two  day's  fishing  in  the  Mongaup  and  Callicoon ;  and  four  hundred 
and  fifty  trout  {several  of  which  would  weigh  half  a  pound,  and  a  great  many  a 
pound  !)  was  found  to  be  the  result  What  a  repast,  sweetened  by  the  day's  toiL 
was  the  trout-supper  that  Roper  gave  us  that  evening !  —  and  what  a  ride  waa  that 
which  transported  us  on  that  lovely  moon-lit  night  to  th6  *  Lake-House !'  And  eh ! 
goodness  gracious  !  what  a  bed-room  that  was,  and  what  a  bed,  in  which  we  weie 
*  kept'  that  night !  The  architect  had  made  a  slight  mistake  in  the  constructioii  of 
the  apartment ;  he  had  arranged  it  so  that  two  persons  could  get  in,  but  he  had  nol 
calculated  for  their  turning  round  after  they  had  got  in !     An  acute  angle  of  the  hiot 

roof  received  the  person  of  L ,  his  head  resting  upon  a  Lilliputian  pillow,  cnuhed 

down  endwise,  and  his  foet  almost  projecting  through  a  sort  of  loop-hole  window 
that  looked  toward  tho  east,  and  the  only  one  in  the  room ;  while  *  Old  Kraox.' 
sank  sweltering  into  a  soft  thin  billow  of  feathers,  that  wanted  but  two  or  three  i 


X846.]  Editor's   Table.  179 

Xo  make  it  seem  like  a  pillow.  (Never  mind  your  pillow ;  get  back  to  town.')  *  Well, 
^en :'  In  the  momingi  on  to  Monticello ;  climbed  the  board-fence  on  the  high  grpund 
liy  the  comt-house,  and  *  surveyed  the  landscape  o'er ;'  thinking  mean  time  how  often 
our  friend  Street  had  looked  abroad  upon  the  same  grand  and  beautifdl  scene  ;  and 
thereupon  too  of  *  Slow-water  Tim,'  whom  he  has  immortalized,  who  went  away 
firom  Rofer's  *  stoop'  before  we  left,  with  a  gait  like  that  of  a  kangaroo  with  a  touch 
of  the  lumbago,  and  a  mouth  like — '  nothing  else !'  On  to  Bloomingburg  in  a  stage- 
coach, and  on  that  *  Hot  Friday*  too,  a  day  not  to  be  forgotten ;  not  a  breath  of  air 
stirring,  save  the  little  that  Whip  was  driving  away  from.  On  to  Middletown,  (after 
waiting  two  mortal  hours,)  just  in  time  to  be  *  ten  minutes  too  late'  for  the  cars. 
'  Cause  why  V  The  proprietor  of  the  stage  has  a  *  Rail -road  Hotel'  at  the  end  of  the 
route,  and  if  you  do  n't  get  in  in  time  for  the  cars,  it  *  makes  it  bad'  for  you,  but 

*  good'  for  him ;  since  you  must  (if  you  are  foolish  enough)  sup,  stay  with  him  all  night 
and  breakfast  the  next  mommg.  Knick.  however  sought  another  house  ;  and  when 
seated  in  the  cars  next  morning,  moving  homeward,  remembered  him  of  no  diaagre- 
metu.  What  a  glorious  county  is  Orange  !  The  mowers  were  swinging  the  scythe  or 
turning  the  fragrant  hay  in  the  lily-sprinkled  verdant  meadows ;  on  the  rounded  hills 
the  cradlers  were  laying  the  golden  gram  in  regrular  semi-circular  rows,  like  the  rece- 
ding tide-marks  on  some  crescent  sea-beach ;  the  reaper  *  stood  musing  by  gathered 
sheaves*  as  the  iron  horse  snorted  by  with  his  train;  within,  sweet  farmers'  daughters, 
happy  in  the  prospect  of  visiting  the  Great  Metropolis,  were  busy  chatting  with  trim 
full-bodied  young  fellows,  with  chequered  linen  shirts,  handsome  whiskers,  twinkling 
eyes  and  dare-devil  airs,  who  ever  and  anon  rushed  out  to  do  duty  on  the  train,  and 
then  returned  to  renew  their  gossip  with  the  fair  milk-maids.  Milk !  milk !  milk ! 
how  at  every  stopping-place  by  scores  and  scores  the  cans  clatter  in ! — from  all  the 

*  Valleys'  and  *  Kills'  in  the  region  round  about,  until  the  cars  have  the  mingled  odor 
*  of  a  country  buttery-and-pantry.    But  here  we  are  at  Fiermont ;  at  the  land's  end 

of  a  most  delightful  excursion,  with  no  thoughts  of  regret,  no  remembrances  save  of 
unalloyed  enjoyment     Two  hours  of  delightful  sailing,  and  we  are  seated  in  our 
pleasant  sanctum.  •    •    •  Can  any  republican  fail  to  see  the  inevitable  tendency  of 
the  important  changes  slowly  but  surely  taking  place  in  Great-Britain  ?    Su:  Robert 
Piel's  late  noble  speech,  and  the  *  protocol'  of  the  new  minister,  Lord  John  Russell, 
are  full  of  striking  portents.    *  I  shall  leave  office,  I  fear,'  says  the  former,  *  with  a 
name  severely  censured  by  many  honorable  gentlemen,  who  deeply  regret  the  sever- 
ance of  party  tie^  ;  I  shall  leave  a  name  execrated  by  every  monopolist,  who  main- 
tains protection  for  his  individual  benefit ;  but  it  may  be  that  I  shall  leave  a  name 
wmetimes  remembered  with  expressions  of  good-will  in  those  places  which  are  the 
abodes  of  men  whose  lot  it  is  to  labor,  and  to  earn  their  daily  bread  by  the  sweat  of 
their  brows ;  a  name  remembered  with  expressions  of  good-will  when  they  shall  re- 
create then:  exhausted  strength  with  abundant  and  untaxed  food,  the  sweeter  because 
,  it  iB  no  longer  leavened  by  a  sense  of  injustice,'   Cheer  up !  ye  toiling  masses  of  Bri- 
tain I  there  is  a  better  era  approaching : 


'  Tj^nM  *s  a  good  timo  cominff,  boys, 
•  A'gM  tiipe  eominf : 
M4  •  poot-  man's  family 
'  Md'liM  bb  hiVmiMry, 
jjiw^ietgood  tim«  coming. 
Bvttrdrikl  shall  b«  a  help,    • 

To  make  his  right  ann  titroogtt ; 
^^  happier  he,  the  more  he  Imt : 


'  There  '•  a  good  time  coming,  boys, 

A  good  tune  coming : 
Little  children  shall  not  toil 
Under  or  above  the  soil, 


In  the  good  time  coming; 
But  shall  play,  in  healthAii  fields. 

Till  limtM  and  mind  groir  stronger ; 
And  every  one  shall  read  sad  write  i 

IfWtAiittlfievw* 
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To  FORM  any  thing  like  an  adequate  conception  of  the  camial  wfaolcMje  trade  in 
bookB  in  this  metropolis,  one  should  look  over  the  catalo^oe  of  the  NeW'Yark  Bmk 
Trade  Sale,  to  commence  at  the  sales-room  of  Messrs.  Bangs,  Richards  ahd  PLatt, 
the  oldest  establishment  of  its  kind  in  the  metropolis,  on  Monday  the  34th  insturt. 
These  sales  are  held  semi-annually,  on  the  last  week  of  March  and  August,  mad 
are  attended  by  the  representatives  at  least  of  all  the  book-sellers  m  the  United 
States.  The  catalogue  before  us  is  by  far  the  largest  ever  ianied  to  the  trade  in  this 
country.  It  contains  one  hundred  and  ninety-three  closely-printed  pagea,  of  the 
largest  size  of  kindred  publicatiohs,  and  embraces  upward  of  two-hundred  contribn- 
tors,  including  all  the  leading  publishers  in  the  United  States,  from  Portland,  Maine, 
to  Saint  Louis,  Missouri.  But  it  is  not  only  the  largest  catalogae  ever  inaed  to  the 
trade ;  it  contains  a  far  richer  and  much  more  attractive  stock  th'an  has  been  ofined  - 
at  any  previous  sale.  •  •  •  Wb  have  alluded  on  two  or  three  occasions  hentofixe  to 
the  charming  pastoral  of  '  When  the  Kye  come  Home*  by  Jamu  Hooo,  the  <  Ettriek 
Shepherd,'  and  to  the  delightful  Scottish  music  to  which  it  is  wedded,  and  which  was 
the  author's  favorite  air,  as  indeed  it  is  of  every  body  who  hears  it  well  executed,  as 
we  did.  We  consider  ourselves  fortunate  in  securing  an  authentic  copy  of  the  ] 
for  the  gratification  of  our  readers.    Observe  that  the  refrain. 


'  Wrkn  the  kye  come  hame, 
When  the  kye  come  barae. 
'Tween  the  gloaming  and  the  mirk, 
When  the  kye  come  hame,* 

is  to  be  repeated,  in  the  singing,  at  the  end  of  every  stanza : 


*  Coiu,  all  ye  jolly  ihepherds 

That  wander  Ibrough  the  glen, 
I  'II  tell  ye"  o*  a  secret 

That  courtiers  dimia  ken. 
What  is  the  greatest  pleasure 

That  the  heart  o'  man  can  frame  f 
'T  is  to  meet  a  bonny  lassie 

When  the  kye  come  hame ! 

*  T  is  not  beneath  the  coronet 

N6r  canopy  o'  state, 
T  is  not  «)u  couch  of  velvet 

Nor  arbor  of  the  great ; 
T  is  beneath  the  spreading  birk 

In  the  glen  without  a  name, 
To  meet  your  bouny  lassie 

When  the  kye  come  hame ! 

'  The  black-bird  builds  its  nest, 
'  For  the  mate  he  lo'es  to  see, 
And  on  the  tapmosc  bough 

O  I  a  happy  bird  id  he ! 
Then  he  pours  his  melting  ditty. 

An'  love  is  a'  the  theme. 
And  he  woos  his  bonny  lassie 

When  the  kye  come  hame  I 


'  When  the  blewart  beart  a  pearl. 
And  Uie  daiav  turns  a  pea. 

An'  the  bonny  mckaa  gowaa 
Has  fanlded  up  her  ee ; 

And  the  laverock  frae  the  bloe  lift 
Praps  down  and  thinks  nae  ikmm 


To  woo  his  bonny  laaaie 
When  the  kye  come  hasM  I 


'  See  3ronder  pauky  ihi^hMrd 

That  wanders  on  the  hiH, 
His  ewes  are  in  the  fhold 

And  his  lambs  are  lyinf  stiD ; 
Yet  he  downa  gan|  to  bed. 

For  his  heart  is  u  a  flama 
To  meet  his  bonny  lassie 

When  the  kye  come  hasM  I 


'  Then  since  a*  nature  joina 

In  this  love  without  alloy, 
O,  wha  would  prove  a  traitor 

To  nature's  dearest  joyi 
Or  wha  would  choose  a  crowa, 

Wi'  its  perils  and  its  Um 
And  miss  his  bonny  lassie 

When  tlM  kye  coi 


A  RIGHT  clever  man  is  he  who  in  that  cleverest  of  papers,  '  The  Spkii  of  tk» 
Timet?  literary  and  sporting  journal,  discourseth  of  the  genus  *Bore*  in  all  iti  1 
varieties.    He  thus  paints  *  The  Sensible  Bore,*  the  object  of  his  special  < 


'  I HAVK  been  subjected  to  many  groas  indignities  in  my  time ;  introduced  as  a  '  promtaiag*  ja 
man ;  announced  to  a  party  in  Division-stroot  as  *  a  man  of  talent ;'  trotted  out  as  a  mwU lioa 
gathering  in  the  country,  where  the  '  honc.ot  yeomanry*  examined  me  as  if  they  expeeted  to  aee  a 
tail  rise  from  my  coat-«kiru  d,  la  Oaffre,  or  music  emanate  from  my  nostrils  4  la  Mesuoa ;  I  turn 
even  been  spoken  of  as  a  *  desirable  match'  for  a  girl  with  a  flat  chest,  iarfe  feet,  a  ptaao  a  '  ' 
tune.    These  insulu  1  could  endure;  but  I  am  gratelUl  thai  no  one  erar  yeC  ealied  tm  *i 
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TX*o  see  a  fallow  at  a  dinner-table,  with  a  face  like  a  mute  at  a  funeral,  looking  aa  if  the  ordinary  8up> 
'(^ort  of  life  by  eating  were  too  vulgar  for  hin  sublimity ;  turning  away  abstractedly  at  times  to  let 
wo«  know  that  his  mind  is  busy  on  grave  and  distant  subjects;  and  then  to  have  the  villain,  when  he 
nears  a  ri|fht  good  story,  start  out  a  lame  smile  from  the  corner  of  his  mouth,  which  hobbling  slowly 
r  his  arrogant  features,  returns  in  his  lips  about  the  time  they  curl  up  to  signify  that  on  the  whole 
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be  can  hardly  justify  himself  for  having  oeen  amused.    When  one  eugagss  in  the  chat  which  best 

Srosnoces  digestion,  he  drums  with  his  finger-nails  on  the  edge  of  a  plate ;  when  a  casual  ocurrence 
velntad  to  him,  he  interrupU  it  with  *  ah!'  and  *  indeed !'  uttered  as  if  he  thought  yon  considered 
your  salvation  to  depend  on  his  belief.  This  is  the  Sensible  Bore.  Heaven  deliver  me  from  such  a 
rariet  I*  _ 

Sidney  Smith  called  his  age  the  age  of  persiflage ;  Byron's  was  the  age  of  bronze ; 
there  was  once  an  age  of  iron ;  and  Tradition  says,  but  for  ourselves  we  have  no  great 
faith  in  her,  that  there  was  once,  in  the  remote  ages,  a  long,  long  while  before  the 
birth  of  chronology,  and  as  we  may  easily  believe,  before  writing  was  invented,  an 
age  of  silver  and  of  gold.  We  do  not  like  to  envy  even  our  ancestors,  but  if  any  of 
them  lived  in  the  age  of  gold  we  would  like  to  have  stood  in  theif'  shoes.  The  pre- 
sent age  is  not  an  age  of  any  kind  of  metal,  but  of  mettle.  I^  is  emphatically  the 
Age  of  Fun.  Every  body  deals  in  jokes,  and  all  wisdom  is  inqulcated  in  a  para- 
phrase of  humor.  In  Paris  they  have  the  Charivari,  a  daily  gazette  of  broad  grins ; 
in  London  they  have  Punch,  in  Gottingen  they  have  Die  Fliegende  Blattr,  and  in 
this  blessed  city,  where  the '  rock -king's  dove-eyed  daughter,'  the  good  humored  Cro- 
ton,  gushes  out  laughter  at  the  comer  of  every  street,  we  are  to  have  *  The  DaguerreO" 
type/  a  daily  gazette  of  wit  and  good -nature.  We  can  say  nothing  more  on  the  sub- 
ject just  now.  Among  the  cockneys.  Fun  is  the  only  saleable  article  in  the  market ; 
and  when  people  talk  of  a  good  property,  they  liken  it  to  Punch.  The  Arch-bishop 
of  the  new  church,  the  Prior  of  the  new  Paraclete,  is  Gilbert  'Abbot  a  Beckkt, 
who  has  already  given  the  Londoners  and  the  rest  of  the  world  a  *  Comic  Black- 
stone'  and  a  *  Comic  Grammar,'  and  will  soon  be  out  with  a  *  Comic  Old  Testament' 
He  is  publishing  just  now  a  *  Comic  Almanack  of  the  Month,'  which  is  as  full  of 
{on  as  an  egg  is  of  meat ;  abounding  in  important  literary,  dramatic  and  legal  on- 
ditt  and  information.  Among  the  new  books  announced  for  *  the  month'  are  the 
foUowing :  '  The  Adventures  of  a  Moustache,  being  the  continuation  of  the  Tale  of 
a  Wig  ;'  *  Five  Minutes  in  China,  by  the  author  of  '  An  Afternoon  in  Kamschatka ;' 
and  *  The  WTiole  Globe  Scoured  in  Two  Days,  by  an  American  Traveller.'  Here  is 
a  clever  *  Epigram  on  a  Hard-hearted  Parson :' 

'  TuK  truth  that '  sermons  are  in  stones,' 

On  any  one  miut  quickly  dart. 
When  told  that  Smith  or  Brown  or  Jonxs 
Preaches  directly  from  the  heart.' 

The  'Almanack'  has  a  good  many  rather  troublesome  correspondents,  we  are  led  to 
infer,  from  the  notices  wtiich  some  of  them  receive.  In  answer  to  one  who  expresses 
a  desire  to  know  *  why  it  is  that  an  attendant  walks  at  each  side  of  the  elephant  at 
Aitlkt's  circus,  during  the  performance  of  the  colossal  animal  on  the  tight-rope, 
('  credat  Judteus  !*)  the  editor  says :  '  We  have  ascertained  that  the  men  are  pladisd 
below  to  inspire  the  sagacious  creature  with  confidence ;  for  the  elephant  naturally 
fo«l8  lees  timidity  when  he  knows  that  if  he  should  happen  to  fall  there  are  two  su- 
pernnmeraries  underneath  ready  to  catch  him  !'  Notwithstanding  the  large  consump- 
^0  of  fiin  in  bis  own  journals,  Mr.  a  Becket  announces  in  an  advertisement  of  his 

Almanack'  that  he  has  opened  a  joke-manufactory  for  the  writers  of  burlesque, 
ne  supplies  a  single  pun  at  wholesale  prices,  and  every  facetious  article  not  approved 
^y  ^  exchanged  within  three  nights  after  it  has  been  tried  upon  a  British  audience. 
^ontJetiien  buriesque-writen  wishing  their  own  materials  maile  up  can  receive  back 
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their  subject  in  a  thoroughly  joked-up  condition  within  fouTrand-twenty  hoon.'  AH 
the  jokes  supplied  from  his  establishment  are  warranted,  *  for  none  bat  the  best  woA- 
men  are  employed,  and  the  highest  wages  are  given.'  Instruction  is  given  in  joking 
between  the  hours  of  ten  and  four,  and  *  punning  on  the  Hamiltonian  system  may  be 
acquired  in  six  easy  lessons.  A  few  old  conundrums,  in  good  order,  to  bo  had  oheapi.' 
Our  lamented  friend  and  correspondent  Sanderson  says  in  his  'American  in  Pui^ 
that  there  is  a  joint-stock  joking  company  in  the  French  capital,  for  supplying  jokes 
to  playwrights,  and  that  so  profitable  a  business  is  it,  that  some  wits  derive  a  pleasant 
yearly  income  from  the  eighth  of  a  joke !  There  is  not  a  little  satire,  and  an  implied 
reproof  which  is  most  applicable  on  this  side  the  water,  in  the  lines  addressed  by 
*  The  true  Lover  to  his  Business.*    Read  it  and  think  of  it : 


SwxST  Bu8iNK88l  idol  of  my  soull 

Oh!  pardon  me,  if  other  charms 
Had  o'er  my  bosom  the  control 

Awhile  to  tear  me  from  thine  arms. 
Would  thou  couldst  know, from  thee  apart. 

How  keen  hath  been  that  bosom's  pain ! 
What  joy  returning  gives  my  heart, 

My  BusiNBSs  I  unto  thee  again ! 

'T  were  vain  to  tell  thee  all  I  felt 

While  breathing  vows  in  Beauty's  ear. 
And  how,  while  at  her  feet  I  knelt, 

I  thought  of  thee,  my  Business  dear ; 
How  fearfully  I  viewed  the  risk, 

The  consequences  there  might  be, 
My  snug,  my  lucrative,  my  brisk, 

My  Business  !  of  neglecting  thee ! 


Oh!  not  a  moment  by  the  aide 

(At  breakfaat,  dinner,  or  at  tea,) 
Of  her  who  is  to  be  my  bride. 

Didst  thou  escape  my  memory  i 
Oh !  never  in  the  pleasant  walk. 

Through  sunlit  mead  or  shady  grove. 
On  other  themes  thourh  I  might  talk. 

Ceased  1  to  think  of  thee,  my  love ! 

And  though,  in  roving  (ar  away, 

I  've  sacrificed  a  little  gain. 
Yet,  dearest  Buanocss  t  thou  wilt  say 

I  have  not  wronged  thee  in  the  maia: 
For  tfhe  is  rich,  that  maiden  lair. 

For  whom  I  heave  the  tender  sigh : 
Thus  e'en  in  courtship  I  may  swear 

On  BUSINX88  still  I've  kept  an  eye. 


*■  The  Red-Skins,  or  Indian  and  Ingin,  Mr.  J.  Fknimork  Cooper's  lateit  wmk, 
has  just  been  issued  by  Messrs.  Burqess,  Stringer  and  Companv.  Its  de«gn  we 
take  to  be  not  so  much  that  of  a  novel-proper  as  an  exemplification  of  practical  ar- 
gument against  the  anti-rent  spirit  of  the  day,  which  in  certain  counties  of  this  State 
has  proved  so  disastrous  in  its  consequences.  We  receive  the  volumes  at  too  late  an 
hour  to  report  upon  them  authoritatively  in  the  present  number.  Speaking  of  Hr. 
Cooper,  by-the-by,  reminds  us  of  a  tribute  recently  paid  to  his  genius  by  a  distingoiBhed 
foreign  Prince,  to  which,  having  been  in  some  sort  accessory,  we  shall  be  pardoned  we 
trust  for  alluding.  A  few  months  since,  it  will  bo  remembered,  we  mentioned  in  these 
pages  a  request  made  by  the  then  Russian  ambassador  at  Constantinople,  Prince 
DoLGORouKi,  (now  his  Imperial  Majesty's  plenipotentiary  at  Tehran,  Persia,)  througfa 
our  excellent  correspondent,  the  American  representative  at  the  Sublime  Porte,  for  a 
specimen  of  the  hand-writing  of  the  <  great  and  good  Washington,'  and  of  *■  the  dis- 
tinguished American  novelist.  Cooper.'  Through  the  kindness  of  His  Honor,  then 
Recorder  Tallmadge,  we  were  enabled  to  send  to  our  correspondent,  lor  the  Panics 
an  interesting  original  letter  of  Washington,  in  excellent  preservation,  addreased  te 
G«n.  Tallmadge,  of  the  Revolution,  the  honored  father  of  the  gentleman  from  whom 
we  received  it  A  copy  of  this  letter  appeared  at  the  time  in  the  KNicKERBOCKBm. 
Mr.  Cooper  also  enclosed  us  a  brief  note  to  be  sent  to  the  Prince,  m  compliance  with 
his  request,  in  which  he  took  occasion  to  express  the  lively  sense  he  entertained  of  the 
hboral  and  kind  feelings  generally  manifested  in  Europe  by  Russians  toward  Ameri- 
cans. His  own  introduction  at  Paris  into  European  society,  he  remarked  in  eflbot, 
was  first  owing  to  the  kind  attentions  ef  a  polished  circle  of  Russians,  including  the 
names  of  various  members  of  the  family  of  Galitzin  ;  whom,  with  other  RiMsiaiie 
of  breeding  and  intelligence,  he  still  remembered  with  pleasore.    The  aame  kind  die- 
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positioii  toward  Americans  he  had  found  manifested  in  Rome  by  the  amiable  and  in- 
telligent Princess  Volhouskt,  Prince  Garoaztn.  and  othei^  of  a  kindred  claasL 
Wherever  he  went  indeed  and  met  with  Russians  he  met  with  friends,  and  the  same 
was  true  of  other  Americans.  Mr.  Cooper  added,  we  reAiember,  that  ever  since  the 
noble  interference  of  the  just-minded  Alexander  at  the  treaty  of  Ghent,  Russia  had 
proved  herself^  the  friend  of  America  ;  and  that  for  his  part  he  was  one  of  those  who 
wished  his  nation  to  manifest  a  public  pireference  for  those  who  treat  their  country 
and  countrymen,  in  or  out  of  our  hemisphere,  with  liberality  and  justice.  We  have 
lately  received  a  pacquet  from  our  esteemed  correspondent  at  Constantinople,  cover- 
ing a  letter  to  Mr.  Cooper  from  Prince  Doloorouki,  and  another  acknowledging  in 
grateftil  terms  the  receipt  of  the  two  autograph  letters  which  we  had  been  enabled 
to  forward  him.  *  Thanks  to  yotir  goodness,'  he  observes,  *  I  am  at  last  in  possession 
of  the  hand-writing  of  the  greatest  man  of  modem  times  ;  and  it  is  with  full  reason 
-of  justice  that  you  call  him  the  ♦  Father  of  your  Country.*  Certainly  I  did  not  ex- 
pect that  your  celebrated  novelist,  Mr.  Fenimore  Cooper,  would  give  himself  the 
trouble  to  write  to  me  the  few  lines  which  I  have  received  from  him,  so  full  of  kmdly 
and  oUiging  expressions.'  Our  correspondent  remarks  in  his  note  to  us :  *  I  beg  you 
to  offer  to  Mr.  Cooper  an  expression  of  what  I  naturally  feel  for  the  very  courteous 
and  gentlemanly  manner  in  which  he  sent  his  autograph.  The  civility  thus  shown 
to  the  Princb,  a  distinguished  Russian  minister,  by  Americans,  will  leave  an  impres- 
sion which  may  be  of  service  to  such  of  our  Countrymen  as  may  hereafter  fall  in  his 
way ;  and  thus  it  should  ever  be  with  American  gentlemen  in  their  intercourse  With 
gentlemen  of  the  Old  World.'  He  adds:  'The  Princk  possesses  one  of  the  richest 
collections  of  autographs  extant,  which  he  purposes  presenting  at  some  future  period 
to  His  Imperial  Majesty,  the  Emperor  Nicholas.  I  do  not  doubt  (and  it  would  be 
agreeable  to  be  at  his  side  at  the  time)  but  that  when  the  collection  is  offered  to  His 
Majesty,  and  his  eye  is  attracted  by  the  autographs  of  the  many  great  and  celebrated 
names  which  it  contains,  it  will  rest  with  more  than  ordinary  interest  upon  that  of 
Washington,  the  Father  of  our  Country.'  Mr.  Cooper,  at  our  request,  has  kindly 
favored  us  with  the  perusal  of  a  translation  of  the  Prince's  letter  to  himself;  and 
although  not  designed  for  publication,  we  may  perhaps  without  an  infraction  of  pro- 
priety affirm  that  it  is  alike  honorable  to  the  Prince  and  to  our  distinguished  chief 
novelist  He  observes,  that  notwithstanding  the  pleasure  Mr.  Cooper's  letter  has 
afforded  him,  he  is  obliged  to  confess  that  it  has  entirely  missed  its  end ;  since  instead 
of  increasing  the  number  of  his  valuable  autographs  it  shall  remain  forever  among 
his  fiemiily  archives,  as  a  precious  testimonial  of  the  writer's  goodness.  *  If  my  per- 
sonal admiration  cs^i  add  nothing  to  the  just  tribute  of  homage  rendered  by  two  hem- 
i^eres  to  your  great  and  noble  talent,  I  shall  at  least  reserve  for  myself  the  privilege 
of  assuring  you  that  the  sentiments  of  esteem  with  which  the  two  nations  whose  fu- 
ture is  most  brilliant  have  mspired  each  other,  belong  exclusively  to  the  relations  be- 
tween Russia  and  the  United  States  of  America.'  The  entire  letter  is  couched  in 
language  equally  amiable.  ...  *  OejitU  Willie*  is  neither  lost  nor  mislaid.  It  *  bides 
it's  time,'  and  will  appear  when  space  and  cireufMtancBS  shall  serve.  We  have  arti- 
cles in  prose  and  verse  awaiting  insertion  which  were  accepted  nearly  two  yean 
ago.  ...  A  CORRESPONDENT  iuquiros  if  it  was  not  the  same  'Yankee-Doodle' 
whose  *  adventures'  are  being  recorded  in  otu:  pages,  who  while  exhibiting  some  rattle- 
«Qakes  in  a  big  box  at  the  west,  some  weeJLs  since,  was  bit  upon  a  finger  of,  his  left 
hmjA  by  one  of  them,  whereupon  he  took  the  *  etenud  jackiUfe'  which  be  hwppeaedP 
▼OL.  xiii-  24 
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to  have  i&  his  hand  and  whittled  his  finger  down  to  the  bone,  and  while  it  was  bleed- 
ing, tried  to  *  swap'  his  remaining  reptiles  for  a  jackass  belonging  to  a  man  who  had 
stopped  to  see  the  <  p'ison  sarpenta'  .  .  .  Mr.  Fowler,  <  practical  phrenologist,'  has 
issued  an  elaborate  work  on  his  <  science.'  It  contains  the  engraved  busts  of  a  good 
many  men  remarkable  for  their  bumps.  We  once  *  \n.Y  for  our  plaster-portrait  to  Mr. 
Fowler,  and  kept  a  very  sober  face  in  our  coffin-like  box  until  he  had  .piled  the  liquid 
materiel  around  our  smoothly-greased  head  and  face,  to  within  a  half  an  inch  of  the 
mouth ;  but  when  he  began  to  feed  the  adjacent  features  with  a  spoon,  and  we  saw  only 
a  nose  sticking  out  of  the  warm  white  hasty -pudding, '  human  natur* '  could  n't  stand 
it ;  and  just  as  far  as  those  features  could  laugh  they  did  ;  the  muscles  below  howerw 
were  *  stuck ;'  and  the  result  in  the  cast  was  a  face  solemn  as  an  owl's  up  to  the  ooter 
line  of  a  small  circle  embracing  the  mouth  and  muscles  immediately  adjacent,  which 
were  themselves  '  full  of  mirth.'  *  Picture  it,  think  of  it,'  reader !  And  yet  Mr. 
Fowler  had  the  audacity  to  exhibit  that  bust  in  his  window  (Peter  Robinson  the 
murderer  on  one  side  and  our  friend  Colonel  Webb  on  the  other !)  until  we  extracted 
a  promise  from  him  to  remove  it  and  break  the  mould  which  had  been  worse  than  an 
*  iron  mask'  to  us.  .  .  .  An  artist-friend  has  amused  himself  by  seeing  how  many 
different  readings  can  be  given,  by  transposition,  to  the  line  of  Gray's, 

'  The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way,* 

without  altering  the  meaning.  He  reached  the  number  of  sixty  without  the  least 
embarrassment,  beginning  thus : 

'  The  ploughuau  homeward  weary  plodahis  way, 
The  homeward  ploughman  plods  his  weary  way, 
The  weary  homeward  ploughman  plods  his  way,'  etc. 

'T  is  a  singular  cxercltation  altogether.  •  •  •  We  regret  that  we  have  not  space  and 
leisure  adequately  to  describe  the  <  Model  of  New-York/  and  its  capacious  pictured 
canopy,  now  exhibiting  at  the  Apollo  in  Broadway.  Think  of  this  entire  metropolii, 
and  a  part  of  Brooklyn,  represented  by  the  individual  street,  lane,  alley,  house,  open 
lot,  tree  —  every  thing  in  short  which  the  city  is  and  which  it  contains  ;  the  wbiollib 
perfect  in  its  proportions,  and  every  part  entirely  correct  in  its  scale !  It  is  truly  a 
wonderful  exhibition,  and  reflects  great  credit  upon  its  enterprising  proprietor,  T.  Fo»- 
TER  Belden,  Esq.  •  •  .  <  The  Writings  of  Hugh  Swinton  Legare,*  on  sale  by  the 
Appletons,  demand  the  attention  of  the  press  and  the  public.  Such  writers  as  Li- 
GARE  and  Grimke  are  the  true,  representatives  of  the  literature  and  scholarship  of 
the  South,  and  their  high  claims  should  not  be  overlooked.  •  •  •  There  is  a  very 
facile  hand  engaged  in  the  *  Foolscap  Scribblings*  of  that  spirited  diurnal,  *  7^ 
Gazette  and  Times*  The  writer  in  the  following  passage  informs  us  of  his  suecMS 
in  trying  to  divert  the  ennui  of  ship-board  by  reading :  '  I  took  up  one  of  JAMSi^t 
novels,  and  went  resolutely  on  till  I  came  to  the  part  where  the  sun  and  the  April 
clouds  are  chasing  each  other  over  the  fields  ;  and  where  the  powerfully-built  young 
man  with  the  broad  and  deep  chest  finds  that  the  sun  and  the  April  clouds  are 
chasing  each  other  also  over  his  heart ;  I  forget  exactly  where  Mr.  James  generallj 
places  this  passage,  but  I  think  that  in  most  of  his  books  it  occurs  somewhere  near 
the  beginning  of  the  second  chapter  ;  at  all  events,  it  was  just  here  that  my  patieneo 
broke  down,  and  fearing  that  an  effort  to  proceed  might  bring  on  a  relapse  of  sea- 
sickness, I  was  forced  to  change  my  book.'  This  passage  embodies  stringent  satiro, 
well  applied.  •  •  •  Thanks  to  our  old  and  good  friend  *  The  Doctor  /'  Pray  con- 
tinue your  sketches.    *  God  save  the  Poor  and  the  Humble!'  is  our  aspiratioii,  t» 
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fervent  as  the  prayer  *  God  save  the  Queen  !'  from  a  loyal  *  British-man.'  •  •  •  We 
have  several  <  Legal  PaperSy  including  anecdotes  of  various  sorts,  which  we 
shall  discuss  in  our  next  *  Bootes'  (what  *  hoots'  the  delay  7)  shall  hear  from  us, 
and  our  readers  from  him,  at  the  same  time  ;  no  connection  with  '  Converaatiotu 
toith  an  Old  Negroy*  yet  he  too  is  *  booked ;'  together  with  others,  *  as  shall  more 
particularly  appear  hereafter.'  •  •  •  Dear  *  Emilie  Sphynx  V  would  that  we  could 
gratify  your  curiosity ;  but  the  most  intimate  friend  that  we  ever  had  on  earth  did 
not  reveal  the  secret  to  us.  It  was  a  frequent  thought  to  ask  what  it  meant ;  but 
in  our  correspondence,  or  when  we  met,  we  had  too  much  to  write,  too  much  to  say, 
to  think  of  the  *  Puzzle.*  •  •  •  Our  Tinnecum  friend  and  correspondent  saw  an 
adroit  trick  *done  and  performed'  the  other  day  in  the  vicinity  of  Washington -mar- 
ket A  feliow  loaned  a  countryish -looking  man  a  gold  watch  for  ten  dollars,  with 
the  privilege  of  redeeming  it  in  two  days,  for  a  dollar  premium.  *  It  was  worth 
sixty  ;'  *  belonged  to  his  father,'  etc. ;  but  then  he  must  have  the  ten  dollars.  He 
took  it  from  his  pocket,  wrapped  a  paper  round  it,  gave  it  to  the  countryman,  and 
got  his  ten  dollars.  '  Hallo !  stranger  !'  said  an  accomplice  over  the  way,  after  the 
fellow  had  gone  off  with  the  money,  *  what  '11  you  bet  that  ain't  a  stone  you  *ve  just 
bought  7'  '  I  '11  bet  you  tew  dollars  't  ain't  Did  n't  I  seen  him  wrop  it  up  7'  <  I  '11 
stand  you  !'  said  the  accomplice  ;  '  money  down.'  The  money  was  deposited  in  the 
hands  of.  a  by-stander,  the  package  was  unrolled,  and  a  flat  rounded  stone  was  all 
its  contents !  The  countryman  staid  about  the  market  for  several  days — but  he  has 
gone  home  now !  •  •  •  Our  Troy  friend's  excuse  is  more  ingenious  than  satisfac- 
tory. It  reminds  us  of  Charles  Lamb's  reply  to  the  President  of  the  East  India 
House :  *  I  have  remarked,  Mr.  Lamb,  that  you  come  to  your  duties  very  late  in  the 
morning.'  '  Yes,'  answered  Lamb,  *  I  do  ;  but  then  I  go  away  very  early  in  the  af- 
ternoon !'  The  excuse  it  seems  was  considered  a  valid  one,  for  the  President  went 
away  laughing.  •  •  •  A  waggish  contributor  agrees  with  all  the  arguments 
of  Professor  Mapes  upon  the  *  Causes  and  Cure  of  Early  Consumption^  but  his 
illastrations  are  somewhat  novel.  The  fundamental  principle  of  *  getting  high*  to 
avoid  early  consumption  he  considers  a  correct  one  ;  indeed  he  thinks  with  Burns 
that  getting  *  high'  makes  one  '  o'er  all  the  ills  o'  life  victorious.'  He  admits  the  ar- 
gument too  of  enlarged  lungs  in  birds  ;  he  himself  shot  a  large  number  of  High-ho*9 
last  summer,  and  did  n't  notice  a  single  diseased  lung  among  them  ;'  whereas  pul- 
monary complaints  are  quite  common  among  wrens  and  other  birds  incapable  from 
Weak  wings  of  an  extended  flight  ;ithe  *  blue* -bird  alone  constituting  an  exception. 
The  assertion  that  Mexicans  '  rarely  have  narrow  chests'  he  disputes ;  and  quotes 
from  the  letter  of  an  American  officer  at  Matamoras  a  passage  describing  the  bring- 
ing into  camp  of  a  small  party  of  Mexicans,  having  several  long,  narrow  chests, 
which  on  being  broken  open  were  found  to  contain,'  etc.  There  are  other  illustra- 
tions of  the  Professor's  article,  <a  gentleman,'  says  our  amusing  commentator, 
whose  opinions  I  always  regard  with  interest,  and  whose  versatility  of  talent  excites 
the  surprise  of  all  who  know  him.'  Exactly ;  and  his  greatest  merit  is  that  in 
scientific  matters  he  knows  how  to  '  make  things  plain,'  and  according  to  Dryoen  it 
'  needs  all  one  knows'  to  do  that : 

'  His  learning  savors  not  the  school-like  gloss 
That  most  consists  in  echoing  words  and  terms, 
And  soonest  wins  a  man  an  empty  name : 
Nor  any  long  or  far-fotched  circumstance, 
Wrapt  in  the  curious  genoral'ties  of  arts ; 

But  a  direct  and  analytic  sum  * 

Of  all  tbe  worth  and  first  effscU  of  artf.* 
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By-the>way,  here  is  a  thrust  of  the  Professor  at  an  inquisitive,  impatient,  and  by  no 
means  beautiful  lawyer,  who  was  *  worriting'  him  on  the  witness-stand,  in  a  case  of 
personal  identity :  *  What  sort  of  a  looking  person  was  he  ?  Was  he  long  or  short? 
Was  he  heavy  or  light?  Was  he  young  or  old?  Was  he  good-looking  or  ill-look- 
ing? Did  he  look  like  me,  Sir,  or  did  he  look  like  somebody  else?  Now  Sir,  aeo 
if  you  can  answer  these  questions  directly  and  without  equivocation.'  The  witnes 
replied :  *  He  was  a  good-looking  man  ;  he  did  not  look  at  all  like  you,  Sir !'  *  If  he 
had  had  a  blister-plaster  on  his  face  the  night  before,*  said  the  Professor,  *  poworful 
enough  to  draw  a  prize  in  a  lottery,  his  countenance  could  n't  have  been  redder.' 
The  laugh  was  fairly  against  him.  *  •  •  <  X.  Y.  Z.'  is  '  pardoned,'  as  he  reqnetCni 
His  poetry  is  well-intended,  but  it  is  not  *  up  to  the  mark.'  We  are  led  to  think  that 
if  he  can  write  poetry  at  all,  he  can  write  better  than  the  specimen  before  us.  '  Un- 
pleasant, but  true,'  Mr.  *  X.  Y.  Z.'  •  •  •  *  Thoughts  on  the  Magnetic  TeUgrmfV 
possess  a  certain  vague  sublimity,  but  the'  literary  execution  of  the  lines  is  beneath 
their  theme.  The  writer  gets  into  the  '  high  sentimental  latitudes'  with  some  diffi- 
culty, and  out  of  them  with  more.  Is  it  true,  that  by  putting  one*s  ear  to  a  tele- 
graph-post the  vibration  of  sound  upon  the  wire  which  it  supports  will  indicate  tiie  . 
passage  of  a  rail-road  car  on  the  line  twenty  miles  distant  ?  This  is  a  singular  filet, 
if  it  be  one.  Speaking  of  n^agnetic  telegraphs,  s'pose  an*  you  read  this  extract  fnmh 
a  private  note  touching  the  Hempstead  (L.  I.)  wife-stealers  and  their  stolen  goods: 
'  The  runaway  parties  passed  through  this  village  the  other  day.  You  would  hafe 
been  amused.  The  men  were  hand-cufTed ;  the  women  had  the  freedom  of  the 
cars.  A  great  crowd  was  collected,  brutally  curious.  One  fellow  chucks  the  poor 
lady,  who  holds  her  head  down  to  escape  the  gaze,  under  the  chin :  '  Hul'  up  jont 
head.  Sis  ;  I  wan'  to  see  yer.'  The  barbarian  brought  to  a  focus  a  pair  of  indignant . 
orbs,  which  touched  him  to  the  very  gizzard.  It  was  a  curious  afiair.  Two  msn 
ran  away  with  two  wives,  taking  advantage  of  a  good  head  of  steam.  Before  tbtff 
reached  Rochester,  a  full-length  description  of  them  was  pasted  up  in  Bufialo !  *  I  • 
should  ha'  got  clear  off  to  Wisconsin,  and  no  mistake,'  said  the  disappointed  loryer^ 
*  if  it  'a  had  n't  a  been  for  that  ere  d — d  thunder-and-lightnin'  rod !'  How  greal  • 
must  have  been  his  re  —  Morse  I  —  how  curious  for  such  sparks  to  have  been  oot^ 
wittcd  by  a  spark  !'  •  •  •  That  wua  an  affecting  conclusion  of  a  q)eech  by  a  vener- 
able Methodist  clergyman  at  one  of  our  late  religious  anniversaiies.  He  had  been 
depicting  the  sufferings  of  his  youth  and  manhood  in  proclaiming  yie  *  glad  tidingi^ 
of  Christ  in  the  western  wilds  ;  often  riding  in  st,onn  and  tempest  through  the  forest, 
when  it  was  so  dark  that  he  could  not  see  the. beast  on  which  he  rode,  and  frequently 
sleeping  in  the  dense  woods  ;  his  own  hands  mean  time  ministering  unto  his  urrrMJ 
ties.  He  was  a  poor  wayfaring  man,  he  said,  with  no  cottage  in  the  wildemeoi,  bat 
wandering  like  the  Israehte,  and  lodging  awhile  in  tents,  till  he  should  Ireach  tha 
heavenly  Canaan.  The  fervor  with  which  the  following  lines  were  given  from  tha 
lips  of  the  speaker  brought  tears  to  many  an  eye : 


'  NoTHiKO  on  earth  1  call  my  own  : 
A  ftranger  to  the  world  unknown, 

I  all  their  poods  denpise  ; 
I  trample  on  their  whole  delight, 
I  seek  a  city  out  of  light, 

A  city  in  the  skies. 


'  There  is  my  homa  and  portioii  fldr. 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  i^  there. 

And  my  abiding  home ; 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  ataj, 
Aad  angels  beckon  me  away, 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come.' 


*  YoirriiFiTL  friend,'  said  a  venerable  broad-brimme<l  Quaker  to  a  lad  at  the  bar  of  a 
countiY  inn,'  <  will  thee  make  me  a  lemonade  ?'  The  boy  squeezed  in  a  half-lemon, 
put  in  nis  sugar,  and  wtm  about  filling  it  with  wafer,  when  the  Quaker  aimtad  him 
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wUh,  *  Stay,  child  ;  what  is  that  near  thy  right  hand  V  '  Rum,  Sir/  *  Pour  m  a  large 
onful  of  that'  The  boy  did  bo.  *  Stay  yet  again,'  said  our  Friend ;  *  what  is  in  that 
^^K>ttle  nearest  thee  ?'  *  Brandy,'  replied  the  lad.  *  Well,  thee  may  poor  in  a  large 
^NMnfol  of  that,  and  then  fill  it  up  with  ice-water.'  The  Quaker  raised  it  to  his  mouth ; 
9nd  after  thsee  swallows,  said,  with  an  approving  smack  of  the  lips,  <  Thee  is  a  little 
lad,  hat  thee  makes  a  great  lemonade  !'  Does  our  objector,  *  P.  C  see  the  applica- 
tion ?  .  .  .  That  was  what  is  called  a  '  politic'  man,  who  in  an  eulogium  at  the  fune- 
ral of  li  member  of  a  college  faculty,  spoke  of  him  as  *  a  star  of  pretty  considerable 
magnitude,'  having  discovered,  when  about  to  say  *  first  magnitude,' that  the  President 
of  the  college  was  present,  and  that  this  star  differed  from  the  other  star  in  glory.  A 
friend  tells  us  that  this  reminds  him  of  a  compliment  paid  by  a  writing-master  to  his 
pupils :  *  If  you  go  on  improving  like  this,'  said^he, '  you  '11  make  first-rate  penmen ;' 
bat  seehkg  that  this  compliment  did  not  include  his  female  scholars,  he  added,  *  and 
pen-women  too !'  .  •  .  Mr.  J.  C.  King,  of  Boston,  a  sculptor  of  fine  genius,  whose 
basts  of  RoBBRT  BuaNs  and  John  Quinct  Adams  have  excited  so  much  adlmiration, 
has  sent  us  a  couple  of  exquisite  cameo-medalions  of  Washington  and  of  Audubon. 
The  former,  as  a  matter  of  course,  could  by  no  means  be  mistaken,  and  the  latter  is 
as  surely  a  gem  of  art.  It  is  in  all  respects  a  correct  and  most  felicitous  likeness  of 
our  friend,  the  renowned  artist-traveller.  Mr.  King  is  fast  winning  for  himself  a 
name  which  the  world  will  not  *  willingly  let  die.'  By-the-by,  a  few  of  our  metro- 
politan readers  have  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  surveying  our  townsman  Kneeland's 
model  of  a  horse,  designed  for  his  equestrian  statue  of  Washington,  which  when  fin- 
ished is  to  be  taken  to  Berlin  and  perpetuated  in  enduring  iron.  Even  in  its  present 
unfinished  condition  it  is  a  miracle  of  life  and  action.  .  .  .  Peter  Schemil  serves 
up  'The  Street'  and  certain  of  the  multitudes  who  traffic  therein,  with  a  very 
trenchant  pen  in  the  present  number.  The  lovers  of  the  '  Old  Masters'  too,  are  not 
particularly  spared.  Ha«  Peter  ever  heard  of  the  connoisseur  who  invited  a  friend 
to  visit  one  of  these  veritable  antiques  ?  *  Come  up  and  dine  with  me  and  look  at  it,' 
said  he ;  <  I  want  your  candid  opinion  of  it.  A  friend  of  mine  was  up  to  see  it  a  day 
or  two  ago,  and  he  had  the  impudence  to  say  that  it  was  a  copy.'  *  A  copy  !'  I 
should  like  to  hear  another  man  say  that  li  was  <  a  copy  !*  But  pray  come  up  and  see 
it,  and  tell  me  exactly  what  you  think  of  it !'  There  was  *  a  smart  chance'  for  a  *  can- 
did opinion,'  was  n't  there  ?'  .  .  .  We  are  well  pleased  to  hear  that  Mr.  Hackett, 
whose  merits  asu  man  are  well  calculated  to  enhance,  in  the  minds  of  those  who  best 
know  him,  his  acknowledged  merits  as  a  various,  cultivated  and  successful  actor,  has 
t&ken  the  '  Howard  AtherKcumt  a  new  capacious  and  splendid  architectural  struc- 
ture of  granite,  now  near  its  completion  in  Boston.  We  have  good  reason  to  believe 
that  the  *  Athenieum'  will  constitute  one  of  the  best-reglilated  theatres  in  the  United 
States.  Speaking  of  theatres,  we  desire  to  ask  why  it  is  that  Mr.  Tuos.  SI  Hamblim, 
for  so  many  years  the  distinguished  and  successful  proprietor  and  manager  of  the 
'  American  Theatre,'  Bowery,  should  not  have  an  establishment  of  a  similar  character 
under  his  command  7  Who  is  there  in  this  whole  community  who  from  long  and 
successful  experience  is  so  well  calculated  to  make  such  an  enterprise  a  preeminently 
aafe  and  profitable  investment?  Mr.  Hamblln  requires  but  the  opportunity  to  make 
the  fortunes  alike  of  himself  and  his  stock -holders.  That  opportunity  we  hope  will 
iMt  long  remain  a  desideratum.  .  .  .  That  was  a  very  agreeable  reanion  we  had 
recently  of  the  members  of  the  Delta  Phi  Society,  and  very  creditable  were  the  lite- 
fuy  performances  at  the  University.  The  oration  by  Mr.  Crosby  was  a  sound  and 
ft^e  paper,  deUvQred  in  excellent  taste ;  while  the  poem  of  Mr.  Dilafikld  Siirni 
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drew  down  deserved  acclamations  of  applause  at  its  many  telling  points.  The  dif- 
ferent *■  chapters'  of  the  *■  Delta  Phi/  from  metropolitan  and  neighboring  colleges, 
assembled  in  the  evening  at  the  new  and  spacious  hotel  of  Mr.  J.  B.  Curtis,  Couxt- 
landt-street,  and  over  a  sumptuous  repast,  regaled  each  other  with  intellectual 
dainties,  of  every  variety.  Verily,  it  was  a  season  to  be  remembered.  We  no- 
ticed a  singular  arrangement  of  the  army  of  black  servants  in  attendance.  They 
came  in  with  the  different  courses  in  single  file,  and  with  an  ostentatious  trampiog  fA 
many  feet,  like  nothing  so  much  as  the  step  by  which  the  state-prisoners  at  Sing-Sing 
march  to  and  from  their  cells.  By-the-by,  we  perceive  that  one  of  the  saUe  troop  of 
that  night  has,  for  offence  *  done  and  committed,*  gone  to  a  larger  mansion,  where  the 
same  lock -step  will  bring  him  to  viands  quite  different  from  the  savory  dishes  he  as- 
sisted to  bear  on  the  evening  referred  to.  ...  A  hurried  note  from  our  old  friend 
CoRBTN,  contains  the  following  passage.  We  commend  *■  The  Alleghaniatu^  to  ooi 
readers  every  where :  '  I  have  engaged  a  quartette  of  vocalists,  who  gave  three  con- 
certs in  this  city  last  mouth,  under  the  title  of  ^AlleghanianSt*  and  have  added  to  them 
a  lady  who  possesses  three  qualities,  likely  to  win  favor  with  the  *  pensive  public,'  vix. 
a  rich  contralto  voice,  good  looks,  and  an  ardent  desire  to  please.  Thus  my  band  of 
'  AUeghanians'  will  now  consist  of  three  male  and  two  female  voices,  to  wit :  alto, 
tenor  and  bass,  soprano  and  contralto  ;  each  and  every  one  a  musician  —  American, 
and  undeniably  respectable.  Wo  have  also  a  pianist  of  considerable  talent,  who 
accompanies  us.  At  present  we  have  daily  rehearsals,  and  shall  commence  our 
regular  tour  on  Monday  the  third  of  August.  During  two  journeys  through  and 
around  the  States,  I  have  noticed  the  constantly  and  rapidly-increasing  taste  ftr 
vocal  music,  of  that  pure  style  which  touches  the  heart  through  the  ear  ;  and  know- 
ing that  for  one  who  was  really  pleased  with  the  artistic  skill  of  Ole  Bull  or  Di 
Meyer,  a  thousand  were  actually  amused,  delighted,  ay,  and  improved,  by  listening  to 
simple  melodies  well  perfomied  or  sung,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  offer  them  '  mosie 
for  the  million  /  melodies  that  every  m^n,  woman  or  child  that  *  hath  music  in  his 
(or  her)  soul'  may  delight  to  listen  to,  even  though  they  do  not  know  sharps  from  flats, 
or  major  from  minor ;  in  short,  we  shall  endeavor  to  please,  not  to  astonish*  Snccess 
to  you,  native  *  AUeghaniaus  !'  .  .  .  'TheJSscape,  a  Tale  of  the  Sea,*  we  suspect 
to  be  from  the  pen  of  a  *  land-lubber.'  The  writer's  technical  terms  remind  us  of  tiio 
burlesque  directions  lately  given  in  one  of  Punch's  nautical  plays,  *  The  Seammi^B 
Pipe,  or  the  Battle  and  the  Breeze: '  *  The  Gouger,  with  all  her  canvass  set,  her  bow- 
lines gaffed,  and  her  maintop-halyards  reefed  N.  S.  by  8.  N.,  stands  out  of  the  haxbor ; 
and  passes  under  the  bows  of  the  *  Blazes :'  distant  music  of  *  Yankee-Doodle,'  etc. 
In  the  next  scene,  *  the  '  Blazes'  is  seen  in  full  chase,  with  her  dead-eyes  reefed,  her 
caboose  set,  and  her  try-sail  scuppers  clewed  fore  and  aft  !'  .  .  •  We  do  not  afiect 
amateur  imitations  of  *  Transcendentalism'  proper.  They  may  be  *  startling,'  to 
adopt  the  words  of  *  Juniper  Hedgehog,'  but  just  in  the  way  that  any  man  wonldbe 
very  startling,  if  he  walked  about  the  world  with  a  speaking-trumpet  to  his  month, 
making  a  row  with  *  How  d'ye  do?'  *  It 's  a  fine  day !'  *  What's  o'clock  V  — things 
common-place  enough  when  uttered  like  a  Christian,  but  to  some  folks  very  startling, 
when  turned  inside  out,  and  bellowed  as  though  every  syllable  had  been  fished  up 
from  the  well  of  truth,  and  was  as  great  a  discovery  as  North  and  South  Ame- 
rica.' .  .  .  (D"  Bv  a  most  provoking  accident  we  are  compelled  to  omit  an  extended 
*  Literary  Record,  and  several  subsections  of  '  Gossip,'  which  were  in  type,  embracing 
many  things  which  wo  desired  to  say,  and  several  which  we  had  pnmiised  to  any.  We 
shall  make  the  amende  in  our  next 
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THE     LEGEND     OF     BABEL 


OHAFtXR      OMB. 


OfT  the  broad  plain  of  Shinar  spread  a  prospect  of  surpassing 
luxuriance.  Sprung  from  the  rank  fertility  of  a  soil  yet  moist  and 
slimy  from  the  universal  flood,  there  arose  vast  forests  of  giant 
trees,  rearing  their  foliant  heads  to  the  fleecy  summer  clouds ;  rich, 
profuse  verdure,  that  vied  in  height  with  man,  and  covered  the  ma- 
ternal bosom  with  a  thick  and  matted  mantle ;  flowera  of  every 
form  and  hue,  strewn  with  an  unsparing  hand,  loading  the  air  with 
fragrance,  and  reposing  in  beautiful  relief  upon  the  ground- work  of 
dark-green.  Throughout  the  vast  expanse  the  view  was  on  atl 
sides  relieved  by  the  scattered  marks  of  cultivation;  the  yellow 
grain,  the  newly-ploughed  earth,  the  shady  vineyard,  the  rustic  cot- 
tage ;  while  through  the  midst  wound  a  niighty  but  placid  river,  its 
course  marked  by  a  silver  sheen  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  tn 
the  distance,  upon  its  banks,  rose  a  great  city,  whose  towering  walls 
in  vain  strove  to  hide  the  golden  domes  and  spires  within,  that 
flashed  back  the  sunlight  in  a  blaze  of  glory.  The  hum  of  a  dense 
and  busy  crowd  was  borne  upon  the  ear.  The  clangor  of  a  thou- 
sand hammers  invaded  the  stillness,  and  the  smoke  of  a  hundred 
ftimaces  rose  in  dark  unbroken  columns  that  pierced  the  blue  sky 
above,  and  spread  into  brooding  clouds  along  its  surface.  Without 
the  city  gates  the  eye  was  arrested  by  an  enormous  tower,  whose 
base  of  vast  dimensions  supported  a  structure  that  in  its  massive 
strength  seemed  to  surpass  the  art  and  power  of  man.  It  stood 
like  a  giant  sentinel  guarding  a  broad  domain,  which  the  spirits  of 
beauty  and  gfandeur  seemed  to  have  united  in  creating  as  tne  most 
impressive  scene  of  earth. 

From  one  of  the  forests,  that  formed  striking  features  of  this  land- 
scape, there  emerged  a  man  seated  on  a  powerftil  and  fiery  horse. 
A  middle  age  had  not  yet  vv^eakened  the  iron  frame  of  the  rider, 
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although  it  had  sown  some  silver  hairs  among  his  dark  flowing  locks. 
His  brown  features  were  clothed  with  an  imperious  expression,  and 
from  his  large  black  eye  there  beamed  a  fire  which  few  could 
steadfastly  endure.  The  habit  of  command  was  displayed  in  every 
movement,  and  the  intelligence  that  sat  upon  his  massive  brow,  the 
energy  revealed  in  his  angular  jaw  and  in  the  lines  of  his  well- 
formed  mouth  and  chin,  plainly  entitled  him  to  the  station  he  pos- 
sessed. A  belt  of  leather  crossed  his  broad  chest,  which  supported 
at  his  back  a  bow  and  quiver  of  arrows.  In  his  right  hand  he  car- 
ried a  heavy  hunting-spear,  while  his  left  had  deserted  the  bridle 
for  an  arrow,  on  the.  barb  of  which  was  transfixed  a  beautiful  bird. 
A  deer  hung  before  him  across  his  steed ;  for  he  was  a  mighty 
hunter,  who  returned  not  empty  from  the  chase. 

As  the  monarch  left  the  wood  he  dismounted,  and  by  the  stronger 
light  spent  some  moments  in  admiring  the  plumage  of  the  bird  he 
held  upon  the  arrow.  This  occupation  seemed  to  be  connected  in 
his  mind  with  some  distant  object ;  for  a  shade  of  tender  feeling 
crossed  his  features,  and  he  raised  his  head  to  gaze  at  the  distant 
city.  The  thought  that  caused  this  movement  was  presently  diverted 
by  a  new  idea  ;  for  as  he  gazed  at  the  splendid  spectacle,  his  eye 
brightened  and  his  form  dilated  with  the  pride  of  power.  Then  as 
his  look  at  last  rested  on  the  mighty  though  yet  unfinished  tower, 
the  proud  and  elated  bearing  forsook  him,  and  a  shadow  of  mingled 
irritation  and  thoughtfulness  flitted  hastily  over  his  brow. 

At  this  moment  his  horse  neighed  wildly ;  and  as  he  turned  his 
head,  he  saw  the  noble  animal  standing  with  erect  ears  and  dis- 
tended nostrils,  trembling  under  the  influence  of  some  sudden  ter- 
ror. At  the  same  instant  he  he^rd  a  crackling  in  the  brushwood  at 
a  short  distance,  and  saw  by  the  motion  of  the  grass  that  some 
beast  of  prey  was  approaching  to  the  attack.  Nimrod  grasped  his 
spear  and  advanced  to  meet  the  intruder.  They  encountered,  and 
surveyed  each  other  for  a  single  moment  in  silence.  Here  stood 
the  ruler  of  men,  his  strong  frame  thrown  into  the  attitude  of  de- 
fence ;  his  spear  advanced  and  firmly  grasped  to  receive  the  assail- 
ant, and  his  countenance  composed  as  if  quietly  seated  on  his 
•  throne.  There  crouched  the  king  of  beasts — an  enormous  lion; 
his  tail  lashing  his  tawny  sides,  his  mane  erect,  and  his  eyes  flash- 
ing a  fearful  fire.  A  terrible  roar  is  heard,  and  the  fatal  bound 
impaled  the  forest  king  through  the  heart  upon  the  strong  lance  of 
his  foe.  A  yell  of  mmgled  rage  and  anguish  followed,  and  the 
death-struggle  was  ended  by  the  plunge  of  the  hunting-knife,  whose 
home  thrust  brought  the  life-blood  gushing  from  the  neck  of  the 
dying  brute.  The  hunter  rose,  and  a  convulsive  effort,  succeeded 
by  the  mortal  shudder,  announced  that  all  danger  was  past.  A 
momentary  gleam  of  triumph  shone  from  the  eyes  of  J;he  conqueror 
as  he  surveyed  his  victim,  and  then  mounting  his  steed  he  rode 
away  from  the  scene  of  bloody  strife. 

As  he  approached  the  city  the  sun  was  sinking  in  the  western 

sky.     The  noise  of  toil   had  ceased,  and  the   swarming  laborers 

^thronged  the  highways  and  paths,  each  seeking  his  home  and  his 
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nightly  rest.  All  who  met  him  bowed  the  knee ;  and  the  monarch 
had  a  familiar  nod  and  smile  for  each.  The  cottage  matrons  held 
up  their  lisping  infants  at  their  doors  to  point  out  the  great  king ; 
and  the  sportive  urchins  lefl  their  games  to  greet  him  as  he  passed, 
and  cry,  *  Let  Nimrod  live  forever !' 

At  the  city  gate  a  band  of  soldiers  were  drawn  up  on  each  side 
to  receive  him ;  and  as  he  passed  under  the  lofty  portal  and  emer- 
ged into  the  broad,  hoof-beaten  street,  they  formed  an  escort  round 
Sis  person,  and  marched  forward  with  him  to  force  a  passage  through 
the  crowd  and  protect  him  irom  its  pressure.     Here,  as  he  slowly 
paced  his  horse  through  the  busy  thoroughfare,  his  active  eye  tra- 
versed the  numberless  monuments  of  art  that  graced  and  benefitted 
the  city.     Here  and  there  he  passed  a  public  square,  with  its  ambi- 
tious fountain,  its  luxurious,  verdant  carpeting,  and  its  immense 
primeval  trees,  preserved  from  the  original  forest  unharmed  through 
all  the  vicissitudes  of  the  city's  growtlju     Around  him  stood  spa- 
cious and  elegant  mansions,  the  abode  ot  the  chief  men  of  his  king- 
<3om,  themselves  heads  of  thousands,  but  all  acknowledging  him  as 
tteir  sovereign  lord.     On  every  side  spread  broad  flights  of  marble 
Qteps  leading  into  the  sacred  temples,  and  surmounted  by  stupen- 
dous monuments,  representing  the  various  tutelar  deities  worship- 
ped by  the  multitude.     Upon  vast  pedestals  of  stone  stood  here  an 
^^lephant,  there  a  lion,  there  again  a  human  form  of  brass  or  mar- 
He,  wonderful  to  look  upon  in  their  gigantic  proportions  and  lofty 
elevation.     Wares  and  provisions  of  every  kind  m  the  utmost  pro- 
fusion were  displayed  at  the  entrance  of  shops  to  attract  the  eye  of 
the  purchaser,  while  in  other  places  were  heard  the  sounds  of  music 
and  dancing,  or  of  boisterous  revelry. 

Through  the  momentary  changes  of  this  panorama  the  monarch 
slowly  passed  ;  and  as  from  time  to  time,  when  he  was  noticed,  the 
increasmg  din  of  the  throng  would  swell  into  the  air-rending  shout 
of  '  Hail  to  the  mighty  Nimrod  !'  his  proud  head  bent  in  graceful 
acknowledgment,  and  his  winning  smile  found  its  home  in  every 
heart  upon  whose  owner  that  thrilling  glance  might  fall.     At  lengtn 
be  reached  the  palace  ;  an  extensive  pile,  on  whose  innumerable 
columns  and  porticos  and  stately  steps  the  eye  might  gaze  till  weary 
of  beholding.     The  vast  area  surrounding  it  was  guarded  from  in- 
trusion by  a  numerous  soldiery ;  and  far  extending  alons^  its  front 
spread  a  spacious  lake,  upon  whose  bosom  a  modem  city  might 
liave  found  ample  room  to  rest.     Here  he  rode  alone,  till  reaching 
an  immense  flight  of  steps  whose  distant  extremities  were  formed 
by  square  pedestals,  crowned  each  with  a  colossal  elephant  of  brass, 
he  dismounted  and  laid  his  hand  upon  the  glossy  neck  of  his  horse. 
'And  wert  thou  frightened,  noble  Salah,  when  my  face  was  turned 
from  thee  V  he  said,  addressing  the  affectionate  animal ;  •  thou  dost 
never  tremble  while  thy  master  bestrides  thy  back.'     He  stroked 
^©  soft  skin  of  the  favorite,  and  giving  some  directions  to  a  servant 
^^o  drew  near,  mounted  the  broad  flight  and  disappeared  under 
Ao  lofty  arch  that  opened  irilo  the  royal  palace. 
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The  bright  full  moon  had  risen,  and  now  poured  her  rays  upon 
the  brazen  dome  of  the  palace  and  upon  the  vast  expanse  of  water 
in  whose  calm  depths  its  grandeur  was  reflected.  At  the  casement 
of  a  chamber  whose  white  and  purple  hangings  were  withdrawn, 
stood  two  youthful  forms  rapt  in  the  enchantment  of  scenery  and 
the  perfume  of  flowers.  Here  might  a  sculptor  have  found  models 
for  immortalizing  the  perfections  of  form  and  feature  that  belong 
to  either  sex.  The  maiden's  face,  of  a.  clear  and  transparent  elite, 
was  animated  hy  a  pair  of  eyes  that  poured  from  their  dark  orbs 
the  radiant  intelligence  of  a  gifted  mind.  Her  raven  hair  was 
bound  by  a  light  golden  chain-work,  and  her  graceful  form  was  but 
half  concealed  beneath  the  robe  of  pure  white  that  hung  from  her 
rounded  shoulders  and  was  confined  beneath  her  bosom  hy  a  girdle 
of  crimson,  whose  ends  reached  the  ground  and  mingled  with  the 
train  that  swept  behind  her  as  she  walked.  Upon  her  countenance 
sat  the  calm  and  lofty  confidence  of  virtue  and  moral  strength.  In 
her  form  was  revealed  the  majesty  of  royal  blood,  and  she  was  in- 
deed the  daughter  of  a  noble  and  kingly  parent. 

And  he  whose  eye  was  fondly  bent  upon  her  was  worthy  of  such 
a  presence.  Towering  in  height  above  his  fellow-men,  clothed 
with  a  strength  of  body  and  grace  of  form  that  may  have  given  rise 
to  the  ideal  creations  of  a  Hercules  and  an  Apollo  in  after  times, 
these  were  but  the  outward  adomings  of  a  giant  intellect  that 
made  its  home  there.  He  was  bom  to  be  a  leader  of  men.  The 
studies  in  which  common  minds  wore  out  the  prime  of  life  had  been 
to  him  the  mere  pastime  of  youth.  Science  in  its  most  abstruse 
mysteries,  arts  in  their  extended  variety,  were  at  his  command. 
History  shed  its  light  upon  his  mind  ;  government  and  laws  were 
his  familiar  study ;  and  this  treasury  of  knowledge  beamed  in  wis- 
dom from  his  eye,  and  flowed  in  convincing  accents  from  his  elo- 
quent tongue.  And  as  true  wisdom  is  ever  the  companion  of  true 
religion,  his  soul  was  deeply  imbued  with  its  light.  Far  above  the 
blind  idol-worship  of  his  day,  he  brooked  no  sensible  impediment 
between  his  soul- worship  and  the  Creator  of  all,  who  was  the  im- 
mediate object  of  his  love  and  reverence.  Regardless  of  the  priest- 
craft and  ceremonial  which  diverted  instead  of  directing  the  multi- 
tude to  the  true  object  of  worship,  he  offered  his  praise  direct  to 
the  prime  source  of  wisdom,  and  sought  direct  from  Him  the  power 
to  concentrate  his  energies,  and  the  proper  path  for  their  exer- 
tion. 

Adumah  was  the  only  daughter  of  the  monarch,  and  Sadoc  the 
son  of  his  deceased  brother.  They  had  been  reared  together  from 
childhood,  and  growing  up  in  constant  observation  of  each  other's 
superior  character,  it  was  not  strange  that  the  intimacy  of  youth 
had  grown  into  the  deepest  love.  The  king  had  noticed  with  plea- 
sure and  encouraged  their  mutual  preference ;  for  beside  the  fond- 
ness he  entertained  for  his  young  relative,  he  had  no  son,  and  was 
gratified  at  the  prospect  of  leaving  his  empire  in  the  hands  of  one 
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Mrbom  he  considered  in  all  respects  worthy  to  be  his  successor.  Yet 
though  every  thing  seemed  thus  to  smile  upon,  the  lovers,  there 
was  an  obstacle  which  both  Nimrod  and  Sadoc  had  long  viewed 
with  gloomy  apprehensions.  And  at  the  time  of  our  narrative  the 
crisis  had  arrived  which  was  to  decide  the  question  of  life's  happi- 
ness or  misery.  What  it  was  and  how  it  resulted  we  shall  endeavor 
to  disclose  in  the  progress  of  this  sketch. 

As  the  lovers  stood  thus  locked  in  each  other's  embrace,  the 
silence  of  their  rrleditations  was  at  length  broken  by  Sadoc. 

*  Dearest,'  said  he,  *  the  heavens  and  the  earth  are  full  of  poetry 
to-night.  Is  it  not  fitting  that  we  should  breathe  the  prevailing 
spirit  V 

Thus  speaking,  he  brought  forward  to  the  casement  her  harp ;  and 
placing  a  seat,  she  drew  from  its  chords  a  wild  yet  pleasing  air, 
DOth  of  them  accompanying  it  with  their  voices  in  words  which  we 
have  literally  rendered  thus  : 

*  Thb  holy  law  that  governs  the  world  is  love ; 
And  love  is  the  surest,  strongest  bond  among  men. 

^  '    .  The  moon  beams  love,  upon  her  sister  earth, 

And  the  stars  sing  together  its  sacred  son;. 
The  dew  weeps  love  upon  the  verdant  field, 
And  its  spirit  gladdens  the  flowers  of  the  plain, 
For  the  holy  law  that  governs  the  worlds  is  love. 
The  Dkity  is  the  source  and  the  spirit  of  love  ; 
Through  it  His  creatures  find  their  way  to  Him. 
Music  and  poetry  are  the  voice  of  love. 
The  eloquent  voice  that  charms  the  heart  of  man. 
Let  iu  frequent  voice  then  pour  its  breathings  forth 
Till  they  reach  the  oar  and  the  lofty  throne  of  God  I 
For  the  holy  law  that  governs  the  worlds  is  love.' 

The  music  ceased,  but  in  a  few  minutes  was  resumed  : 

*  SiNO  to  the  faithful  flower  of  the  sun 

The  flower  that  loves  the  glorious  king  of  day : 
*Oh  !  constant  flower,  that  loofrs  for  his  approach, 
And  follows  his  ceaseless  progress  thro*ug:h  the  sky. 
Oh  !  beauteous  flower,  why  art  thou  mournful  and  sad  ? 
And  why  is  thy  head  sunk  down  in  silent  grioft* 

*  It  is  night,  and  my  loved  one  is  gone  away; 

I  grieve  for  him,  but  he  comes  not  back  to  me.' 

*  Ah  I  mournful  flower,  why  dost  thou  lift  thy  head. 
And  why  is  thy  beautiful  face  grown  bright  again  V 
'  The  loved  one  is  mounting  above  the  eastern  sky, 
And  I  feel  his  warm  breath  on  my  dew-wet  face ; 
And  all  the  day  I  shall  live  in  his  joyful  beams, 
And  gaze  on  his  brightness  while  his  chariot  flies.' 
'But  what  is  the  hope  of  thy  love, oh  1  faithful  flower  ? 
Dost  think  the  sun  rewards  thy  constancy  7' 

'  True  love  dies  not  for  want  of  a  return : 
Its  hopelessness  may  rend  the  aching  heart, 
Yet  lives  it  on,  in  tbe  midst  of  ruin  aud  death. 
The  trammels  of  earth  forever  will  bind  me  here. 
But  still  I  shall  joy  in  the  glorious  light  of  his  eyes, 
And  mourn  when  he  hides  from  me  his  radiant  face.' 
'But  the  sun  sheds  not  his  light  on  thee  alone  ; 
His  smiles  are  meant  for  flowers  more  fair  than  thou.' 

*  Am  I  worthy  the  love  of  one  so  lofty  and  bright? 
And  is  he  not  tbe  joy  of  all  he  smiles  upon? 
True  love  hath  little  pride  of  self-esteem ; 

Its  only  pride  is  in  the  loved  one.' 

*  Wei)  said,  oh  I  beautiful  uud  constant  flower, 
Thou  hast  a  lesson  for  tbe  sons  of  men.' ' 

The  song  ceased,  and  steps  were  heard  along  the  hall  without 
The  hangings  of  the  apartment  were  withdrawn,  and  Nimrod  en- 
tered.    His  hunting  dress  was  replaced  by  the  royal  purple,  and  his 
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to  her  memory.  The  He  du  Pr^tre,  or  Priest's  Island,  recalls  too  a 
holy  legend.  It  was  inhabited  by  a  priest  named  Andrew,  cele- 
brated far  and  wide  for  many  virtues.  His  poverty  was  such  how- 
ever that  he  possessed  only  one  penny,  which  he  sent,  when  in  need 
of  any  thing,  to  some  merchant  or  laborer,  and  which  was  always 
returned,  accompanied  by  the  object  of  his  wishes.  The  island  still 
retains  its  name,  but  the  priest  and  the  penny  are  no  more. 

On  another  of  the  Baltic  borders  stood  in  ancient  times  a  church, 
which  was  profaned  by  bachannals  and  engulfed  in  the  ocean.  At 
night,  it  is  said,  may  be  distinctly  heard  the  miserable  victims  chaunt- 
ing  with  many  groans  the  psalms  of  penitence ;  and  when  the  sea 
is  calm,  one  can  discover  tl^ugh  the  clear  water  the  candles  still 
burning  before  the  altar. 

At  Falstar  there  resided  formerly  a  woman  of  immense  wealth, 
who  unfortunately  had  no  heir  to  inherit  it.  Desiring  therefore  to 
apply  her  riches  to  religious  purposes,  she  used  a  portion  in  the 
construction  of  a  church.  On  the  completion  of  the  edifice  she 
considered  herself  entitled  to  some  recompense  from  Heaven  for 
her  pious  efforts.  She  prayed  therefore  that  her  life  might  be  pro- 
longed during  the  duration  of  her  church,  and  the  boon  was  granted. 
Death  passed  before  her  doors  but  entered  not,  and  though  mowing 
down  on  all  sides  friends  and  relations,  left  her  still  untouched.  She 
lived  on  and  on  through  bloody  wars,  famine,  pestilence,  and  all  the 
scourges  which  afflict  humanity,  until  so  lengthened  was  her  life 
that  she  could  find  no  one  whose  company  was  pleasant  or  desira- 
ble. Her  conversation  was  ofttimes  so  old  that  none  could  compre- 
hend her.  She  had  demanded  perpetual  life,  but  had  forgotten  to 
ask  also  the  additional  boon  of  youth  and  beauty.  Heaven  had 
accorded  her  exact  wishes,  but  no  more.  She  grew  old  and  feeble, 
and  successively  lost  her  sight,  hearing  and  speech.  She  then 
caused  herself  to  be  enclosed  in  an  oaken  coffin  and  placed  within 
the  church.  Each  year  at  Christmas  she  recovers  during  one  hour 
the  use  of  her  faculties,  and  at  that  time  a  priest  approaches  to  re- 
ceive her  orders  ;  the  unhappy  woman,  half  rising  from  her  restine- 
place,  demands  with  anxiety :  *  Is  my  church  still  standing!' 
•  Yes,*  replies  the  priest.  *  Would  to  Gqd,'  she  exclaims,  *  it  were 
annihilated  !'  and  fainting  with  the  effort,  she  falls  senseless,  and  the 
coffin  closes  over  her. 

There  is  still  another  legend  recounted  by  the  poetCEhlenschlager, 
or  rather,  as  it  should  be  termed,  a  story  from  real  life.  A  poor 
sailor  has  been  rendered  crazy  by  the  shipwreck  of  his  daughter. 
Each  day,  rowing  out  his  bark  upon  the  ocean,  he  strikes  upon  a 
drum,  calling  loudly  on  his  child.  *  Come,'  he  exclaims,  *  come 
forth  from  your  retreat.  I  will  place  you  beside  me  in  my  boat, 
and  if  you  are  dead  I  will  give  you  burial  in  consecrated  ground ; 
a  tomb  surrounded  with  flowers  and  shading  trees,  where  you  shall 
repose  better  than  amid  these  wild  waves  of  the  ocean.'  feut  alas! 
the  unhappy  father  calls  in  vain  ;  and  as  night  gathers  around  his 
way,  he  returns,  saying,  *  To-morrow  I  will  go  still  farther,  for  my 
poor  child  has  not  heard  me  !' 
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I>ii8ine88  has  been  the  discussion  of  thine  offer  of  marriage  to  the 
princess.  Thou  knowest  how  this  matter  stands.  Many,  many 
years  will  be  required  to  complete  this  tower,  for  the  difficulties 
attending  the  work  increase  with  its  progress.  My  own  heart,  not 
less  than  the  hearts  of  all  my  nobles,  is  set  on  its  execution,  and  as 
the  Destinies  may  end  my  reign  and  my  life  at  any  moment,  it  is  es- 
sential that  my  successor  shall  be  prepared  to  ^nish  the  task.  I 
could  even  eive  up  my  wishes  in  this  behalf,  for  the  words  I  just 
spoke  were  the  unstudied  promptings  of  irritation  ;  but  my  word  is 
pledged,  and  I  cannot  go  back.  I  could  not  even  bless  your  union 
and  send  you  forth  to  the  happiness  of  private  life  ;  for  the  monarch 
hath  fetters  as  well  as  the  subject,  and  a  king's  faith  is  not  lightly 
broken.' 

•  Say  no  more  my  father,  I  beseech  thee.  It  would  ill  repay  a  life 
of  kindness  if  I  should  suffer  my  private  feelings  to  thwart  the  bril- 
liant destiny  of  the  daughter  of  the  kingdom,  even  were  there  any 
hope  of  success  in  such  a  selfish  attempt.  The  council  desires  my 
answer ;  and  having  heretofore  explained  my  views  at  large,  I  can 
give  it  in  few  words.  I  deem  the  work  a  foolish  absurdity,  and  as  a 
ruler,  could  never  give  my  sanction  to  an  undertaking  that  will  con- 
sume in  vanity  the  precious  energies  of  a  whole  generation  ;  while 
as  an  humble  worshipper  of  the  God  of  heaven,  I  could  never  en- 
courage an  act  which  I  look  upon  as  full  of  impiety  and  insult  to 
the  CTeat  Preserver  of  men.  And  now,  my  father,  I  prepare  with  a 
sinking  heart,  to  leave  this  my  beloved  home.  My  duty  to  her  I  love 
demands  that  I  should  tarry  here  no  longer ;  and  ray  duty  to  the 
Creator  who  bestows  man's  faculties  for  usefulness,  still  more  loudly 
calls  on  me  to  leave  a  spot  where  I  can  be  no  longer  useful.' 

'  Alas  !  has  it  come  to  this  !'  was  all  that  the  emotion  of  the  king 
permitted  him  to  utter.  They  fell  into  each  other's  arms,  and  in 
that  long  embrace  the  pent-up  fountain  of  tears  was  opened.  Yes, 
the  Btronff  man  whose  iron  will  had  moulded  into  being  a  powerful 
and  flourishing  empire,  wept  like  the  weakest  child  ;  and  he  whose 
aspirations  were  still  more  lofty  and  quenchless,  whose  faculties  were 
stUl  more  vast  and  potent,  even  he  paid  tearful  tribute  to  the  emo* 
tions  that  wrung  his  soul  with  agony. 

The  silence,  K>r  some  time  interrupted  only  by  stifled  sobs,  was  at 
length  broken.' 

•  My  father,'  exclaimed  Sadoc,  in  a  choked  and  broken  voice,  *I 
^^U  retire  to  my  chamber  to  spend  the  night  in  such  preparation  as 
tJo^A  grave  crisis  demands.  We  will  not  bid  our  farewell  now.  On 
tiie  morrow  I  prepare  for  my  departure,  and  the  next  dawn  shall 
find  me  on  my  way.  Her  parting  and  mine  will  be  a  sad  and  bitter 
one.     Thou  wilt  strive  to  prepare  her  for  it.' 

While  the  monarch  stood  bewildered  and  almost  stupified,  Sadoc 
T^ached  the  door. 

*  Stay,'  cried  Nimrod,  stretching  forth  his  hands  in  supplication, 
*  even  yet  it  is  not  too  late.  Oh  !  speak  but  that  one  word,  and  all 
M  well.  Think  of  the  happiness,  the  misery  thou  lea  vest.  Oh  (Jod  ! 
^  there  no  hope  !' 
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He  bowed  bis  bead  in  agony,  and  tbe  stormy  flood  again  burst 
fortb.     Sadoc  bad  partly  recovered  bis  calmness,  and  he  answered: 

'  My  fatber,  do  not  thus  give  way  to  despair.  It  cannot  be.  Thou 
and  she  would  scorn  me,  if  at  this  hour  I  turned  traitor  to  myself. 
It  is  all  over  now.' 

He  was  gone,  for  be  dared  trust  himself  no  longer.  Tbe  king 
passively  beard  his  footsteps  till  they  grew  faint  in  tbe  distance. 
Then  he  rose  and  looked  wildly  round  him,  as  if  waking  from  a  ter- 
rible dream,  and  slowly,  almost  unconscious  what  be  did,  he  returned 
with  faltering  step  and  heavy  heart  to  tbe  council  hall. 


CHAFTCR     TBRAX. 


TuC  last  sun  that  shone  on  the  fated  city  had  risen  in  wonted 
splendor.  The  din  of  labor  had  commenced,  and  swelled  in  volume 
as  each  new  car  of  burden  joined  tbe  rumbling  throng,  and  each 
new  forge  opened  its  deafening  clang.  The  tough  clay  of  tbe  river 
bank  furnished  the  endless  material  for  making  brick,  and  its  slimy 
bed  was  scraped  for  the  recjuisite  mortar.  Outside  tbe  city  gates, 
tbe  open  field  was  a  vast  highway,  thronged  with  smoky  brick-kilns, 
crowds  of  vehicles  and  beasts  of  burden,  and  a  restless  multitude 
of  human  forms.  The  ass,  the  horse,  the  camel,  the  elephant,  were 
made  the  laborious  and  serviceable  aids  of  man  in  this  stupendous 
and  unremitting  work.  Round  the  base  of  the  tower  vast  beds  of 
mortar  and  heaps  of  brick  were  receiving  constant  additions  ;  while 
by  means  of  huge  cranes  planted  in  the  body  of  the  structure,  these 
additions  were  as  constantly  disappearing,  hoisted  from  one  stage 
to  another  till  they  finally  reached  the  dizzy  height  where  they 
entered  into  the  composition  of  tbe  gigantic  whole.  In  vain  the 
eye  might  essay  to  detect  the  thousands  who  at  that  awful  eminence 
were  building  themselves  still  higher  into  the  vault  of  heaven.  Yet 
at  that  height  these  workmen  passed  their  days  and  nights ;  for  the 
time  they  would  consume  in  daily  ascent  and  descent  was  too  great 
to  be  thus  sacrificed.  Throughout  the  whole  work  the  utmost  sys- 
tem and  discipline  was  maintained.  Each  man  had  bis  appointed 
work,  which  was  to  be  exchanged  for  no  other.  A  chief  superin- 
tended the  labors  of  each  gang,  while  each  set  of  chiefs  repoited 
progress  to  their  immediate  superiors,  and  these  again  received  their 
general  directions,  and  submitted  the  account  of  their  management 
to  the  king  in  council. 

It  was  the  usual  morning  occupation  6f  Nimrod  to  visit  the  scene 
of  labor,  to  inspect  the  progress  of  the  work,  and  to  encourage  by 
praise,  or  stimulate  by  rebuke,  the  activity  or  remissness  of  those 
who  had  the  charge  of  its  various  divisions.  But  this  day  he  did 
not  appear.  Many  an  eye  was  often  directed  to  the  great  gate-way 
of  the  city  expecting  to  see  the  black  horse  of  tbe  monarch  proudly 
bear  his  rider  on  his  wonted  tour,  but  hour  after  hour  passed,  tiU 
moraing  had  mounted  into  noon,  and  yet  be  came  not.  What  had 
befallen  him  1  Was  he  detained  by  pressing  business  with  the 
council  1     If  so,  what  was  the  nature  of  that  business  1     Could  it 
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be  war  1  And  at  this  thought  the  thrill  of  ardor  spurred  their  hot 
blood,  as  they  longed  to  show  the  readiness  and  valor  of  their  swords 
in  his  behalf.  Or  again,  was  the  king  stretched  upon  the  couch  of 
illness,  and  was  each  breath  of  him  they  loved  and  feared  drawn 
with  pain  and  weakness  ]  Ah  !  how  eagerly  would  they  fly  to  his 
relief,  could  they  render  it,  and  what  dismay  was  caused  by  the  mere 
foreboding  of  his  death  !  These,  and  a  thousand  such  fanciful  specu- 
lations agitated  the  minds  of  his  subjects,  all  remote  from  the  true 
cause  of  his  absence. 

Yet  he  was  indeed  ill,  not  in  body  but  in  mind.  To  a  sleepless 
night  had  succeeded  a  day  of  anguish.  He  had  broken  the  tiaings 
to  his  daughter,  and  in  her  heart-rending  agony  the  soul  of  the 
father  was  again  pierced  with  torture.  In  the  first  transports  of  the 
widowed  one  she  would  listen  to  no  words  of  consolation.  Indeed* 
what  consolation  could  be  offered  for  grief  like  her's  1  She  would 
fly  to  her  Sadoc,  her  husband,  her  lord.  She  raved  against  the  cruelty 
that  would  sunder  them,  even  for  the  short  hours  that  remained. 
She  broke  through  all  remonstrance,  all  restraint,  and  rushed  to  the 
apartments  of  her  lover.  Wo  upon  wo  !  he  was  already  gone. 
His  chambers  were  deserted.  His  parchments,  his  books  lay  scat- 
tered in  disorder ;  his  instruments  of  music  were  cold  and  silent. 
His  weapons,  his  garments  hung  upon  the  abandoned  walb.  The 
natural  stillness  of  inanimate  matter  was  tortured  into  unnatural 
proofs  of  his  final  departure.  His  servants  —  ah  !  call  his  servants ! 
They  are  summoned,  and  their  tidings  breathe  the  blessed  air  of 
hope.  He  had  sent  for  his  horse  and  had  ridden  forth,  saying  that 
at  sunset  he  would  return. 

At  sunset !     Who  can  describe  the  alternate  hope  and  fear,  the 

longing  and  the  anxiety  that  filled  those  tardy  hours  !     Now  wailing 

in  grief  over  the  irreparable  loss,  for  which  even  his  return  brought 

but  a  momentary  relief;  now  lost  in  rapture  at  the  thought  of  being 

once  more  embraced  in  those  arms ;  thus  she  passed  the  sluggish 

day.     The  rude  shock  seemed  to  have  utterly  crushed  the  fortitude 

of  faer  nature.     The  daughter  of  the  oak  was  apparently  transformed 

into  the  aspen ;  and  she  whose  self-commana  seldom  sufiered  her 

feelings  to  be  betrayed,  was  unable  even  to  collect  her  scattered 

faculties  to  make  the  efibrt  at  calmness.     Oh !  how  deep  into  the 

lieart  of  hearts  are  twined  the  tendrils  of  a  woman's  love  ! 

At  the  window  that  overlooked  the  path  by  which  the  return  of 
Sadoc  was  expected,  Adumah  sat  the  remainder  of  that  day.  The 
eun  poured  his  radiant  glory  over  the  scene,  but  she  had  no  eyes  for 
the  oeauties  of  nature.  The  garden  birds  warbled  their  joyous 
strains,  but  her  ear  was  lost  to  all  sound,  in  striving  to  catch  the  dis- 
tant foot- falls  of  his  hoi-se.  He  would  not  stay  till  sunset ;  oh  !  no ! 
the  next  moment  would  reveal  his  manly  form  speeding  to  her  pre- 
sence. The  overstrained  senses  lost  their  power,  and  their  office 
"Was  supplied  by  fancy.  On  the  distant  horizon  a  phantom  of  the 
xnind  would  form  a  moving  speck,  and  until  the  illusion  vanished, 
that  was  he.  Each  rustling  of  the  wind,  or  air-borne  bubble  of  the 
l)rook,  was  tortured  into  the  clatter  of  a  horse's  hoo&.    She  would 
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start  at  hearing,  in  imagination,  the  tones  of  his  voice,  and  relapse 
into  solicitude,  to  be  again  visited  with  the  same  delusions. 

Yet  even  to  hours  of  watching  there  is  an  end.  The  sun  at  last 
did  go  down,  and  night  without  an  interval  of  twilight  succeeded. 
A  cloud  of  ominous  darkness  shut  out  the  rays  of  the  moon,  and  its 
ffloomy  pall  spread  upon  the  sky.  Was  she  again  deceived  ?  No ; 
It  was  a  horse  ;  but  ah !  not  his.  His  steed  would  not  move  thus 
slowly  on  his  return  to  her.  Yes !  it  was  his ;  for  as  the  sound  drew 
nearer,  the  rapid  pace  was  detected.  It  ceased ;  door's  opened  and 
shut ;  a  quick  tread  was  heard,  and  as  Sadoc  entered  the  apartment, 
Adumah,  worn  out  with  mental  excitement,  fainted  in  his  arms. 
•  .•.«. 

The  father,  the  daughter  and  the  nephew  stood  gazing  oat  upon 
the  darkened  sky.  No  star,  no  moon  was  visible ;  all  was  sad  and 
gloomy  as  a  funeral  pall.  An  unnatural  quietude  pervaded  the  a^ 
mosphere.  Not  a  breath  of  air  ruffled  the  water,  or  stirred  the  lea£ 
or  could  b^  felt  upon  the  face.  The  slightest  pound  fell  upon  the 
ear  with  startling  distinctness.  The  neighing  of  horses,  the  nowlinff 
of  dogs,  the  bleating  of  sheep  were  heard,  as  if  instinct  presented 
the  brute  creation  with  forbodings  of  danger.  Large  birdfs  of  prey 
flapped  their  wings  and  screamed  as  they  flew  past  The  extreme 
rarity  of  the  air  and  the  unusual  heat  were  painfully  oppressive* 
The  city  was  in  commotion,  and  every  face  dark  with  the  apprehen- 
sion of  some  dreadful  impending  disaster ;  but  of  what  nature,  or 
whence  to  be  expected,  none  could  reveal. 

The  face  of  Sadoc  was  calm,  but  pale  and  thoughtful.  His  fean 
had  assumed  a  definite  form,  but  the  proper  course  of  action  was 
yet  undecided.  While  he  mused  with  a  heart  filled  with  anxiety,  a 
low  tremor  passed  over  the  surface  of  the  ground,  scarce  perceptible, 
save  to  one  momently  expecting  it ;  and  on  the  instant,  in  the  far 
distance,  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  dim  meteor,  so  sudden  and  tran- 
sient that  it  almost  seemed  the  creature  of  an  excited  fancy.  At 
once  he  exclaimed,  '  My  father !  my  sister !  the  tempest  and  the 
earthquake  are  upon  us !  We  must  escape  to  the  open  plain  while 
yet  there  is  time.' 

He  waited  not  for  an  answer,  but  flew  to  the  court  of  the  palace. 
Here  he  met  one  of  his  own  trusty  attendants.  '  Go  to  the  stables, 
Etseo,'  he  said,  '  and  bring  out  to  the  main  entrance  the  three 
strongest  and  surest  steeds.'  Then  collecting  the  terror-stricken 
servants,  he  addressed  them  in  a  calm  and  disdnct  voice : 

'  We  must  leave  the  city,  or  the  earthquake  and  the  storm  will 
bury  us  in  its  ruins.  Let  each  one  provide  a  horse  and  be  prepared 
to  ride  forth  with  the  king  and  the  princess  by  the  eastern  gate. 
Away !  there  is  no  time  to  lose.' 

The  decision  and  energy  of  Nimrod  had  not  failed  him  in  thii 
crisis,  and  in  mere  bodily  peril  Adumah  was  true  to  her  natural 
firmness.  Wrapped  in  heavy  clothing,  they  stood  awaiting  the  re- 
turn of  Sadoc.  Hastily  entering,  he  threw  round  him  the  mantle 
provided  by  the  forethought  of  affection,  and  in  silence  they  went 
forth  and  descended  the  broad  steps.    A  large  etbort  iti|c  alrMidy 
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formed.  They  mounted  their  steeds,  and  snirounded  by  the  troop 
of  servants^  rode  fast  across  the  palace  enclosure  and  entered  the 
wide  streets  of  the  city. 

oBAVTui  vov&vat. 

The  crowds  that  already  choked  the  avenues  were  every  rtfo- 
ment  increased  by  other  thousands  that  streamed  from  the  houses 
with  alarm  and  amazement  depicted  on  their  featuries.  Appiarently 
without  a  purpose  in  view,  and  almost  without  consciousness,  they 
hurried  to  and  fro  like  a  nest  of  ants  whose  roof-stone  has  been  dis- 
lodged. Fully  impressed  with  the  apprehension  of  sudden  and 
awiul  danger,  fully  aware  of  the  necessity  of  exertion  to  avoid  it, 
they  knew  neither  where  to  look  for  the  evil  nor  how  to  escape  it» 
stroke.  The  escort  of  Nirttrod  could  make  scarce  any  progress 
through  the  dense  shifting  throng.  Every  moment  was  most  pre-^ 
cious,  and  yet  no  speed  could  be  effected.  Then  Sadoc,  well  know- 
ing the  influence  of  a  prompt  and  definite  will  in  moments  of  panic 
and  confusion,  cried  out  with  a  clarion  voice  that  was  not  only  heard 
but^cZ^  through  all  the  uproar  and  tuniult :  *  Escape  froift  ther  city  ! 
fly  by  the  eastern  gate  !* 

In  a  moment,  tnoved  by  a  common  impulse,  the  liuman  tide  turned 
itself  in  that  direction.  Again  and  again  that  clear  loud  voice  was 
heard,  and  the  torrent  hurried  onward  with  a  force  that  defied  all 
resistance.  The  hearts  of  the  fugitives  now  beat  high  with  hope 
as  they  pressed  their  horses  to  a  greater  speed. 

The  lightning  and  the  thunder  now  began  to  act  their  part  inf  thi^ 
sublime  but  terrific  spectacle.  The  first  larg0  drops  of  the  tem- 
pest fell  and  were  soon  followed  by  a  deluge  that  seemed  to  pour 
rather  than  rain  from  the  opened  cloiids.  More  vivid  and  frequent 
came  the  blinding  flashes,  and  more  loud  and  deafening  waxed  the 
peals  of  thunder ;  while  the  wind  rose,  and  in  violent  gusts  dashed 
the  drenching  rain  into  the  faces  of  the  flying  crowd.  The  thou- 
sand torches  of  the  multituile  were  extinguished,  but  the  abandoned 
bouses  glared  forth  their  light  upon  the  mass,  and  the  lightning  each 
moment  illumined  the  scene  with  unnatural  distinctness. 

As  they  hurried  along,  every  instant  added  some  new  element  of 
sublimity  to  the  sight.  The  broad  and  lofly  flights  of  marble  that 
led  up  to  the  teiriples  werd  thronged  t«rith  suppliants,  who,  prostrate^ 
snd  with  out-stretched  artns,  called  wildly  on  their  gods  to  save 
them.  The  huge  idols  that  surmounted  the  tofly  columns  or  pedeis- 
tals  were  at  times  wrapped  in  the  blue  flame  of  the'  lightning,  and 
again  shone  as  if  themselves  were  fotintains  of  light.  Surrounded* 
by  these  fearful  yet  beautiful  spectacles,  the  multitude  was  borne' 
onward  without  pause  or  interruption,  each  moment  adding  to  its- 
speed,  while  the  gates  were  now  disgorging  their  ceaseless  thou- 
sands. 

Still  the  rain  and  the  furious  wind,  the  lightning  and  the  thunder^ 
plied  their  exhaustless  weapons.  Th6  royal  fugitives  were  but  q; 
short  distance  from  the  gate,  when  a  low  distant  rumbling  was 
heard,  increasing  in  volume  as  it  approached,  till  it  resembled  ther 
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flight  of  an  army  of  chariots  and  horses  over  a  paved  veay.  The 
earth  trembled,  then  heaved  beneath  their  feet  like  the  swell  of  a 
troubled  sea,  and  the  convulsion  passed  on.  The  dense  colamn 
of  human  beings  reeled  and  wavered,  and  in  another  moment  would 
have  broken  and  hurled  itself  backward  in  its  course.  Then  again 
was  heard  the  firm  trumpet- voice  :  *  Onward  !  onward  to  the  gate !' 
and  in  another  moment  the  escort  reached  the  open  plain. 

Here  new  difficulties  beset  them.  All  was  dense  darkness,  save 
when  the  dazzling  flashes  darted  across  the  black  sky.  The  ways 
were  choked  with  fugitives  and  lumbering  vehicles,  which  made 
their  progress  hazardous  in  the  extreme.  Y  et  they  struggled  on, 
shaping  their  course  by  tacit  consent  toward  a  hunting-lodge  of  the 
monarch,  at  the  edge  of  a  neighboring  forest.  Again  the  jar  and 
tremor  of  the  earth  was  felt,  and  the  stunning  clangor  heard.  By 
an  irresistible  impulse  they  reined  in  their  horses  and  looked  back. 
A  fearful  crash  fell  upon  their  ears,  and  at  the  moment  a  broad 
sheet  of  flame  overspread  the  heavens.  By  its  light  they  beheld  the 
city  prostrate.  Its  walls,  its  palaces,  its  domes  and  spires  lay  level- 
led with  the  ground,  and  a  thick  murky  cloud  rose  from  the  ruins. 

Amazed  and  stupified,  they  stood  motionless  and  silent.  Another 
lingering  glare  sheeted  the  sky,  and  while  the  -sharp,  pealing  than- 
der  burst  forth,  a  huge  globe  of  fire,  hurled  by  the  hand  of  Omni- 
potence itself,  fell  upon  the  summit  of  the  massive  tower,  which, 
as  if  molten  into  liquid  matter,  sank  down  beneath  it  to  the  earth. 
No  crash  was  heard,  no  ruins  were  left,  no  cloud  of  smoke  arose. 
The  fire  of  heaven  had  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  utterly  consumed 
from  the  face  of  earth  the  pride  and  the  toil  of  man ! 

The  divine  vengeance  was  accomplished.  The  torrents  ceased, 
the  wind  fell,  the  lightning  came  more  faint  and  at  longer  intervals, 
and  the  thunder  rolled  and  muttered  in  the  distance.  The  gloomy 
covering  of  the  sky  broke  in  ragged  clouds  ;  and  in  the  patches  of 
deep  blue  that  follow  the  thunder-storm,  the  silent,  watchful  stars 
were  seen.  At  length  the  struggling  moon  escaped  from  imprison- 
ing clouds,  and  looked  down  again  upon  the  earth.  Her  light  re- 
vealed a  strange  spectacle.  At  the  moment  when  the  tower  was 
stricken  down,  the  sentence  of  dispersion  and  confusion  of  tongues 
went  forth  ;  and  now  the  multitude,  no  longer  in  swarming  crowds, 
were  scattered  in  countless  groups  over  the  surface  of  the  plain. 
Of  these  detached  parties,  none  understood  the  language  of  the 
rest ;  and  dating  as  it  were  a  new  existence  from  that  moment,  they 
wandered  forth  to  seek  new  homes  and  new  employments  wherever 
the  hand  of  Providence  might  direct. 

As  in  that  hour  of  solemn  and  conflicting  thoughts  the  eye  of 
Nimrod  surveyed  the- ruin  of  his  empire  and  the  dispersion  of  his 
sul^ects,  he  kneeled  down  upon  the  wet  earth,  and  with  a  chastened 
and  humble  heart  poured  forth  to  the  true  God  the  silent  homage 
of  his  soul.  Then  rising,  he  joined  the  hands  of  his  children,  and 
while  tears  of  penitence  and  gratitude  coursed  down  his  face,  be 
uttered  in  a  faltepng  voice  these  words : 

*•  Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord  f    He  hath  stricken,  but  pre- 
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served  us.  He  hath  abased  the  proud,  and  set  at  nought  the  de- 
vices of  the  haughty.  He  hath  also  united  you,  my  children,  and 
may  His  richest  blessing  rest  upon  you !' 

NiMROD  was  again  the  founder  of  a  kingdom  ;  but  during  a  reign 
of  many  years  he  never  again  forgot  the  God  v\rhose  power  and 
justice  had  been  thus  signally  brought  home  to  him.  He  was  suc- 
ceeded on  the  throne  by  Sadoc,  who  ruled  Ion?  with  wisdom  and  in 
peace,  happy  in  the  love  of  his  beautiful  and  noble  queen.  They 
were  the  founders  of  a  line  of  princes  that  ffovemed  the  plain  of 
Shinar  for  ages ;  till  the  tragic  nistory  of  Babel  began  to  be  with 
them,  as  it  is  with  us,  a  scanty  narrative,  furnishing  scope  and  data 
for  boundless  speculation. 


LAVS        OP        A        PEDESTRIAN 


BT     X.U0IU8     S.     BMITH. 


I  AM  weary,  I  am  weary,  and  behind  the  wefltem  hill 

Lo !  the  sun  is  smking  fast,  and  the  dews  are  falling  chill : 

Far  along  the  fading  landscape  evening's  lengthened  shadows  creep. 

And  the  violets  are  folding  up  their  tiny  leaves  to  sleep. 


I  am  weary,  I  am  weary  :  I  have  walidered  far  away 

From  the  hill-side  where  I  loitered  at  the  breaking  of  the  day ; 

Oh,  ye  birds !  to  whose  glad  voices  then  1  listened  joyfully. 

While  I  lingered  at  your  bidding  —  happy  BODgsters !  where  are  ye  ? 


Welcome,  Night !  thy  pall  of  darkness  o'er  the  earth  that  hovers  now. 
Welcome  too  thy  dewy  breezes,  that  refresh  my  fevered  brow ; 
Welcome,  Silence !  that  composes  every  living  thing  to  rest. 
Save  the  wanderer's  languid  heart,  faintly  beating  in  his  breast 


Stan !  that  in  your  silent  courses  ever  circling,  never  tire, 
Guide  me  in  my  onward  journey  by  your  own  unflickering  fire  ; 
Underneath  your  gentle  radiance  seek  to  pierce  the  thickening  gloom, 
Eyes  of  love  that  wait  my  coming — sleepless,  anxious  eyes  at  home ! 


Yes !  the  light  of  home  is  shining ;  now  it  meets  my  longiAg  gaze  ! 
Weariness  and  faintness  flee  from  before  its  kindling  rays ! 
Morning's  riring  splendors  vanish,  vanished  is  the  night-fall's  gloom. 
By  the  fireside's  lote-lit  flame,  in  the  saored  fett  of  hotaie ! 
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THE      beautiful:       where       18       ITS        U  O  M 


•  PSAUTT  il    «till 

As  b««utlfal  as  ever  :  •till  the  play 

Of  light  around  her  lipe  has  eyery  ehann 

Of  chlMhood  to  it*  frMHhoeas  :  Love  baa  tliere 

Stamped  hin  unfading  impress,  and  tile  hue* 

Of  fancy  shine  around  her,  as  ttt*  sun 

Gilds  at  bis  setting  somn  decaying  tower. 

With  feathered  moss  and  iry  overgrown.' 


Where  dwells  the  Beautiful  ? 
Ask  the  young  mother,  when  at  cloBe  of  day, 
Her  infant  slumhering  on  her  warm  heart  lay ; 
While  the  last  day -beam,  passing  to  its  rest, 
Kisses  his  brow  and  leaves  its  last  bequest : 
Look  at  that  mother,  gazing,  rapt  the  while, 
And  see !  she  points  thee  to  her  infant's  smile  ! 

Where  dwells  the  Beautiful  7 
Ask  him  who  rides  upon  the  restless  wave. 
That  rolls  perchance  above  his  destined  grave ; 
Who  sees  the  lightning's  flash,  and  hears  the  moan 
From  the  sea*8  caverns,  dirge-like,  sad  and  lone ; 
And  he  will  tell  thee  that  the  heaving  breast 
Of  ocean  claims  it  in  its  wild  unrest 

Where  dwells  the  Beautiful  ? 
Ask  him  who  scans  the  starry  heaven  at  night, 
And  reads  its  pages  by  its  own  pale  light ; 
Who,  led  by  Science  o'er  bright  worl£  untrod. 
Looks  up  *  through  Nature  unto  Nature's  God  :' 
Will  he  not  answer,  rapture  in  his  eye. 
The  Beautiful !  it  dwells  alone  on  high? 

Where  dwells  the  Beautiful  ? 
Ask  him  who  seeks  it  mid  *  the  stars  of  earth,* 
Those  floral  treasures,  in  whose  beauteous  biith 
We  trace  Almighty  wisdom,  and  that  love 
Which  like  the  dewdescendeth  from  above  ; 
And  he  will  tell  thee  that  the  lily's  bell 
Hideth  the  treasure  in  its  fragrant  ceU. 

But  ask  the  poet  where  it  hath  its  home. 
If,  in  the  infant's  smile,  the  billows*  foam. 
The  stars'  soft  radiance,  or  the  petals  bright 
Of  flowers  rejoicing  in  the  warm  sunlight ; 
And  he  will  answer,  while  his  moistened  eye 
Foretells  the  rapture  of  his  lip's  reply : 

That  earth  hath  not  so  drear,  so  dark  a  spot. 

Nor  heaven  a  tablet  where  he  finds  it  not ! 

Its  pathway  may  be  traced  the  wide  world  rooiidi 

And  yet  no  limit  to  its  home  be  found : 

Not  only  in  the  stars  of  earth  and  heaven, 

The  white  wave's  crest,  the  smile  to  mothers  giveik  j^ 
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Not  only  in  the  rainbow's  mingled  dye, 

The  gorgeous  drapery  of  the  evening  sky ; 

The  clouds  that  hasten  to  refresh  the  earth, 

The  dew  that  sparkles  o'er  each  floweret's  birth ; 

Not  only  in  the  streamlets,  as  they  glide, 

Now  smooth  now  rough,  e'en  as  life's  changing  tide : 

But  in  the  tear  that  Mercy  sheds  for  those 
For  whom  life's  shadowed  path  yields  no  repose ; 
Whose  toil  finds  small  reward,  while  pining  care 
Sits  at  the  board,  and  meets  them  every  where  ! 
Oh !  when  such  sorrow  hears  sweet  Mercy's  tone, 
The  Beautiful  may  claim  it  for  its  own  I 

When  human  love  doth  dry  the  orphan's  tear, 
And  soothe  the  weeper  bending  o'er  the  bier 
Of  him,  her  stay,  her  earthly  solace  gone. 
While  she  stands  widowed,  in  the  world  alone ; 
Oh !  there  believe  the  Beautiful  hath  birth  — 
That  nought  more  lovely  greets  thee  on  the  earth. 

He  sees  it  when  the  sire's  fond  arms  are  round 

The  prodigal  returned,  the  lost  one  found ; 

When  by  his  penitential  tears  restored. 

The  wanderer  seeks  again  his  father's  board ; 

Oh !  when  those  lips  revered  breathe  pardoning  love, 

There 's  nought  more  beautiful  in  heaven  above  ! 

He  sees  it  when  the  maiden  turns  aside, 
From  earthly  pomp  to  be  the  Church's  bride  ; 
And  loving  still  the  world,  which  God  hath  blest, 
Beholds  it  now  in  hallowed  brightness  dressed ; 
Her  earthly  hopes  from  earthly  bonds  released, 
She  bows  to  taste  the  eucharistic  feast. 

And  when  the  mother  takes  her  infant  boy, 
Her  new-born  treasure,  her  young  heart's  first  joy, 
And  standing  by  the  sacred  chancel's  side. 
Prays  that  God's  blessing  on  his  life  abide  ; 
When  the  baptismal  water  bathes  his  brow, 
Where  dwells  the  Beautiful  ? — oh  I  askest  thou  ? 

Then  grant  me,  Heaven  !  the  poet's  eye  to  see 
The  iQautiful  where'er  its  dwelling  be ; 
His  ear  to  hear,  when  Pity's  voice  doth  bless 
The  joyless  widow  or  the  fatherless ; 
Nor  close  it  to  those  notes  of  sacred  love, 
*  By  choirs  of  angels  chanted  from  above.' 

But  more  than  all,  the  poet's  heart,  to  feel 

That  every  spot  some  beauty  may  reveal ; 

That  every  human  soul  doth  bear  some  trace 

Of  HtM  who  claims  it  as  His  dwelling-place  ; 

Some  mystic  tie, some  link  unseen,  but  given 

To  bind  him  to  his  future  home  in  Heaven !  «.  w.  a. 
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THOUGHTS     ON      HUMBLE      LIFE. 


BT       'TBX       DOOTOR.' 


There  is  much  beauty  in  humble  life.  Could  we  but  enter  into 
the  hearts  of  the  lowly  and  obscure,  and  see  their  efforts  to  compasv 
their  little  ends  ;  their  noble  sacrifices  for  one  another ;  could  we 
but  lay  our  hands  on  their  hearts,  and  feel  the  beating  there  of  hopes 
and  fears ;  vain  sti-uggles  to  rise  out  of  poverty,  and  honest  desires 
after  a  more  favored  place  in  the  world,  we  should  perhaps  realize 
the  relationship  we  have  with  the  poor,  the  humble,  the  unknown. 

There  is  no  mistake  so  common  as  that  which  judges  of  a  man's 
nature  by  his  clothes.  The  lady  and  her  maid  have  a  common  na- 
ture. What  is  love  to  one  is  love  to  the  other.  Analyze  the  tears 
that  fall  from  their  eyes ;  you  will  find  them  composed  of  the  same 
elements ;  open  their  bodies,  and  the  internal  structure  is  the  same. 
By  what  rule  then  do  you  decide  that  what  is  joy  to  one  is  not  joy 
to  the  other  ]  As  the  inhabitants  of  distant  planets  look  at  our 
world  as  a  point  in  infinite  space,  may  it  not  be  that  superior  intelli- 
gences regard  humanity  and  not  the  individual] — that  to  them  gnef 
is  the  grief  of  the  world,  and  joy  the  happiness  of  the  world;  to 
them,  *  when  one  member  suffers  all  the  members  suffer  with  it  T 

I  heard  a  little  story  of  love  and  conjugal  affection  lately,  which 
touched  my  feelings  deeply.  It  set  me  to  thinking  about  the  feel- 
ings of  the  humble  and  the  laborious ;  and  I  thanked  God  in  my 
heart  that,  in  spite  of  poverty  and  reverses,  there  is  in  store  for 
every  faithful  loving  heart  rich  sources  of  delight,  which  not  even 
the  darkness  of  poverty  can  hide. 

An  Irish  laborer  lefl  his  native  country  in  the  hope  of  improving 
his  condition.  He  arrived  on  our  shores  Eifler  a  long  voyage,  whi<£ 
had  eaten  up  his  means  and  left  him  without  a  penny.  In  the  same 
vessel  that  brought  him  over  there  was  a  pretty  Irish  girl,  who  had 
lefl  her  home  to  lighten  the  burthen  of  her  parents,  perchance  assist 
them  in  the  feeding  of  their  large  family  and  clothmg  them ;  edu- 
cating them  was  out  of  the  question.  An  attachment  grew  np  be- 
tween these  poor  emigrants  on  their  voyage.  They  learned  to  love 
each  other,  and  before  the  arrival  of  the  ship  at  her  destined  port 
had  plighted  heart  and  hand.  The  long  voyage  had  also  exhausted 
the  small  means  of  the  girl. 

Strangers  and  wanderers,  they  landed  on  these  hospitable  shores, 
full  of  faith  and  hope  and  love.  The  girl  engaged  at  service  in  a 
hotel  in  the  city  of  New- York  ;  the  man  met  a  contractor  of  some 
of  the  rail-roads,  and  soon  was  at  work  with  his  shovel.  Each  was 
so  occupied  for  the  first  few  days  that  they  had  no  time  to  comma- 
nicate  together ;  and  by  frequent  removal  here  and  there,  they  lost 
trace  of  each  other.  But  they  labored  on,  and  laid  up  their  meanSf 
hoping  soon  to  find  an  hour  of  meeting. 


1846.]  Thoughts  on  Humble  Life.  205 

The  girl  proved  an  excellent  housemaid,  and  was  soon  advanced 
firom  better  to  better  places,  until  she  found  a  permanent  home  in 
the  house  of  a  widow,  living  some  few  miles  put  on  the  inland.  A 
month,  a  year  elapsed,  and  she  had  no  tidings  of  her  lover,  whose 
image  was  deeply  graven  on  her  heart,  as  the  sequel  will  show.  So 
fine  a  girl  in  person,  so  excellent  help,  commanding  such  high 
wages,  was  not  without  offers.  The  coachman  courted  her ;  the 
butler  wooed  her ;  a  neighboring  fanner  was  caught  in  the  trap  of 
her  shining  eyes  and  tidy  waist.  Lovers  were  not  wanting,  but  they 
all  pleaded  in  vain,  '  Her  heart  was  fixed  on  the  lad  that  stood  by  her 
side  in  the  sunshine  and  the  storm ;  whose  hand  she  had  clasped 
when  the  vessel  plunged  and  labored,  until  there  seemed  to  be  dan- 
ger to  life.  She  oflen  thought  too  of  the  bright  hours  they  had 
passed  together,  the  moon-lit  seas,  the  clear  heavens  above,  when 
an  approving  Providence  seemed  to  look  down  and  smile  upon 
their  happiness.  She  could  not  forget  all  the  past,  and  loved  on  in 
hope  and  trust  her  Irish  boy. 

We  cannot  call  names,  because  our  story  is  true,  and  our  friends 
may  one  day  be  people  of  conseqifence  in  the  world ;  a  gentleman 
and  lady,  according  to  conventional  sense,  perhaps  in  high  office  and 
dignity ;  and  there  would  be  indelicacy  in  printing  their  names ; 
but  we  will  print  the  moral  of  their  constancy  and  honesty  and 
good  sense.  For  convenience*  sake  we  will  call  them  Charles  and 
Abby. 

The  fate  of  Charles  was  less  fortunate.  He  could  not  bear  his 
solitary  lot  so  equably  and  patiently  as  his  mistress.  The  truth 
must  be  told ;  he  drank  to  drown  his  sorrow,  lost  his  place,  and 
became  an  outcast  in  the  land.  We  will  not  follow  his  painful  de- 
gradation. Could  we  examine  into  all  the  causes,  we  doubt  not 
we  should  find  him  helped  along  down  hill  as  long  as  he  had  any 
thing  that  could  be  of  use  to  any  body.  But  when  he  was  com- 
pletely beggared  of  his  money  and  clothes,  with  barely  enough  to 
cover  his  nakedness,  he  was  kicked  out  of  the  low  places  that  had 
helped  to  ruin  him,  and  stood  degraded  and  despised,  hungry  and 
cold,  in  the  streets  of  the  city. 

As  you  pass  along,  kind  reader,  to  your  place  of  business  in  the 
city,  do  you  not  oflen  see  some  poor  wretch  who  seems  to  be  be- 
wildered and  forsaken  ?  and  do  you  not  pass  him  by  as  you  pass  a 
horse  or  a  dog  ]  There  stands  a  man,  a  brother  man,  your  brother, 
by  a  common  relationship  to  Christ.  Do  you  ever  think  of  help- 
ing such  an  outcast  ]  No ;  you  think  it  impossible  that  you  can 
do  him  any  good.  You  have  had  no  experience  in  such  instances, 
and  you  think  him  a  hopeless  case,  a  ruined  man.  But  you  are 
wrong.  That  form  possesses  a  heart,  pride,  generous  emotion, 
reverence,  affections ;  and  now  that  you  are  regarding  him,  his 
tears  flow ;  his  heart  is  breaking  as  he  remembers  his  father,  his 
mother,  his  home,  far  off  in  a  foreign  land.  A  word  of  kindness 
^11  be  sweeter  now  to  that  man  than  a  handful  of  gold.  He  is 
lost,  crazed,  forsaken,  in  despair.     Only  the  best,  the  truest  natures 
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are  capable  of  feeling  as  he  feels.  The  bad  prosper  by  crime ; 
by  foul  if  not  by  fair  means.  Only  the  pure  can  be  broken- 
hearted. 

Abby  was  riding  into  the  city  with  her  mistress,  who  treated  her 
with  unusual  confidence.  Her  bright  eyes  saw  every  object  in  the 
street.  Was  Charles  ever  absent  from  her  thoughts  %  Never.  She 
saw  a  poor  object  by  the  side  of  the  way ;  it  could  not  be — yes,  it 
is  —  it  is  like — but  oh  no  !  it  is  impossible.  The  coach  nearly  ran 
over  him.  His  eyes  met  her's.  Yes,  it  is  he  !  — there  is  no  mistake. 
She  asked  leave  to  get  out.  She  did  not  hesitate  what  to  do.  Shd 
saw  at  a  glance  how  it  was ;  she  read  with  the  eye  of  true  love 
his  whole  history  since  their  separation.  Her  mistress  had  been 
informed  of  her  secret  grief,  and  divined  the  cause  of  her  condact 
when  she  saw  her,  a  lady  to  all  appearance,  leave  the  carriage  and 
rush  into  the  arms  of  her  lover.  The  street  passengers  said  she  was 
crazy.  It  seemed  so  strange  that  two  persons,  so  differently  clad, 
could  by  any  possibility  have  any  affinity.     But  so  it  was. 

It  is  only  necessary  to  our  moral  to  say,  that  from  the  time  of  this 
meeting  Charles  found  a  friend.*  The  means  Abby  had  accumu- 
lated were  freely  spent  in  restoring  her  lover  to  his  reason  and  his 
health.  She  left  her  place  and  watched  by  his  bed-side.  As  soon 
as  he  was  well  they  were  married. 

These  facts  came  to  my  knowledge  as  their  physician.  They 
removed  to  the  village  where  I  reside.  Abby  has  a  place  in  a 
family  as  cook.  Charles  is  gardener  to  a  gentleman  of  fortune. 
That  which  has  pleased  me  the  most  in  this  matter  is  the  deep  at- 
tachment they  seem  to  feel  for  each  other.  They  expect  soon  to 
go  to  house -keeping.  They  tell  me  that  as  soon  as  they  have  saved 
a  few  hundred  dollars  they  shall  venture  upon  this  step.  They  labor 
in  patience,  slowly  laying  up  their  little  fortune  cent  by  cent ;  and 
every  penny  they  save  is  of  as  much  consequence  to  them  as  the 
thousands  embarked  in  speculation  by  their  rich  employers.  I  often 
talk  with  them  about  the  future,  and  I  learn  to  estimate  my  own 
good  fortune  in  having  a  comfortable  home  by  seeing  the  striving  of 
these  poor  foreigners  barely  for  a  place  to  live  in.  The  summit  of 
their  felicity  will  be  attained  when  they  can  rent  and  fumbh  a  cot- 
tage which  they  can  call  their  home. 

Their  life  is  as  veritable  a  romance  as  Buliver  ever  concocted. 
Their  emotions,  their  hopes  and  fears,  are  as  real  as  if  they  were  a 
gentleman  and  lady  struggling  through  a  fashionable  engagement 
to  marriage. 

I  am  sure,  Mr.  Knickerbocker,  if  you  knew  these  people  you 
would  be  interested  in  them.  Your  Magazine  has  ever  pleaded  the 
rights  of  man  ;  you  have  pledged  yourself  to  respect  honest  effort. 
I  have  been  thinking  what  power  you  have,  as  Editor  of  so  popular 
a  work,  to  breathe  heart  and  hope  into  the  humble ;  how  much  you 
have  it  in  your  power  to  do  for  the  obscure  and  ignorant,  by  ex- 
citing in  the  hearts  of  your  rich  readers — those  who  can  afford  to 
enjoy  the  luxury  of  a  Monthly — an  interest  in  the  struggles  of  th» 
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*^^^«r.  There  is  no  pleasure  like  it  —  like  benevolence.  I  am  a 
I^^^i^or  doctor,  in  a  country  town ;  I  get  fifty  cents  a  visit  from  the 
^\J^ih ;  nothing  from  the  poor.  I  am  called  up  at  night  in  all  wea- 
^^.ers,  to  ride  miles  perhaps ;  and  even  if  I  get  no  money  for  my 
^^^eit,  I  am  always  paid  in  feeling  that  I  relieve  the  suffering. 

I  have  been  in  your  great  city,  and  been  shocked  with  the  ma- 
^liinery  of  vice  there.  Why  do  not  the  people  of  the  city  take 
^ome  action  for  the  poor]  Shut  up  those  low  grog-shops  and  es- 
tablish public  baths,  and  use  other  means  to  elevate  the  poor  to 
oomfortable  habits  and  better  morals  1  Are  you  blind  to  your  duty 
^^  Christians,  or  do  you  only  eo  to  church  to  hear  the  music  and  see 
Ihe  ladies'  feathers  ?  I  can  t  understand  the  indifference  of  the 
proud  cities  of  a  free  nation  to  the  low  vice  in  them.  Is  it  a  neces- 
sary evil  ?     No  one  will  say  so. 

I  see  by  a  late  article  in  your  Magazine  that  you  have  a  valuable 
contributor,  of  my  profession,  who  has  considered  consumption  in 
its  causes  and  cure.  He  speaks  of  the  air.  I  would  say  a  word 
about  the  vice  that  produces  it.  Intemperance  makes  more  con- 
sumptive cases  than  low  situation.  It  is  low  habits,  not  low  rooms 
alone.  Excuse  my  bluntness.  I  have  written  to  you  the  exact 
truth,  as  it  seems  to  me ;   and  am  very  truly  your  obedient  servant^ 

m  *TBB   DoCTOB.' 
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Briohtlt  the  moonlight  is  gilding  the  riyer, 
Stan  are  all  dreaming  serenely  on  high. 

Leaves  Aill  of  mystery  witchingly  quiver. 
Night  with  her  spirits  bears  rule  in  the  sky. 


Come  to  the  tiysting  place !    Spirits  are  calling, 
Beauty  and  Purity  hallow  the  air ; 

Love  has  a  holiness,  now  so  enthralling. 
We  shall  grow  fonder  and  truer  whUe  there. 


Dewy  and  mystic,  the  hill-side  is  flrleaming. 
Silence  seems  bathing  in  moonbeamy  mist. 

Rose-buds  with  beauty  all  stainless  are  teeming, 
Beauty  no  wantoning  zephyr  has  kissed. 


Come  to  the  tr3rsting-place,  dearest !  and  kneeling 
Reyerently  there  at  our  love-lighted  shrine. 

Earnestly,  tnily,  we  11  worship  there,  feeling 
Love  that  bnngs  worriiip  so  pure  is  drrine. 
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only  by  the  obscure  hints  of  a  few  faithful  domestics,  who  without 
betraying  their  comrades  warned  their  masters  of  their  danger. 

The  fearful  question  will  intrude  i  *  In  the  eveiit  of  intasion,  war 
without  or  dissension  within  our  own  borders,  would  the  down-trod- 
den, heavy-laden,  ignorant  beings  in  bondage  among  us  turn  at  last 
and  rend  their  oppressors  1  Paying  off  at  one  fell  stroke  the  long 
score  of  stripes,  cruel  sundering  of  heart-ties,  unnoticed  wailing  and 
tears,  unregarded  complaints  and  prayers  ]  It  is  a  question  of  fear- 
ful import.  TherA  might  amid  the  mighty  mass  be  foiind  a  few 
faithful  ones,  who  in  the  love  which  responds  to  kind  treatment, 
would  at  all  risk,  warn  off  the  impending  danger.  But  with  the 
thousands,  we  fear  the  iron  has  entered  the  soul  as  well  as  seared 
the  skin.  The  exasperated  feelings,  hatred,  revenge,  and  every  evil 
passion,  though  stifled  and  hid  beneath  a  smooth  surface,  may,  like 
the  long  slumbering  volcano,  with  the  grass  growing  green  at  its 
edge  and  the  peaceful  village  at  its  feet,  at  length  burst  forth  to 
wither,  to  overwhelm,  to  consume. 

The  explosion  at  St.  Domingo  was  sudden  and  terrible ;  all  the 
beautiful  plains  in  an  hour  were  covered  with  fire,  and  the  labor  of  a 
century  was  devoured  in  a  night ;  while  the  negroes,  like  unchained 
tigers,  precipitated  themselves  on  their  masters,  seized  their  arras, 
massacred  them  without  pity,  or  threw  them  into  the  flames.  Those 
who  escaped  from  this  scene  of  horror  onboard  of  ships  were  lighted 
in  their  passage  over  the  deep  by  their  burning  habitations.  They 
almost  all  took  refuge  with  us  and  were  welcomed  with  generous 
sympathy  and  kind  hospitality.  To  their  misfortunes  alone  we  owe 
the  arduous  and  successful  efforts  of  some  of  the  most  accomplished 
teachers  and  professors  among  us.  The  frigate  *  La  Fine'  foundered, 
and  five  hundred  of  the  survivors  from  the  flames  perished  in  the 
waves  ! 

The  subsequent  history  of  this  beautiful  island  forms  another 
melancholy  attestation  to  the  truth  that  they  are  least  fitted  to  rule 
who  cannot  be  ruled  ;  self-government  and  justice  in  the  governors 
being  no  loss  essential  than  subordination,  order  and  respect  for 
superiors  in  the  governed  ;  the  bondage  from  which  they  emerg^ed 
being  light  in  comparison  to  the  bondage  to  vice,  indolence  and 
anarchy  into  which  they  rushed.  The  champions  of  liberty  are  look- 
ing on  with  sad  interest  in  her  fate,  and  may  well  weep  at  her  un- 
happy state. 

During  the  massacre  of  Cape-Town,  when  thirty  thousand 
wretched  beings  perished,  with  atrocities  unparalleled  even  in  the 
long  catalogue  of  European  crime,  a  gentleman  of  standing  and 
wealth  was  walking  in  the  out-skirts  of  the  town,  where  he  had 
placed  his  little  family  for  safety,  when  suddenly  two  negroes  turned 
an  angle  of  the  street  and  stood  before  him.  They  were  armed  with 
huge  clubs,  and  their  aspect  was  ferocious  and  dreadful.  They  held 
but  a  short  parley,  when  they  commenced  to  strip  the  prisoner  of 
every  article  of  value,  using  all  the  while  great  swelling  words  of  liber- 
ty and  equality,  right  and  freedom ;  desecrating  them  at  every  breath ! . 

Their  unresisting  victini  pleaded  at  length  for  life ;  his  little' ones ; 
aged  parents.  All  m  vain!  With  dew-eyed  Pity  what  had  t&ey  to  dot 
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^  At  two  o'clock,  the  usual  dinner  hour  of  Gennany,  heaven  only 
^^ows  how  many  are  the  long  discussions  on  the  occurrences  of  this 
Eventful  day ;  the  sage  conjecture  as  to  that  fair  lady  who  passed  the 
Streets  *  with  the  large  and  curiously-fashioned  sleeves/  or  that  gen- 
'^leman  who  *  sported  the  gold-headed  cane  and  wore  the  star  of 
diamonds.'  Terrible  indeed  is  the  confusion,  if  amid  the  numerous 
arrivals  there  should  be  found  any  one  demanding  particular  atten- 
tion ;  as  for  instance,  the  stall-master  of  some  petty  prince,  some 
counsellor  or  baron,  and  still  more  anxious  the  gossip  as  to  his  busi- 
ness, connexions  and  whereabouts. 

It  is  thus  that  this  memorable  Saturday  passes  in  a  state  cSf  con- 
stant pleasurable  excitement,  each  hour  adding  something  to  the 
stock  of  interest  destined  for  a  week's  consumption.  But  alas  !  time 
fleets  away,  and  the  hour  of  departure  is  at  hand.  Already  is  the 
smoke  ascending  from  the  chimneys  of  the  crowded  steamer,  and 
the  Danish  flag  floating  at  its  mast-head.  The  inhabitants  of  Kiel, 
true  to  the  promptings  of  their  curiosity,  have  assembled  at  the  har- 
bor, and  arranged  themselves  along  the  quay.  The  time  has  arrived 
for  a  quick  eye  and  a  ready  ear,  for  soon  this  little  world  of  stran- 
gers will  have  passed  away  and  nothing  remain  but  the  remem- 
brance of  this  active  and  exciting  day. 

It  is  now  seven  !  Already  has  the  canon  uttered  its  farewell 
salute  to  the  village,  and  the  little  vessel  swam  like  a  bee-hive  with 
its  multitude  of  occupants,  as  it  glides  swiftly  out  upon  the  ocean. 
Many  are  the  neat  white  'kerchiefs  waved  in  token  of  adieu,  and 
still  more  numerous  the  blue  eyes  glistening  with  tears  of  sadness, 
falling  like  pearls  on  many  a  rosy  countenaince.  Alas  !  happy  in- 
deed are  those  who  weep !  The  far  wanderer  from  his  native  land 
has  no  such  consolation.  He  quits  each  foreign  shore  without  regret, 
with  scarce  sensation  ;  for  there  are  none  to  tender  him  the  hand  of 
friendship  nor  to  breathe  farewell  I  His  friends,  alas !  are  elsewhere, 
and  how  knows  he  in  that  moment  that  they  think  of  him  ! 

But  the  busy,  living  machine  is  now  in  motion.  The  waves  ripple 
around  the  wheels  that  break  their  surfaces  of  crystal,  and  the  ves- 
sel speeds  her  course  right  onward  like  a  bird.  Already  all  of  Kiel 
has  disappeared  save  her  Gothic  steeples,  and  her  house-tops,  les- 
sening in  the  distance.  The  sea  is  calm,  and  the  sky  most  beautiful, 
while  the  setting  sun  just  visible  above  the  leafless  height  of  Dun- 
Bterbrook  it  gilding  with  its  rays  the  bay  and  all  surrounding  objects. 
It  is  now  the  stillness  and  repose  of  nature  !  Why,  mingling  as  I  do 
mid  such  sweet  scenes,  was  there  not  granted  me  a  poet's  nature ! 
With  what  enthusiasm  could  I  then  descnbe  this  holy  hour  of  peace  ; 
tbiA  seeming  withdrawal  from  the  world,  where  one  beholds  above 
and  around  him  nothing  but  the  heavens,  glowing  with  the  liit  rays 
of  the  departed  sun,  and  overhanging  this  vast  silver  ocean !  With 
what  rapture  might  I  then  speak  of  this  beautiful  Baltic ;  this  sea, 
chaunted  by  the  ancient  Scalds  and  traversed  by  the  Vikings ! 

But  alas  I  I  claim  to  be  no  poet,  nor  is  the  appearance  of  a  steamer 
even  in  mid-ocean  aught  else  than  prosaic.     Look  for  instance  at 


210  Kiel:   TVadifions  of  tJte   Baltic,  [September, 


that  column  of  smoke,  creeping  stealthily  and  slowly  upward  ;  that 
machine  graduating  its  movements  with  mathematical  precision ; 
that  vane,  lazily  pointing  out  the  changes  of  the  wind,  and  those 
wheels  which  have  usurped  the  place  of  the  ancient  full-oar  battery ! 
It  has  gone  now,  this  once  sweet  poetry  of  the  sea  !  All  is  busy, 
bustling  reality.  Adieu  forever  to  those  beautiful  evolutions  of 
better  times,  commanded  in  high  tones  and  executed  with  incon- 
ceivable rapidity !  Adieu  to  those  snow-white  sails,  gracefully  rising 
above  each  other,  now  swelling  as  it  were  with  conscious  pride,  ana 
anon  drooping  lifeless  along  the  mast,  as  if  mourning  their  departed 
energies.  Adieu  to  all  those  excitements  and  uncertainties,  those 
joys  and  deceptions,  which  once  constituted  the  beauty  and  the  ro- 
mance of  the  sailor-life ! 

Yes  !  ploughing  through  it,  as  one  does  at  present,  the  sea  must 
be  regarded  as  prosaic.  Who  could  imagine  Byron  gazing  on  the 
tar-besmeared  chimney  of  a  steamer,  and  inditing  those  verses  of 
Childe  Harold : 

'He  who  hath  sailed  upon  the  dark  bluo  sea, 
Hath  viewed  at  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight  V 

Or  think  you  that  the  actors  in  *  Othello'  would  have  uttered  the 
joyful  cry  of  *  A  sail !  a  sail !'  when  gazing  upon  the  vessel  bearing 
the  gentle  Desdemona,  had  they  only  to  announce  an  oily,  smoky 
steam-boat  ? 

No !  the  steamer  is  emphatically  the  vessel  of  the  merchant ;  and 
one  lives  there  as  within  a  counting-house.  Every  thing  is  neat, 
polished,  distributed  with  reference  to  the  strictest  economy,  and 
arranged  in  perfect  order.  The  passengers  all  pay  in  advance. 
They  depart  precisely  at  the  time  appointed,  and  arrive  with  equal 
regularity.  During  the  continuance  of  the  voyage,  they  must  prove 
themselves  sociable  men  and  good  companions.  No  one  has  the 
right  to  withdraw  in  melancholy  moodiness  nor  to  dream  apart. 
Your  fellow  prisoners  come  to  you ;  they  claim  the  right  to  know 
your  birth-place  and  the  story  of  your  travels.  In  return  they  give 
you  their  own  history  and  projects.  They  bid  you  good-night  affec- 
tionately and  greet  you  in  the  morning  as  a  friend. 

Even  those  who  seek  to  escape  this  intimacy,  will  fall  the  victims 
of  sea-sickness  which  maybe  pronounced  the  perfection  of  democ- 
racy, perfectly  annihilating  all  distinctions  and  humbling  human 
vanity.  The  powerful  noble,  struggling  beneath  its  influence,  thinks 
little  of  his  chateau  or  his  titles,  but  stretches  himself  at  full  length 
on  the  deck,  beside  the  common  peasant.  The  haughty  dame  too 
seems  to  forget  her  dignity  with  each  movement  of  the  vessel.  The 
proprietors  of  steamers  are  great  lovers  of  sea-sickness.  They 
count  upon  it,  and  it  rarely  deceives  their  calculations.  In  passing 
for  instance  from  Kiel  to  Copenhagen,  dinner  must  be  paid  for  in 
advance,  at  least  by  those  who  are  sufficiently  fool-hardy  to  consider 
any  such  meal  an  act  of  prudence.  It  is  always  served  however 
under  the  worst  possible  circumstances ;  that  is  to  say,  on  one's  ar- 


1846.]  Kiel:   Traditicm  of  the  Baltic.  211 

rival  opposite  Kioge,  in  a  narrow  strait  where  the  wind  has  its  full 
force  and  the  sea  is  most  outrageous.  It  is  hardly  to  he  wondered 
at  then  that  the  miserable  passengers  receive  all  invitations  to  their 
places  with  evident  reluctance,  or  that  the  beef-steaks  literally  walk 
over  the  tables,  finding  no  consumers.  To  all  this  may  be  added 
another  notable  invention,  that  of  endeavoring  to  cover  the  beds  of 
the  unlucky  occupants  with  two  miserable  apologies  for  sheet  and 
blanket.  In  this  way  one  is  employed  during  *  the  first  portion  of 
the  night  in  vain  endeavors  to  enclose  himself  in  a  sheet,  whose  two 
sides  seem  to  have  sworn  eternal  opposition,  and  the  other  half  in 
constant  clutchings  at  a  coverlid,  which  following  the  laws  of  gravity 
is  continually  gliding  to  the  floor.  The  result  is,  as  the  sheet  obsti- 
nately refuses  all  attempts  at  its  enlargement,  and  the  coverlid  with 
equal  pertinacity  resumes  its  downward  tendency,  that  every  one  is 
ready  to  hurry  on  deck  with  the  first  dawn  of  daylight,  heartily 
blessing  his  stars  that  he  has  not  another  night  to  pass  in  this  foul 
place  of  misery. 

Happily  on  escaping  from  this  scene  of  suffering  one  finds  him- 
self enjoying  the  freshness  of  the  morning  air,  and  surrounded  by 
innumerable  charms  of  Nature  ;  for  she  at  least  has  formed  no  alli- 
ance with  the  steam-proprietors  of  Copenhagen  to  mete  out  the 
happiness  of  travellers  by  the  gingle  of  a  few  miserable  shillings. 

At  sunrise  the  vessel  doubles  the  point  of  Falstar,  passing  between 
Seeland  and  a  great  number  of  small  islands,  floating  like  flowers 
upon  the  water.  It  is  on  these  isolated  spots  that  the  peasant-fish- 
erman lives  as  in  a  life-boat,  with  the  waves  leaping  and  revelling 
around  the  very  door-steps  of  his  miserable  cabin.  The  sea  how- 
ever is  his  element ;  the  source  of  his  joys  and  griefs ;  his  world 
and  barrier.  It  is  here  that  he  pursues  his  daily  occupation.  Some- 
times the  smiling  surface  of  the  water  seems  to  call  him  forth  upon 
its  bosom,  gently  undulating  beneath  the  dippings  of  his  active  oar, 
while  the  cloudless  heavens  lie  spread  out  above,  resembling  clear 
blue  plains  that  storms  have  never  visited  ;  and  the  whispered  mur- 
murs of  the  forest  winds  are  not  more  pleasant  than  the  gentle  rip- 
pling of  the  waves  parting  before  his  gliding  boat,  to  close  again  m 
arrowy  lines  of  foam,  resembling  silver  ribbands.  It  is  then  that  the 
water-spirits  seem  to  chant  wild  sea-songs  in  their  grottoes,  and  the 
mermaid  rising  to  the  summit  of  the  wave,  charms  the  deluded 
voyager. 

But  anon  this  sea  so  calm  is  irritated  into  sudden  fury,  and  howls 
around  these  desolate  islands,  enchaining  them  with  its  mad  sweep 
of  waters  like  a  zealous  and  despairing  lover.  The  hardy  fisher- 
man knows  well  thdse  caprices  of  his  mistress,  and  he  loves  her 
alike  in  her  gentleness  and  her  wrath. 

It  is  asserted  by  tradition  that  these  islands  are  the  work  of  pow- 
erful enchanters,  who  placed  them  as  so  many  stepping-stones  to  aid 
their  progress ;  thus  establishing  convenient  stations  along  their 
route.  In  some  instances  they  approach  so  near  to  each  other  that 
the  intermediate  space  of  water  loses  altogether  the  appearance  of 
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a  sea,  and  more  resembles  such  rivers  as  the  Rhine  and  Scheld.  The 
opposite  shores  are  distinctly  visible,  and  one  can  easily  count  the 
houses  which  adorn  them,  or  on  Sundays,  when  the  steamer  passes 
abreast  of  Falstar,  can  hear  the  sound  of  its  numerous  bells,  and 
almost  respond  to  the  religious  services  of  its  cathedral. 

A  little  farther  on,  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  place,  taking  you  to 
the  bows  of  the  vessel,  point  out  with  pride  an  immense  mass  of 
gray  rock,  running  up  into  arrow-like  summits  and  crowned  with 
scanty  trees.  One  should  not  however  be  deceived  in  its  appear- 
ance, for  though  a  geologist  would  place  it  amid  the  calcareous  for- 
mations, yet  far  different  is  its  origin  ;  nor  are  those  real  trees  which 
seem  to  crown  the  summit.  It  is  in  fact  the  residence  of  a  young 
and  beautiful  fairy  who  reigns  over  the  islands  and  adjoining  sea. 
This  apparently  naked  rock  is  her  robe  descending  in  ample  folds 
to  the  water,  and  colored  by  the  sun-beam,  while  these  needle- 
like summits  form  her  sceptre,  and  these  trees  her  crown.  It  is  here 
she  presides  in  state,  seated  on  the  highest  pinnacle,  called  the 
Drouning's-stol,*  and  watching  over  her  empire,  guards  alike  the 
vessel  of  the  merchant  and  the  fi*ail  bark  of  the  fisherman.  Often 
too  the  most  harmonious  sounds  are  heard  floating  from  the  coast, 
sung  by  no  mortal  voices,  and  resembling  not  the  music  of  the  world. 
It  is  the  melody  of  the  young  fairies  chaunting  as  they  dance  around 
their  gentle  Queen,  who  regards  their  sports  with  pleasure.  Is  it 
not  true  that  the  common  people  are  the  greatest  ot  all  poets  1  In 
their  hands  imagination  becomes  most  active.  It  analyzes  and  dis- 
cusses, invents  and  bestows  life  on  inanimate  objects,  finding  yigror- 
ous  existence  where  mere  philosophy  dreams  only  of  inert  matter. 
It  passes  along  the  border  of  some  lake  and  peoples  it  with  spirits ; 
it  wanders  beneath  a  mountain  precipice,  and  discovering  it  to  be  the 
castle  of  some  youthful  sovereign,  calls  it  *  Monsklint.f 

At  Monsklint  the  sea  resumes  its  usual  open  appearance,  and 
the  coast  of  Kioge  sfeems  to  recede  suddenly  as  if  to  give  place  tc 
the  numberless  vessels  which  pass  along  its  shores.  From  this  point 
to  Copenhagen  the  ocean  is  literally  alive  with  barks  of  all  descrip- 
tions, some  flying  before  favorable  winds,  and  others  beating  uj 
against  rebellious  waves.  If  there  ever  is  a  time  when  the  com- 
mander of  our  little  steamer  may  feel  justly  proud,  it  is  while  pass- 
ing  rapidly  through  this  forest  of  masts,  many  a  schooner  famed  fbi 
its  swiftness,  many  a  staunch  brig,  now  struggling  for  a  passage,  oi 
some  proud  frigate  with  its  cloud  of  sails  and  army  of  seamen.  One 
sees  before  him  on  the  right  the  coast  of  Sweden,  and  the  towering 
spires  of  Lund  ;  on  the  left,  the  shores  of  Denmark,  the  fortrsM 
which  defends  the  capital,  and  the  harbor  filled  with  vessels  of  all 
nations.  At  noon  we  were  off  Monsklint ;  at  two  we  anchor  in  the 
bay  of  Copenhagen. 

The  shores  of  the  Baltic  teem  with  innumerable  traditions.  Some 
bearing  the  impress  of  a  true  religious  sentiment,  and  othprs  equally 
sti-ong  characteristics  of  a  pagan  origin.     The  former  are  touching 


'  Queen's  S»;at.  t  The  Rock  of  the  Youii?  Bwiutj. 


1846. J  Kiel:   Traditions  of  the  Baltic.  213 


and  simple  as  an  elegy ;  the  latter,  wild  and  impassioned  as  some 
fairy  tale.  The  sailor  of  the  Baltic  is  proverbially  superstitious. 
His  adventurous  life,  and  the  vicissitudes  and  dangers  to  which  he 
is  subjected,  seem  to  nourish  a  love  for  the  wild  and  marvellous. 
Surprised  as  he  often  is  by  sudden  tempests  on  that  fickle  sea,  and 
wholly  unacquainted  with  the  laws  regulating  the  great  changes  in 
temperature  to  which  he  is  daily  subjected,  he  is  prone  to  attribute 
each  new  effect  to  supernatural  causes.  He  believes  in  evil  genii 
and  unlucky  days,  in  fate  and  earthly  penances.  These  traditions 
seem  to  be  perpetuated  among  the  Islands  of  the  North  by  the  lone- 
liness of  their  position.  They  originate  as  it  were  in-  the  very  soil, 
and  are  transmitted  by  successive  generations.  The  mariner  learns 
them  in  his  childhood,  recounts  them  in  his  numerous  voyages,  and 
brings  them  back  uninjured  by  the  lapse  of  time  to  be  re-told  beside 
the  hearth  of  his  family.  In  these  islands,  as  in  the  northern  coun- 
tries of  Germany,  every  one  knows  the  history  of  elfs  and  giants, 
of  magic  swords  and  treasures  guarded  by  dragons.  They  tell  you 
of  old  men  of  the  sea,  with  green  beards,  whose  falling  hair  resem- 
bles water-lilies ;  who  sing  at  evening  from  the  wave-tops,  calling 
the  young  Queen  of  the  Ocean,  that  they  may  conduct  her  to  the 
crystal  grottoes.  They  have  dark  tales  too  of  sorcerers  who  are 
able  by  enchantment  to  produce  tempests  and  huge  waves,  destroy- 
ing the  barks  of  the  fishermen.  They  believe  also  (as  is  general 
with  the  inhabitants  of  the  rocky  countries  of  Europe,)  in  *  Chas- 
seurs' who  in  expiation  of  offences  are  condemned  to  wander  eter- 
nally through  tangled  underwood  and  marshes.  The  inhabitants 
of  Stemsklmt  declare  that  they  often  hear  at  night  the  deep  baying 
of  the  hunting  dogs  of  Gr6ngette,  and  behold  the  hunter  following 
with  lance  in  hand ;  and  they  often  scatter  oats  before  their  dwell- 
ings, as  food  for  the  unearthly  coursers,  that  their  owners  may  not 
trample  down  the  harvest  fields  in  their  wild  chase.  Here  too  they 
believe  in  the  existence  of  a  Dwarf-King,  who  reigns  at  the  same 
time  over  the  islands  of  Stem,  M6  and  Riiger ;  that  he  has  a  chariot 
drawn  by  four  black  horses,  as  he  passes  through  the  air  from  one 
possession  to  another.  When  the  neighing  of  his  courser  is  dis- 
€inctly  heard,  the  sea  is  overspread  with  darkness.  This  king  has  a 
numerous  army  at  command,  and  his  soldiers  are  the  trees  that  stud 
the  islands.  During  the  day-time  they  are  condemned  to  wear  the 
appearance  of  trees,  but  at  night  retake  their  real  forms,  and  armed 
^th  sword  and  helmet,  march  proudly  in  the  moonlight.  In  periods 
of  war  they  assemble  for  battle,  and  wo  to  the  enemy  who  meditates 
an  invasion  of  their  country  ! 

We  have  said  that  some  of  these  ti-aditions  owe  their  origin  to  a 
religious  sentiment.  The  great  law  of  charity,  the  dogma  of  pe- 
nance and  the  mysticism  of  the  middle  ages  are  often  found  con- 
cealed beneath  the  gaijb  of  fiction,  and  shadowed  forth  in  symbols. 
The  very  name  of  Maribo,  for  instance,  suggests  the  residence  of 
Mary.  It  is  said  that  the  Virgin  announced  by  celestial  tokens  her 
choice  of  this  spot  as  an  abode,  and  caused  a  chapel  to  be  erected 
VOL.  zzvm.  28 
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to  her  memory.  The  He  du  Pr6tre,  or  Priest'B  Island,  recalls  too  a 
holy  legend.  It  was  inhabited  by  a  priest  named  Andrew,  cele- 
brated far  and  wide  for  many  virtues.  His  poverty  was  such  how- 
ever that  he  possessed  only  one  penny,  which  he  sent,  when  in  need 
of  any  thing,  to  some  merchant  or  laborer,  and  which  was  always 
returned,  accompanied  by  the  object  of  his  wishes.  The  island  still 
retains  its  name,  but  the  priest  and  the  penny  are  no  more. 

On  another  of  the  Baltic  borders  stood  in  ancient  times  a  church, 
which  was  profaned  by  bachannals  and  engulfed  in  the  ocean.  At 
night,  it  is  said,  may  be  distinctly  heard  the  miserable  victims  chaunt- 
ing  with  many  groans  the  psalms  of  penitence ;  and  when  the  sea 
is  calm,  one  can  discover  tl^ugh  the  clear  water  the  candles  still 
burning  before  the  altar.  , 

At  Falstar  there  resided  formerly  a  woman  of  immense  wealth, 
who  unfortunately  had  no  heir  to  inherit  it.  Desiring  therefore  to 
apply  her  riches  to  religious  purposes,  she  used  a  portion  in  the 
construction  of  a  church.  On  the  completion  of  the  edifice  she 
considered  herself  entitled  to  some  recompense  from  Heaven  for 
her  pious  efforts.  She  prayed  therefore  that  her  life  might  be  pro- 
longed during  the  duration  of  her  church,  and  the  boon  was  granted. 
Death  passed  before  her  doors  but  entered  not,  and  though  mowing 
down  on  all  sides  friends  and  relations,  lefi  her  still  untouched.  She 
lived  on  and  on  through  bloody  wars,  famine,  pestilence,  and  all  the 
scourges  which  afflict  humanity,  until  so  lengthened  was  her  life 
that  she  could  find  no  one  whose  company  was  pleasant  or  desira- 
ble. Her  conversation  was  ofttimes  so  old  that  none  could  compre- 
hend her.  She  had  demanded  perpetual  life,  but  had  forgotten  to 
ask  also  the  additional  boon  of  youth  and  beauty.  Heaven  had 
accorded  her  exact  wishes,  but  no  more.  She  grew  old  and  feeble, 
and  successively  lost  her  sight,  hearing  and  speech.  She  then 
caused  herself  to  be  enclosed  in  an  oaken  coffin  and  placed  within 
the  church.  Each  year  at  Christmas  she  recovers  during  one  hour 
the  use  of  her  faculties,  and  at  that  time  a  priest  approaches  to  re- 
ceive her  orders  ;  the  unhappy  woman,  half  rising  from  her  restine- 
place,  demands  with  anxiety :  *  Is  my  church  still  standing!' 
*  Yes,'  replies  the  priest.  *  Would  to  God,'  she  exclaims,  *  it  were 
annihilated  !'  and  fainting  with  the  effort,  she  falls  senseless,  and  the 
coffin  closes  over  her. 

There  is  still  another  legend  recounted  by  the  poet  (Ehlenschl&ger, 
or  rather,  as  it  should  be  termed,  a  story  from  real  life.  A  poor 
sailor  has  been  rendered  crazy  by  the  shipwreck  of  his  daughter. 
Each  day,  rowing  out  his  bark  upon  the  ocean,  he  strikes  upon  a 
drum,  calling  loudly  on  his  child.  *  Come,'  he  exclaims,  *  come 
forth  from  your  retreat.  I  will  place  you  beside  me  in  my  boat, 
and  if  you  are  dead  I  will  give  you  burial  in  consecrated  ground ; 
a  tomb  surrounded  with  flowers  and  shadii\g  trees,  where  you  shaU 
repose  better  than  amid  these  wild  waves  of  the  ocean.*  But  alas ! 
the  unhappy  father  calls  in  vain  ;  and  as  night  gathers  around  his 
way,  he  returns,  saying,  *  To-morrow  I  will  go  still  farther,  for  my 
poor  child  has  not  heard  me  !' 
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PAKT    7ZB8T. 

WrrmN  a  yale,  a  oottaga  white, 
From  oat  its  nest  of  vines  and  trees. 

Stole  picture-like  upon  the  sight, 
And  spoke  of  simple  life  and  peace. 

And  there  each  mom  the  dewy  air, 
With  many-scented  fragrance  frau^^tf 

To  hearts  that  felt  no  heavy  care 
A  fresher  life  of  joyance  brought. 

There  dwelt  a  pair,  whose  daily  strife 
Of  mutual  love  and  careful  duty 

Kept  always  fresh,  around  their  life. 
The  rarest  charms  of  quiet  beauty. 

Their  life,  that  far  from  panting  noon. 
In  morning  freshness  round  them  lay/ 

First  felt  complete  its  richest  boon 
When  little  Mabt  came  with  May. 

Then  all  their  inmost  being  gushed 
With  music  that  had  slept  before. 

And  light  whose  radiance  all  things  flushed/ 
Till  earth  and  sky  their  gladness  wore. 

In  all  the  pure  deliciotis  claims 
That  round  a  parent's  spirits  coil. 

The  baby  brought  them  gladder  aims, 
And  nrmer  strength  for  daily  toil. 

In  bliss  they  watched  its  waking  gaze 
Of  curious  wonder,  vague  and  dim. 

And  smiles,  the  spirit's  dawning  rays, 
Till  oft  their  eyes  would  overbrim. 

And  when  at  length  in  utterance  broken! 

They  heard  the  little  creature's  voice. 
No  angel's  song  could  so  have  spoken 

To  wake  the  answering  choir  cSf  joya 

She  grew  a  beauteous  sybil-flower. 
From  whctoe  unfoldmg  breast  it  seemisd 

Some  bless6d  spurit's  eyes,  each  hour, 
In  fuller,  brighter  beauty  gleamed. 

Five  y6a»  she  grew,  and  ever  made 
Their  home  with  bosom-fragranoe  rife  ^ 

It  seemed  with  them  an  angel  stayed 
To  move  the  sweetest  founts  of  bIb. 
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JoyB  grew ;  with  daily  deepening  glow 

Around  them  fell  the  morning  light ; 
Days  went  with  more  melodiooB  fSiw, 

And  wearying  toil  was  rich  delight. 

Their  life  appeared  a  wondrous  Bong, 

That  spoke  response  to  all  things  fkir, 
Whose  mystic  tones,  the  air  along. 

Came  gushing  soft  from  every  where. 


PART     8BOOWO. 

But  we  are  blind,  and  fail  to  see 
The  holiest  things,  until  appears 

(When  Joy*8  delicious  trances  flee,) 
The  sacred  ministry  of  tears. 

No  human  soul  on  earth  may  spend 
Entranced  in  bliss  its  force  divine. 

Or  leave  its  awful  task,  and  bend 
Unscourged  before  an  idol's  shrine. 

Oh,  no !    They  woke  in  stunned  surprise, 
For  Mart's  music-breathing  lips, 

Her  frolic  hands  ^d  pleading  eyes. 
Were  cold  and  still  in  DeaUi's  eclipse ! 

How  still  in  waxen  beauty  lay. 
With  faded  rose-buds  on  its  breast. 

The  little  form,  when  borne  away 
And  laid  alone  in  earth  to  rest ! 


They  felt  a  darkness  m  the  sky. 
The  summer  winds  all  sang  of  sorrow, 

The  flowers  for  something  seemed  to  sigh, 
That  could  not  come  again  to  monow. 

Oh  God  !  the  aching  heart  was  sent 
To  give  divinost  Wisdom  birth. 

And  wake  Thy  truth  in  soul's  intent 
To  build  a  Paradise  oo  earth. 


I'ART    rniBD. 

Still  Mart's  name,  a  holy  thing 
Kept  warm  by  many  a  long  caress, 

Has  undiminislied  power  to  bring 
The  pangs  of  hallowed  tendemeoL 

Her  little  garments,  books  and  toys, 
Preserved  like  things  a  saint  reveres, 

Remembrance  often  still  employs 
To  make  them  tremulous  with  team. 
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BT    nOSB     STAVDISE. 


Not  many  days  since,  a  history  of  a  romantic  nature  came  to  my 
knowledge,  which  I  recorded,  as  being  interesting  and  remarkable, 
if  not  instructive.  It  grew  out  of  the  Revolution  at  St.  Domingo. 
But  let  me  first  refresh  the  reader's  memory  as  to  the  existing  state 
of  public  affairs  at  the  time  of  the  narrative. 

The  cry  of  liberty  and  equality  which  resounded  in  revolutionary 
France  was  responded  to  nowhere  more  warmly  and  vehemently 
than  in  the  beautiful  and  hitherto  peaceful  island  of  St.  Domingo. 
The  slave  population,  which  exceeded  that  of  the  white  by  more 
than  ten-fold,  were  quickly  imbued  by  revolutionary  agents  and  emis- 
saries, who  poured  into  the  minds  of  this  benighted  yet  ardent  peo- 
ple the  new-bom  ideas  of  perfect  equality  and  *  largest  liberty,' 
which  prevailed  at  home. 

The  French  Revolution  was  hailed  by  the  friends  of  freedom  and 
humanity  over  the  whole  world  as  an  event  portending  rich  blessings 
to  mankind.     In  a  deep  and  true  sense  so  it  proved, 

'  From  avil  still  educing  good.' 

It  taught  indeed  many  a  deep  and  solemn  lesson ;  lessons  which 
will  not  soon  be  forgotten.  Barriers  were  broken  down,  prejudices 
weakened,  distinctions  removed.  The  foundations  of  society  were 
broken  up,  and  an  edifice  more  grand  and  simple  in  its  proportions 
has  arisen,  in  place  of  the  one  encrusted  with  decorations,  crowded 
and  cumbered  with  ornament,  yet  wholly  inconvenient  and  without 
utility.  Still,  the  heart  of  *  millions  yet  unborn'  will  sicken  at  the 
recital  of  those  sanguinary  and  heart-rending  scenes,  when  the 
names  of  Reason  and  Philosophy  were  desecrated,  and  their  light 
quenched  in  passion,  brutality  and  blasphemy.  Many  an  eye  unused 
to  weep  virill  shed  pitying  tears  over  the  history  and  bitter  fate  of 
the  beautiful  Queen  and  her  children,  and  the  amiable  monarch,  of 
whom  a  generous  poet  has  said  : 

*  Jainaia  taac  de  respect  n'admittant  de  pki^.' 

The  planters  of  St.  Domingo  took  part  with  the  popular  party, 
and  blindly  aided  in  the  propagation  of  principles  destined  erelong 
to  fall  in  retributive  justice  on  their  own  heads.  On  the  night  of 
the  twenty-second  of  August,  1791,  the  negro  revolt,  long  and  secretly 
orffanized,  broke  forth,  and  Wrapt  the  whole  northern  part  of  the 
colony  in  flames ! 

So  inviolable  was  the  secresy,  says  Alison,  so  general  the  dissimu- 
lation of  the  slaves,  that  this  awful  catastrophe  was  no  wise  appre- 
hended by  the  European  proprietors ;  and  a  conspiracy,  which  em- 
braced nearly  the  whole  neg^o  population  of  the  iftleoid,  was  rerealed 
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only  by  the  obscure  hints  of  a  few  faithful  domestics,  who  without 
betraying  their  comrades  warned  their  masters  of  their  danger. 

The  fearful  question  will  intrude  i  *  In  the  event  of  intasion,  war 
without  or  dissension  within  our  own  borders,  would  the  down-trod- 
den, heavy-laden,  ignorant  beings  in  bondage  among  us  turn  at  last 
and  rend  their  oppressors  ]  Paying  off  at  one  fell  stroke  the  long 
score  of  stripes,  cruel  sundering  of  heart-ties,  unnoticed  wailing  and 
tears,  unregarded  complaints  and  prayers  %  It  is  a  question  of  fear- 
ful import.  TherA  might  amid  the  mighty  mass  be  foiind  a  few 
faithful  ones,  who  in  the  love  which  responds  to  kind  treatment, 
would  at  all  risk,  warn  off  the  impending  danger.  But  vvith  the 
thousands,  we  fear  the  iron  has  entered  the  soul  as  well  as  seared 
the  skin.  The  exasperated  feelings,  hatred,  revenge,  and  every  evil 
passion,  though  stifled  and  hid  beneath  a  smooth  surface,  may,  like 
the  long  slumbering  volcano,  with  the  grass  growing  green  at  its 
edge  and  the  peaceful  village  at  its  feet,  at  length  burst  forth  to 
wither,  to  overwhelm,  to  consume. 

The  explosion  at  St.  Domingo  was  sudden  and  terrible ;  all  the 
beautiful  plains  in  an  hour  were  covered  with  fire,  and  the  labor  of  a 
century  was  devoured  in  a  night ;  while  the  negroes,  like  unchained 
tigers,  precipitated  themselves  on  their  masters,  seized  their  arras, 
massacred  them  without  pity,  or  threw  them  into  the  flames.  Those 
who  escaped  fi'om  this  scene  of  horror  on  board  of  ships  were  lighted 
in  their  passage  over  the  deep  by  their  burning  habitations.  They 
almost  all  took  refuge  with  us  and  were  welcomed  with  generous 
sympathy  and  kind  hospitality.  To  their  misfortunes  alone  we  owe 
the  arduous  and  successful  efforts  of  some  of  the  most  accomplished 
teachers  and  professors  among  us.  The  frigate  '  La  Fine'  foundered^ 
and  five  hundred  of  the  survivors  from  the  flames  perished  in  the 
waves  ! 

The  subsequent  history  of  this  beautiful  island  forms  another 
melancholy  attestation  to  the  truth  that  they  are  least  fitted  to  rule 
who  cannot  be  ruled  ;  self-government  and  justice  in  the  governors 
being  no  less  essential  than  subordination,  order  and  respect  for 
superiors  in  the  governed  ;  the  bondage  from  which  they  emerged 
being  light  in  comparison  to  the  bondage  to  vice,  indolence  and 
anarchy  into  which  they  rushed.  The  champions  of  liberty  are  look- 
ing on  with  sad  interest  in  her  fate,  and  may  well  weep  at  her  un- 
happy state. 

During  the  massacre  of  Cape-Town,  when  thirty  thousand 
wretched  beings  perished,  with  atrocities  unparalleled  even  in  the 
long  catalogue  of  European  crime,  a  gentleman  of  standing  and 
wealth  was  walking  in  the  out-skirts  of  the  town,  where  he  had 
placed  his  little  family  for  safety,  when  suddenly  two  negroes  turned 
an  angle  of  the  street  and  stood  before  him.  They  were  armed  with 
huge  clubs,  and  their  aspect  was  ferocious  and  dreadful.  They  held 
but  a  short  parley,  when  they  commenced  to  strip  the  prisoner  of 
every  article  of  value,  using  all  the  while  great  swelling  wordB  of  liber- 
ty and  equality,  right  and  freedom ;  desecrating  them  at  every  breath ! . 

Their  unresisting  victini  pleaded  at  length  for  life ;  his  little' ones ; 
aged  parents.  All  m  vain!  Withdew-eyedPitywhathftdllAeytodoi 
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They  laugh  —  a  fiendish  laugh  !  The  hand  of  the  most  savage,  if 
there  could  he  such  distinction,  was  raised*  to  do  the  murderous 
deed  ;  it  was  ahout  to  fall,  when  a  piercing  cry  rent  the  air.  It  is- 
sued from  a  neighboring  balcony,  and  arrested  the  uplifted  arm.  In 
a  moment  the  utterer  of  that  cry  of  despair  rushed  toward  them. 
The  lady  had  heard  the  pleading  words,  had  seen  the  murderous 
arm  upraised.  Horror-struck  and  agonized,  she  was  impelled  to 
attempt  a  rescue,  although  she  knew  not  the  victim.  Personal 
safety  was  unthought  of.     Precious  fruit  of  humanity ! 

She  took  from  her  finger  a  jewel  of  great  value.  It  Hashed  in 
the  sun,  and  soon  caught  the  cupidity  of  the  dusky  band.  Con- 
trasted with  their  dark  skin,  it  shone  as  a  star  amid  the  night,  and 
they  smiled  in  unholy  pleasure.  They  gave  up  their  wretched  cap- 
tive, on  the  condition  of  his  immediately  fleeing  from  the  island. 
Hurried  to  the  sea-side,  he  was  made  to  embark  in  a  ship  setting 
sail  for  the  *  Home  of  the  Free.* 

We  may  imagine  but  cannot  describe  the  feelings  of  a  parent,  in 
leaving  to  the  tender  mercy  of  rebel-slaves  —  in  blood-thirstiness, 
cruelty  and  revenge,  fiends  incarnate  —  his  little  innocent  children, 
dear  as  his  heait's-blood,  and  the  *  light  of  his  eyes  !'  As  he  leaned 
against  the  vesseVs  side,  and  watched  the  shores  of  the  island  fast 
receding  from  his  sight,  their  soft  endearments  and  winning  ways, 
so  fresh  in  his  memory ;  their  helplessness,  baflled  inquiry  and  fruit- 
less search  for  him;  wrought  so  powerfully  upon  his  frame,  that  his 
limbs  refused  to  bear  him  up ;  all  resolution  was  taken  away ;  and 
the  *  strong  man  and  mighty'  wept  as  a  child !  The  ship  was  swiftly 
bearing  him  away  from  all  that  made  life  dear ;  its  sweetest  tie  was 
rent.     For  what  had  he  fled  1 

He  landed  on  these  happy  shores,  but  went  about  a  heavy-hearted 
m^n  in  a  strange  land.  Its  fields  were  green,  its  skies  clear,  its 
waters  pure ;  its  freedom  was  peaceful :  open  doors  welcomed  the 
exile,  and  warm  hearts  received,  cherished,  and  essayed  to  comfort ; 
but  the  'hunger  of  the  soul'  would  not  be  appeased.  He  thirsted 
for  tidings  of  his  little  ones,  and  the  sight  of  a  pebble  from  the  shore 
of  his  ill-fated  island-home  would  cause  his  heart  to  swell  with  an- 
guish, and  wring  the  tears  from  his  eyes  ! 

Scarcely  a  week  after  the  embarkation  of  the  vessel  above-named 

3  ship  bound  for  a  northern  port  of  the  United  States  stood  ofl*  the 

shores  of  Cape  St.  Francois.     The  fearful  work  of  destruction  was 

g"oing  on  within  the  town,  and  hundreds  of  poor  creatures  had  sought 

^efuge  from  death  and  outrage  in  this  floating  sanctuary.     They  are 

^iDout  to  draw  anchor,  when  the  captain  espies  from  the  deck  of  the 

'^^ssel  two  very  little  boys  on  shore.     They  are  gazing  seaward  with 

^t: reaming  eyes  and  wistful  faces.     Anon,  they  run  up  and  down  the 

^{^ch  ;  stop,  and  gaze  again.     At  length  one,  in  childish  innocence, 

^^^gins  sportively  to  tumble  in  the  sand,  to  build  sand-houses,  and 

^ig  little  pools  for  the  ocean-waves  to  fill,  as  they  advance  higher 

^•nd  higher,  while  the  elder  sat  down  and  wept. 

It  was  a  touching  sight.     The  captain  was  a  humane  man ;  he 

^new  the  insurgents  would  soon  be  upon  them ;  that  they  had  slender 

^liance  for  life ;  yet  he  determined  to  make  an  effort  to  Bare  them. 
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There  was  no  time  to  be  lost,  and  he  quickly  ordered  out  \ 
they  were  brought  safely  on  shipboard.  He  questioned  th< 
they  only  knew  *  that  their  father  had  gone  to  sea,  and  thej 
he  would  never,  never  come  back.'  So  the  captain  brouff! 
to  a  northern  port ;  caring  for  them  as  for  his  own,  and  sootbii 
tenderly  all  the  way.  On  his  arrival  he  placed  them  with  1 
family,  with  whom  they  shared  equally  in  attention  and  kind 

Meanwhile  the  disheartened  Eugene entered  the  an 

subsequently  distinguished  himself  at  the  battle  of  New-Orlei 
had  learned  that  his  boys  were  rescued,  but  to  the  name  of  the 
or  the  port  to  which  she  sailed,  he  could  obtain  not  the  slightes 

After  the  passage  of  weary  days,  months,  years,  ever  i 
yet  never  finding ;  travelling  north  and  south,  to  and  fro,  h 
to  this  city,  knowing  it  to  have  been  the  asylum  of  a  sroat  i 
of  the  St.  Dominican  Refugees.  On  inquiry  among  his  old 
whom  he  was  transported  to  greet,  he  discovered  the  long-l 
wept-over,  the  fondly  yeamed-for  children  of  his  love  !  Of 
of  such  a  meeting  it  is  vain  to  speak.  From  the  lips  of  one  c 
little  boys,  rescued  from  the  beach,  snatched  amid  the  pitiless 
of  the  storm  by  the  humane  captain,  now  a  man  venerable  ii 
a  beloved  and  respected  resident  among  us,  came  the  foreffoii 
tal.  His  father  died  recently  at  a  very  advanced  age  ;  ana  tl 
now  but  few  remaining  survivors  of  the  St.  Dominican  Refu 


DREAMS         OF        FAME. 

I  WAS  a  child  ;  had  ^thered  not 

The  wisdom  of  a  longer  life. 
And  far  away  had  been  my  lot 

From  all  the  stirring  scenes  of  strife ; 
But  oft  I  heard  the  noise  of  war 
In  other  lands  and  climes  afar  ; 
And  learned  of  fame  brave  men  had  won 
Who  led  the  strong  in  battle  on. 
And  sought  beside  a  foe  as  brave 
The  glory  of  a  soldier's  grave. 

I  was  a  child  when  first  I  learned 
To  dream  of  glory  and  of  fame  ; 
And  then  awhile  my  head  was  turned 

To  hope  and  struggle  for  a  name : 
I  thirsted  in  my  youthful  heart 
For  fame  that  never  would  depart : 
I  begged  a  name  which  men  would  love 
To  list  and  learn  the  story  of; 
And  glory  that  would  never  die 
Till  perished  eartli  and  sea  and  sky. 

My  dreams  were  of  the  battle-ground ; 

I  saw  the  ranks  of  foemen  come, 
I  heard  the  bugle's  thrilling  sound 

And  the  k>ua  thunder  of  the  drum : 
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I  heard  the  tramp  of  man  and  horse. 

The  onset  of  contending  force  ; 

I  saw  the  warrior  fail  and  die, 

I  heard  the  victor's  battle-cry, 

And  vowed  to  be,  while  dreaming  then, 

A  hero  in  this  strife  of  men ! 

Now  years  have  fled,  nor  years  alone  ; 

The  idle  hopes  of  youth  are  gone, 
Ideal  dreams  afar  have  flown. 

And  manhood's  earnest  toil  comes  on : 
This  have  I  learned,  that  to  my  hand 
Is  given  the  labor  oC  the  land ; 
My  foot  must  tread  the  furrowed  ground, 
And  stand  when  harvest-time  comes  round ; 
To  me  is  given  the  labore'i^S  care. 
In  autumn,  mine  the  laborer's  share. 

I  seek  DO  more  the  warrior's  fame ; 

But  covet  honor  with  the  good. 
And  not  with  him  whose  foari'ul  name 

Is  written  in  a  foeman's  blood  ; 
Let  me  be  known  as  ofie  whose  hand 
Hath  brought  a  blessing  to  his  land : 
Whose  heart  is  filled  with  something  more 
Than  longings  for  <he  golden  ore  ; 
Whose  prayer  has  been  not  all  in  vain 
To  love  man  more  than  earthly  gain. 

And  what  is  this  which  I  have  sought 

In  childhood  ?  —  this  the  world  calls  *  fame  V 

Hath  it  to  the  needy  brought 

Food  and  raiment  when  it  came  ? 

Nay,  thou  who  should  have  been  the  pride 

Of  nations,  ere  they  meanly  died  ; 

Whose  deathless  words  have  borne  along 

Their  country's  glory  in  their  song  ; 

Though  honored  as  the  mighty  dead. 

Have  lived  in  rags,  and  wanted  bread. 

Ah  !  this  is  fame  !  to  toil  and  live 

Through  hours  of  hope  and  years  of  dread  ; 

Awaiting  honors  men  will  give 
When  we  have  been  for  ages  dead ! 

To  live  unknown  and  struggle  on 

Till  coiirage,  hope  and  Hfe  are  gone. 

And  with  the  marble  o'er  our  bed 

Sleep  with  the  broken-hearted  dead ! 

This  is  the  glory  of  a  name. 

All  man  may  reap  of  earthly  fame  ! 

No  more  a  child,  devoid  of  fears. 

The  perilous  seas  of  life  beside 
I  stand,  but  feel  the  rolling  years 

Uplift  me  like  an  ocean's  tide: 
O  !  hopes  heroic  that  arise 
Serene  in  manhood's  morning  skies, 
L^e  stars  belated  till  the  day. 
In  fairer  light  to  fade  away, 
O !  veil  the  splendor  that  ye  wear, 

As  4iide8  the  star  its  radiance  there!  A..u.ivm.3%. 

TOL.    XXVIII.  29 


222  Venw  and  her   Cestus,  [September. 


VENUS      AND      HER      CESTUS. 


BY      A      xr.W     OOMTftlbSl'OH. 

A  HUNDRED  miles  round  Mount  Olympus  is  to  me  hallowed  grround. 
In  spite  of  all  the  bold  and  chilling  superstitions  that  have  bad  their 
origm  there,  an  overwhelming  feeling  of  veneration  forbids  me  to 
desecrate  its  solitudes  even  in  thoueht.  The  majesty  of  the  many 
conceptions  that  have  there  sprung  from  the  ideal  almost  into  actual 
life,  is  more  than  a  match  for  the  puerility  of  their  kindred  follies. 
I  have  not  the  heart  to  tear  the  veil  from  off  the  ambrosial  moun- 
tain, or  piece  the  dreamy  mystery  which  invests  it.  In  the  airy  fresh- 
ness of  a  solitary  ramble,  or  in  the  substantial  comfort  of  a  brown 
study,  I  can  bring  myself  to  an  almost  perfect  belief  in  the  bodily 
existence  and  mental  attributfts  of  the  royal  council  of  Jove  and 
Juno.  '  Doubtless  there  are  many  absurdities  and  contradictionft 
which  no  art  can  reconcile ;  many  glaring  sophisms  and  paltry  con- 
ceits ;  but  in  the  beautiful  construction  of  the  whole,  the  want  of 
harmony  in  some  of  the  parts  melts  and  fades  away.  In  fact  I  am 
not  sure  that  the  general  effect  of  the  structure  is  not  heightened  by 
these  occasional  flaws  ;  in  the  same  way  as  a  cheek  indented  with 
dimples  is  more  highly  prized  by  the  ladies  than  one  undiversified 
with  these  love-provoking  valleys ;  though  anatomically,  a  dimple  is 
a  disfigurement,  caused  by  some  nervous  contraction.  At  any  rate, 
I  have  learned  to  be  credulous  and  lenient  in  regard  to  all  that  re- 
mains of  heathen  mythology.  The  story  of  Narcissus  will  drag  me 
headlong  from  the  society  of  the  blue  devils ;  and  the  bare  recollec- 
tion of  the  fauns  and  dryads  will  infuse  new  life  and  force  a  quicker 
circulation  into  my  gouty  toe.  I  sometimes  freeze  up  with  morose 
thoughts  and  gloomy  despondency ;  but  the  heat  of  Vulcan's  forge, 
or  the  flame  on  the  altar  of  the  Vestal  Virgins,  is  at  any  time  able  to 
thaw  mo  into  great  good  humor.  Dulness  and  stupidity,  begotten 
over  the  pages  of  some  profound  disquisition  and  leamea  argrument, 
arc  easily  dissipated  by  a  glance  at  Lempriere.  I  hold  a  classical 
dictionary  to  be  an  antidote  for  Hallam's  Middle  Ages,  and  the  Glos- 
sary of  Classical  Terms  to  be  a  specific  against  the  Universal  Gra- 
zetteer. 

But  still  there  must  be  some  limits  even  to  credulity.  There  is 
a  story  in  point,  of  an  individual  of  the  Jeremy  Diddler  school,  who 
posted  himself  at  the  steam-boat  landing  in  New- York,  in  quest  of 
high-sourd  adventure  and  pecuniary  profit.  As  the  puffing  monster 
came  slowly  to  the  quay,  our  adventurer  singled  out  a  person  upon 
the  lower  deck,  who  offered,  as  he  thought,  a  safe  investment  for  any 
stock  of  impudence  and  cunning  which  might  be  lying  unemployed 
in  his  hands.  With  a  nonchalant  air  of  having  done  the  same  thing 
unnumbered  times  before,  and  of  a  readiness  to  continue  the  per- 
formance upon  the  other  passengers,  he  extracted  from  the  Ver- 
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VQonter  one  dollar  for  the  privilege  of  entering  the  ^ity.  Simplicity 
did  not  feel  itself  outraged  at  this  first  trial  of  its  good  nature,  and 
even  paid  with  undaunted  willingness  a  toll  of  seventy-five  cents  on 
entering  the  Park.  The  same  man,  presuming  upon  his  first  suc- 
cess, had  dodged  him  along  the  streets,  and  with  some  slight  change 
in  voice  and  appearance,  to  which  his  roving  habits  had  accustomed 
him,  cajoled  his  unsuspicious  victim  a  second  time.  Have  a  care, 
friend  !  —  simplicity  and  credulity  have  served  your  turn  thus  far ; 
but  another  attempt,  and  they  rise  in  revolt.  But  the  blood  of  the 
walking  gentleman  is  up,  and  hurries  him  on  to  his  own  defeat. 
He  boldly  meets  the  stranger  on  the  threshold  of  the  Astor  House, 
and  levies  a  contribution  of  half-a-dollar  for  admittance  to  the  pre- 
mises. Here  suspicion  was  aroused  ;  Simplicity  felt  itself  insulted 
and  good  humor  was  annihilated ;  the  enraged  New-Englander 
dashed  by  the  self-appointed  ticket-taker,  and  sought  refuge  in  the 
bar.  Like  the  Green  Mountain  boy,  I  have  a  limit  beyond  which 
my  willingness  to  believe  and  repose  undaunted  faith  cannot  carry 
me.  Like  Charles  Lamb,  who  m  the  extremity  of  his  generosity 
still  would  not  give  every  things  so  I,  in  the  fulness  and  plethora  of 
my  confidence,  will  not  believe  every  thing.  Elia  took  his  stand  upon 
burnt  pig ;  that  savory  dish  called  up  all  his  latent  selfishness,  and 
made  him  look  with  an  evil  eye  upon  all  who  were  hungry  and 
disposed  to  make  a  meal.  I  take  my  stand  upon  Venus  and  her 
Cestus. 

Ransack  your  Grecian  story-books  and  your  genealogical  tables 
of  heathen  mythology ;  pick  out  all  the  enormities,  prodigies  and 
monstrosities  of  tale-telling ;  get  together  every  horror  and  abomina- 
tion found  upon  the  classic  page  ;  select  all  the  awful  barbarities,  the 
dreadful  depravities  and  shocking  cruelties ;  gather  into  one  over- 
whelming mass  of  argument  the  most  diabolical  incidents  in  the 
life  of  the  gods,  the  most  unfeminine,  indecorous  actions  on  the  part 
of  the  goddesses,  and  the  most  sottish  outbreaks  of  debauchery  laid 
to  the  door  of  the  demi-gods ;  in  short,  make  Mount  Olympus  a  bro- 
thel, a  gambling-house,  a  den  of  thieves,  a  school  of  deception, 
cheatery  and  lying,  and  install  the  deities  as  president  and  chief 
directors  of  crime,  and  you  will  have  shown  nothing  so  difficult  of 
belief  as  the  fable  of  Venus  and  her  Cestus.     It  is  not  in  the  power 
of  a  polysyllabical  adjective,  coupled  with  the  most  significant  noun 
anbstantive,  to  call  up  any  idea  so  beyond  the  power  of  my  mental 
ciigestion  to  accommodate  as  this  extravagant  exaggeration.  Every 
"^hmg  else  from  the  mint  of  Grecian  mythology  I  can  read  of  and 

g^eak  of  without  a  show  of  incredulity.  The  springing  of  Minerva 
cm  the  head  of  Jove  ;  the  rising  of  Venus  from  the  foam  of  the 
^ea ;  the  metamorphosis  of  the  stones  by  Deucalion  and  Pyrrha 
Xnto  human  beings  ;  the  sowing  of  the  dragon's  teeth  and  the  reap- 
ing of  the  harvest  of  armed  warriors  —  instances  of  the  order  of 
Xiature  being  broken  in  upon  and  of  a  miraculous  birth  —  I  pass 
^)ver  with  no  such  contemptuous  sneer  as  I  bestow  upon  Venus  and 
Xier  Cestus.  The  yawning  of  the  camel's  back  and  the  closing  &gain 
'Upon  the  hunted  Daphne  ;  the  hospitable  reception  of  the  sisters  of 
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Phaeton  by  the  poplar-trees ;  the  sudden  dropping  away  of  Narcissus 
the  man  into  Narcissus  the  flower ;  the  change  of  the  coy  nymph 
Arethusa  into  the  chilling  Sicilian  fount,  of  Atalanta  into  the  lioness, 
and  Adonis  into  the  anemone,  modes  of  death  neither  supported  by 
our  own  notions  of  dissolution,  nor  by  the  dreamy  trio  over  which 
Atropos  presided,  call  for  no  such  stretch  of  the  imagination  as  is 
required  by  the  story  of  Venus  and  her  Cestus.  Mr.  Swiveller's 
doubtful  piece  of  furniture,  bedstead  by  night  and  book-case  by  day; 
the  Talmud,  the  Koran,  the  Arabian  Nights.  Baron  Munchausen  and 
Mendez  Pinto,  may  all  be  reached  by  an  easy  flight-  of  the  imagina- 
tion ;  Venus  and  her  Cestus  are  beyond  the  reach  of  wines. 

*  Sappho,*  says  a  late  writer,  *  was  a  brunette  and  a  widow ;  for 
none  but  a  brunette  could  have  loved  so  deeply,  and  none  but  a 
widow  could  have  told  it  so  candidly.* 

The  Lesbian  poetess  is  acknowledged  by  a  world's  acclamation 
to  have  been  more  desperately  touched  by  the  passion  of  love  than 
any  other  inhabitant  of  earth.  But  the  sacrilegious  hand  of  modem 
innovation  has  spared  not  even  Sappho  :  the  prying  spirit  of  the 
present  age  pronounces  unhesitatingly  upon  the  shade  of  her  com- 
plexion and  entwines  a  widow's  weeds  with  her  flowing  robes.  I 
feel  less  delicacy  in  mangling  the  time-hallowed  associations  that 
cluster  round  the  memory  of  Venus  the  Olympic  queen,  afler  so 
presumptuous  an  attack  upon  Sappho,  the  earthly  love-regent. 

Venus,  then,  apart  from  the  influence  of  the  Cestus,  whatever  it 
was,  was  a  goddess  of  very  respectable  appearance,  with  undeniable 
evidences  about  her  of  being  beyond  the  teens  and  somewhere  in 
the  twenties.  A  sublunary  lady  resembling  her  would  have  been 
stamped  twenty-six.  But  age  appertaineth  not  to  the  society  of 
heaven.  With  the  same  eagerness  that  Hercules  the  demigod 
pressed  forward  to  title  and  investiture  as  King  of  Clubs,  did  she 
yearn  for  coronation  and  worship  as  Queen  of  Hearts.  But  alas! 
her  natural  graces  gave  her  no  prescriptive  right  to  captivate  and 
tyrannize  ;  her  whole  commingled  beauties  of  body  and  soul  were 
equal  to  but  little  more  than  the  occasional  capture  of  a  blear-eyed 
bachelor  or  unsophisticated  youth.  She  saw,  as  she  bent  over  the 
side  of  some  woodland  stream,  that  though  she  might  entice  her 
regal  sisters  Diana,  Pallas  and  the  rest,  many  a  laundress  on  die 
banks  of  the  Tiber,  many  a  shepherdess  on  the  plains  of  Arcadia, 
might  dispute  with  her  the  prize  of  beauty.  With  all  a  goddess' 
foresight,  she  saw  that  she  must  make  an  effort  for  the  golden  apple. 
Her  only  refuge  from  despair,  her  only  chance  of  success,  she  tound 
in  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  mysteries  of  dress  ;  the  applicftp 
tion  of  the  science  of  dress-making  and  millinery  to  the  art  of  making 
one's-self  agreeable.  Here  was  the  universal  catholicon  first  dia- 
covered. 

The  phantom  of  the  Cestus,  then,  is  easily  explained.  It  was  not 
an  airy  filament  of  gauze,  whose  touch  endued  with  magic  grace 
and  beauty,  but  some  well-fitting  stomacher  and  gently-flowmg  skirt. 
No  hardly  palpable  strip  of  lace  with  just  sufficient  body  for  its 
owner  to  discern  when  it  was  on  and  when  off,  but  a  subatantial 
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And  I  knew  what  a  capital  chance 

That  fellow  would  have  to  make  love ; 
I  fancied  I  saw  in  each  glance 

A  look  that  said  plainly,  *  My  dove !' 

It  half  drove  me  mad  to  reflect 

That  /  might  have  gone  with  you  too, 
But  my  sorrow  for  this  was  soon  checked. 

For  he  would  have  been  in  full  view  ! 

Oh  !  still,  still  the  memory  lingers 

Of  that  saddest  hour's  parting  pang, 
As  you  gracefully  kissed  your  white  Sngers, 

When  the  third  and  the  last  bell  rang ! 


A     GHOST-STORY     BYAGHOST.  • 

▲  M    XXTRACT    raOM     AN    OLD     UANtSCKIHT     MA.UKKD    AS   rOX-LOWH  :    '  HOW  TBAT    UAMX    OU08TB  DID    OHO 
HOLD    SCLK^IM    BKBVIcJI    IM    A   CHDRCH.' 


Hr&TT    BMlTn. 


'  One  after  aaother  the  grave-Btones  began 
To  heave  and  to  open,  and  woman  and  man 
Rose  up  in  tboir  gna£t]y  apparel.'  Goxraa. 

As  I  have  said,  we  had  no  longer  any  reason  to  doubt  that  the 
stranger  who  had  joined  our  company  in  the  bar-room  of  the  '  Red 
Tavern'  that  night,  and  who  had  just  commenced  a  ghost  story,  was 
himself  a  ghost. 

It  was  the  traveller  who  many  years  ago  was  found  murdered  not 
far  from  the  tavern,  and  who  was  buried  down  in  the  *  Beech  Wood.' 
People  speak  of  it  as  the  *  Beech  Wood  Murder.*  The  place  where 
they  made  his  grave  is  near  the  road-side,  midway  in  the  wood  j  a 
dark,  still  place,  entangled  round  with  bushes  and  brambles.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  of  the  fact  that  the  wood  is  haunted.  Men  are  now 
living,  who  having  to  pass  along  the  road  by  night,- have  heard  groans 
sounding  from  among  the  bushes,  and  have  seen  a  blue  light  shining 
above  the  grave.  Deacon  Morris,  one  Sunday  morning,  when  on 
his  way  to  church,  stopped  and  cut  a  twig  from  a  small  tree  which 
grew  there,  and  whose  roots  were  supposed  to  bind  arpund  the  tra- 
veller's coffin.  Now  when  he  had  cut  off  the  branch,  blood  oozed 
out  and  trickled  down  the  tree.  When  he  reached  the  church,  a 
short  distance,  the  stick  bled  afresh.  Every  leaf  too  gave  a  faint 
sigh,  rising  and  falling  like  the  breast  of  a  sobbing  child.  There 
never  has  been  any  doubt  that  the  Beech  Wood  was  haunted. 

Some  six  years  previous  to  the  night  on  which  the  story  was  told, 
the  traveller's  ghost  made  its  appearance.  One  dark,  restless  night, 
when  a  club  of  young  men  were  making  merry,  myself  among  the 
rest,  he  stood  suddenly  and  silently  in*the  bar-room.     His  eyes  were 
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ing  hopeless  cancers  upon  her  unoffending  cheeks.  She  is  no  longer 
an  artless,  confiding,  guileless  being,  with  a  CestuB  for  a  god-mother, 
but  a  decidedly  worldly,  sophisticated  creature,  with  more  art  than 
beauty  and  more  beauty  than  heart. 

There  is  a  fault-finding  critic  looking  over  my  shoulder,  who 
thinks  it  a  miserable  begging  of  the  question  to  assume  the  propo- 
sition that  Venus  was  not  perfectly  handsome. 

*  She  was  the  goddess  of  love  and  queen  of  beauty,'  he  Bneeringly 
remarks ;  '  and  of  course  was  as  beautiful  as  tradition  represents 
her.  She  is  universally  acknowledged  to  be  the  empress  of  loveli- 
ness, and  to  suit  your  own  ends,  you  drag  her  features  and  form 
down  to  the  standard  *  moderate,'  and  ascribe  all  her  conquests  to 
her  unequalled  taste  in  dress.* 

The  argument  from  analogy  will  refute  the  skeptic.  None  of  the 
eods  and  goddesses  were  perfect  in  their  way.  J  upiter,  the  Thun- 
derer, the  All-powerful,  shook  in  his  sandals  at  the  audacity  of 
Prometheus,  and  trembled  for  his  safety  when  the  Titans  climbed 
the  skies.  Apollo,  the  successful  roue,  found  Daphne  proof  to  all 
his  fascinations.  Vulcan,  his  majesty's  blacksmith,  had  many  thun- 
derbolts returned  upon  his  hands  as  unskilfully  welded.  Diana,  the 
virgin  huntress,  the  goddess  of  chastity,  pleads  guilty  to  at  least  one 
lapse — blushes  at  one* soft  impeachment;'  ask  Endymion.  IC 
Venus,  then,  were  supereminently  beautiful,  it  was  an  elevation  and 
overtopping  in  her  own  line  of  attributes  not  enjoyed  by  the  other 
members  of  the  aristocracy  of  Olympus. 


THE         PARTING. 

Dear  Mart  !  when  last  we  parted, 
(It  occurred  at  the  end  of  the  dock,) 

On  board  of  the  steam-boat  you  started, 
Leaving  me  fixed  there  as  firm  as  a  rock. 

And  far  up  the  river  you  wended, 

While  your  iiandkercliief  faded  from  view; 

Then  with  head  on  my  breast  sadly  bended, 
I  trotted  home,  thinking  of  you ! 

As  the  Astor-House  windows  I  passed, 

I  sought  for  your  figure  in  vain. 
And  I  strode  away  *  tolerably'  fast. 

Looking  backward  again  and  again. 

I  swallowed  mint-juleps  all  night. 

Cigars  I  smoked  all  the  next  day. 
To  see  if  in  that  way  I  might 

Drive  my  sad  recollections  away. 

But  still  the  remembrance  returned 

Of  each  gesture  and  look  that  you  wore. 

And  still  my  beating  heart  burned 
With  the  thought,  *  She  will  be  here  no  more  f 
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one  or  more  of  those  good  men  gathered  to  his  fathers.  At  length, 
the  great  reaper  bore  away  the  shock  of  corn  that  stood  ripest  in 
Heaven's  harvest-field.  The  good  old  preacher  rested  from  his 
labors.  The  sexton  soon  followed,  and  was  buried  near  the  gate. 
He  had  long  served  faithfully,  safely  passing  one  after  another  of 
his  aged  brethren  into  the  house  of  death ;  and  with  the  burial  of 
the  pastor  his  work  was  accomplished,  and  he  laid  himself  down  to 
sleep  at  the  door.  And  now  the  old  church  was  silent.  The  last 
words  of  admonition  had  been  given ;  the  last  song  of  praise  had 
gone  up  to  Heaven ;  and  the  last  prayer  had  found  acceptance  at 
the  mercy-seat.     Silent,  all  silent ! 

*  At  the  head  of  the  grave-yard  was  buried  the  pastor,  as  if  her 
Still  watched  his  flock.  Directly  in  front  was  the  chorister  ;  and  in 
a  semi-circle  around  him  were  the  officers.  The  remaining  portion 
of  the  ground  was  occupied  by  graves  corresponding  with  the  form 
observed  in  the  arrangement  of  the  pews  in  the  church. 

*  The  grave-yard  was  adorned  with  a  quiet  beauty.  Willows 
were  bending  around  the  place,  and  flowers  blossomed  on  every 
grave.  A  clear  stream,  from  an  unfailing  spring,  ran  near  the 
graves,  gently  murmuring ;  and  pinks  and  violets  bloomed  in  rich 
profusion  along  the  path  that  led  from  gate  to  gate.  There  was  a 
noly  worship  there.  Choirs  of  birds  sung  praise,  and  every  bild  anc( 
blossom-altar  daily  sent  up  its  morning  incense.  It  was  the  prayer 
of  the  flowers,  breathed  silently  to  Heaven,  and  the  answer  came  in 
the  sun-light  and  the  dew. 

*  Well,  there  slept  that  congregation,  year  after  year,  year  after 
year ;  and  the  tomb-stones  began  to  lean  forward  like  old  men,  and 
the  inscriptions  upon  them  grew  dim,  as  eye-sight  fails.  The  bier 
that  stood  near  the  gate  had  silently  rotted  down  upon  the  ground/ 
and  rank  grass  bad  entwined  a  shroud  for  its  covering.  The  sex-* 
ton's  spade  was  rusting  beside  his  grave  ;  the  grave-yard  had  itself 
grown  old ;  but  still  there  sparkled  the  brook,  emblem  of  the  eternal 
stream.  The  flowers  grew  old  and  died  in  the  fall,  repeating  the 
story  of  those  who  slept  beneath  them  ;  and  they  came  forth  in  new 
beauty  in  the  Spring,  silently  speaking,  as  they  lifted  their  buds  and 
blossoms  toward  Heaven,  of  a  glorious  resurrection. 

'  I  noticed  these  things,  for  I  had  a  mind  fltted  to  enjoy  that  grave- 
yard scene.  The  dead !  the  dead!*  exclaimed  the  ghost,  •do  yoii 
not  suppose  the  dead  are  pleased  or  troubled  Kke  other  men  ?  If 
I  were  to  tear  away  that  fleshly  tabernacle  of  thine','  continued  he; 
addressing  himself  to  me,  *  why,  you  would  fly  out  like  an  uncaged 
bird.  But  1  would  not ;  no,  it  would  be  unkind  to  suddenly  break 
down  that  beautiful  temple  in  which  you  dwell.  Do  you  know  it  is 
strange  to  be  quickly  driven  out  into  the  spirit-world  by  one  rude 
blow,  like  a  sleeper  dashed  from  his  bed  by  a  thunder-bolt,  amid  glare 
and  tempest  ]  Those  who  go  down  into  the  sea  are  many  months, 
as  men  measure,  before  they  reach  the  surface.  They  linger  there, 
working  the  coral  in  its  thousand  beautiful  forms,  and  painting  the 
shells  that  adorn  the  halls  of  the  ocean.  Then  for  months  more  they 
haunt  the  surface  of  the  water.     They  ride  the  crested  wave  in  the 
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fixed  on  the  landlord  for  more  than  three  whole  minutes,  and  then 
extending  his  bony  arm  from  the  shroud  that  hung  about  him,  he 
slowly  raised  his  finger  until  it  pointed  directly  at  the  landlord,  and 
with  one  deep  groan,  he  vanished.  The  landlord  looked  like  a 
corpse ;  he  said  he  was  not  well,  and  left  the  room.  Sometimes  a 
person  about  to  drink  at  the  bar  has  discovered  a  face  like  that  of  a 
dead  man  at  the  bottom  of  the  glass.  At  another  time,  each  decan- 
ter which  the  landlord  would  attempt  to  take  down  from  the  shelf 
with  his  right  hand,  would  seem  instantly  filled  with  blood.  There 
is  an  axe-helve  kept  in  the  bar-room,  and  it  is  said  by  truthful  wit- 
nesses that  as  often  as  the  twenty-second  of  June  comes  around, 
precisely  at  seven  minutes  of  eleven  on  the  night  of  that  day  the 
head  of  the  axe-helve  seems  to  diip  with  blood. 

There  are  great  many  strange  sights  and  sounds  in  and  around 
the  *  Rod  Tavern.'  Some  folks  think  the  traveller  was  murdered 
in  the  bar-room  and  then  carried  down  into  the  wood.  No  one 
seems  to  k7iou?  any  thing  of  the  matter,  farthei*  than  the  fact  that  his 
body  was  found  not  far  from  the  tavern,  near  where  it  is  buried, 
dreadfully  mangled.  It  is  said,  that  as  the  people  were  standing 
around  the  corpse,  the  landlord  came  up  to  look,  and  that  just  as  he 
bent  over  the  body,  the  warm  blood  gushed  out  afresh  from  every 
wound.  Some  say  that  is  a  sign  against  the  tavern-keeper,  but  I 
make  no  charges  against  any  man. 

*I  tell  you,'  continued  the  ghost,  *that  old  church  in  the  village 
where  I  was  born  has  a  history  quite  surpassing  that  of  any  other  in 
the  world.  The  edifice  has  stood  a  century  and  a  half;  I  don't 
know  but  more.  A  thunder-bolt  once  struck  the  building,  and  spent 
its  fury  harmlessly ;  for  the  whole  pile,  from  the  foundation  up  to 
the  topmost  stone  that  crowns  the  tower,  had  been  separately  blessed 
and  fully  consecrated.  The  lightning  only  removed  some  of  the 
moss  that  grew  upon  the  top  of  the  tower,  making  the  church  to  re- 
mind one  of  some  old  patriarch  with  a  bald  head.  A  blessed  place 
was  our  little  village  because  that  hospital  of  souls  was  there.  Its 
influence  was  good,  and  that  continually.  Few  can  tell  the  power 
exerted  by  one  true  church.  Like  some  venerable  old  man,  whose 
words  are  wisdom,  whose  counsel  is  safe  to  follow,  and  whose  very 
presence  among  men  as  he  walks  in  silence,  moves  those  around  him 
to  good  thoughts  and  good  deeds..  So  stands  the  church.  It  is  a 
place  to  learn  wisdom  and  forget  sorrow.  And  when  men  are 
driving  furiously  after  the  things  that  perish,  and  forget  higher  inte- 
rests and  a  better  world,  the  silent  church,  with  its  tower  ever  point- 
ing up  to  Heaven,  and  its  congregation  of  dead  slumbering  by  its 
side,  preaches  a  sermon  audible  to  the  soul. 

*  Well,  many  years  ago  an  assembly  of  Christians  worshipped  in 
our  church,  and  all  were  very  old.  The  officers  were  white  with 
age.  The  pastor  had  reached  his  eighty-ninth  year  —  a  venerable 
old  father  in  Israel.  The  ground  where  he  rests  is  watched  always 
by  guardian  angels.  We  have  not  many  like  him  in  our  congregm- 
lion. 

'  Years  passed,  and  each  ii\  its  flight  could  boast  of  having  seen 
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one  or  more  of  those  good  men  gathered  to  his  fathers.  At  length, 
the  great  reaper  bore  away  the  shock  of  corn  that  stood  ripest  in 
Heaven's  harvest-field.  The  good  old  preacher  rested  from  his 
labors.  The  sexton  soon  followed,  and  was  buried  near  the  gate. 
He  had  long  served  faithfully,  safely  passing  one  after  another  of 
his  aged  brethren  into  the  house  of  death ;  and  with  the  burial  of 
the  pastor  his  work  was  accomplished,  and  he  laid  himself  down  to 
sleep  at  the  door.  And  now  the  old  church  was  silent.  The  last 
words  of  admonition  had  been  given ;  the  last  song  of  praise  had 
gone  up  to  Heaven ;  and  the  last  prayer  had  found  acceptance  at 
3ie  mercy-seat.     Silent,  all  silent ! 

*  At  the  head  of  the  grave-yard  was  buried  the  pastor,  as  if  hef 
still  watched  his  flock.  Directly  in  front  was  the  chorister ;  and  in 
a  serai-circle  around  him  were  the  officers.  The  remaining  portion 
of  the  ground  was  occupied  by  graves  corresponding  with  the  form 
observed  in  the  arrangement  of  the  pews  in  the  church. 

*  The  grave-yard  was  adorned  with  a  quiet  beauty.  Willows 
were  bending  around  the  place,  and  flowers  blossomed  on  every 
grave.  A  clear  stream,  from  an  unfailing  spring,  ran  near  the 
graves,  gently  murmuring ;  and  pinks  and  violets  bloomed  in  rich 
profusion  along  the  path  that  led  from  gate  to  gate.  There  was  a 
holy  worship  there.  Choirs  of  birds  sung  praise,  and  every  bud  and 
blossom-altar  daily  sent  up  its  morning  incense.  It  was  the  prayer 
of  the  flowers,  breathed  silently  to  Heaven,  and  the  answer  came  in 
the  sun-light  and  the  dew. 

*  Well,  there  slept  that  congregation,  year  after  year,  year  after 

year ;  and  the  tomb-stones  began  to  lean  forward  like  old  men,  and 

the  inscriptions  upon  them  grew  dim,  as  eye-sight  fails.     The  bier 

that  stood  near  the  gate  had  silently  totted  down  upon  the  ground,- 

and  rank  grass  had  entwined  a  shroud  for  its  covering.     The  sex-* 

ton's  spade  was  rusting  beside  his  grave ;  the  grave-yard  had  itself 

grown  old  ;  but  still  there  sparkled  the  brook,  emblem  of  the  eternal 

stream.     The  flowers  grew  old  and  died  in  the  fall,  repeating  the 

story  of  those  who  slept  beneath  them ;  and  they  came  forth  in  new 

beauty  in  the  Spring,  silently  speaking,  as  they  lifted  their  buds  and 

blossoms  toward  Heaven,  of  a  glorious  resurrection. 

'  I  noticed  these  things,  for  I  had  a  mind  fitted  to  elijoy  that  grave- 
yard scene.     The  dead!  the  dead!'  exclaimed  the  ghost,  •do  you 
not  suppose  the  dead  are  pleased  or  troubled  Kke  other  men  ?     If 
1  nvere  to  tear  away  that  fleshly  tabernacle  of  thine,'  continued  he; 
addressing  himself  to  me,  *  vtrhy,  you  would  fly  out  like  an  uncaged 
l)ird.     But  I  would  not ;  no,  it  would  be  unkind  to  suddenly  break 
down  that  beautiful  temple  in  which  you  dwell.     Do  you  know  it  is 
strange  to  be  quickly  driven  out  into  the  spirit-world  by  one  rude 
l>low,  like  a  sleeper  dashed  from  his  bed  by  a  thunder-bolt,  amid  glare 
and  tempest  ]     Those  who  go  down  into  the  sea  are  many  months, 
as  men  measure,  before  they  reach  the  surface.     They  linc^er  there, 
working  the  coral  in  its  thousand  beautiful  forms,  and  painting  the 
shells  that  adorn  the  halls  of  the  ocean.    Then  for  months  more  they 
haunt  the  surface  of  the  water.     They  ride  the  crested  wave  in  the 
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moonlight,  as  it  speeds  to  the  shore,  a  billow  of  silver.  On  the  backs 
of  dolphins  they  dart  through  the  sea ;  and  when  the  storm  draws 
nigh,  they  sigh  in  the  rigging  of  the  ships. 

*  The  grave-yard  was  growing  old,  and  so  w€L8  the  church.  All 
within  was  left  as  when  the  last  sermon  was  preached,  for  the  good 
villagers  feared  to  disturb  the  quiet  of  the  old  building.  The  bell 
was  rusting  in  the  tower ;  the  pews  were  decaying,  the  cushions 
were  rotting.  Silently  as  the  fall  of  autumn-leaves,  the  glory  of  the 
inner  temple  was  departing. .  The  Bible  was  upon  the  pulpit  desk; 
that  was  undisturbed  by  Time.  A  record  for  eternity,  there  was  no 
decay  among  its  precious  leaves.  It  was  the  soul  of  the  old  church; 
and  like  the  spirit  of  him  who  once  taught  from  its  sacred  pages,  it 
remained  unimpaired  amid  the  ruin  of  the  tabernacle.  Think  of  the 
silence  of  a  half  a  century  !  Fifty  years  of  dumb  time  !  At  morn- 
ing, mid-day,  evening ;  spring,  autumn,  winter ;  silent,  all  silent ! 

*  There  was  a  stir  once  in  the  grave-yard  and  in  the  church.  Not 
always  silent  there.  I  recollect  it  was  one  still  moonlight  night, 
about  the  middle  of  June,  a  great  many  years  ago,  when  the  silence 
of  the  old  church  was  disturbed,  and  the  grave-yard  was  full  of 
strange  life.  It  was  such  a  night  as  spirits  most  like  for  their  visit- 
ing ;  very  late,  when  every  stir  and  sound  of  noisy  life  was  quieted. 
The  still  moon  bathed  the  old  church  tower  and  the  grave- yard  in  a 
flood  of  dreamy  light.  Beautiful,  very  beautiful !  —  a  kind  of  solemn 
gladness  reigned  among  the  tombs.  Every  tiny  grass-blade  had 
clad  itself  in  a  moon-beam,  and  stood  adorned  with  a  diamond. 
The  rays  were  busy  in  beautifying  the  grave-yard  ;  and  each  flower 
slept  with  its  closed  leaves  sealed  with  a  dew-drop,  like  a  child  slum- 
bering with  a  tear  just  resting  on  the  fringe  of  its  eye-lids.  The 
stream  as  it  rippled  along  was  all  of  glancing  silver.     One  could 

Elainly  read  the  inscriptions  on  the  tomb-stones,  the  night  was  so 
right.     How  much  of  Sabbath  there  is  among  the  graves,  in  a  still 
moonlight  night !     How  holy  ! 

*  As  I  have  said,  it  is  on  such  nights  that  good  spirits  leave  their 
graves.  And  each  one  has  his  own  errand  of  mercy  to  perform. 
They  do  not  loiter  around  the  habitations  of  men  as  idle  spectators, 
gratifying  mere  curiosity.  No  idleness  among  spirits  !  —  none  any 
where  throughout  the  Creator's  realm,  save  among  men.  One  visits 
the  mourner's  couch,  and  as  he  whispers  in  his  ear,  the  tears  are 
dried  away,  and  the  mourner  smiles  in  his  sleep,  and  hopes,  and 
dreams  of  Heaven.  Another  flies  to  the  bed  of  the  hungry,  the 
thirsty  and  houseless,  and  bids  him  eat  of  the  bread  that  cometh 
from  above,  and  tells  him  of  the  eternal  fountain,  and  of  a  building 
not  made  with  hands. 

*  Well,  that  night  was  to  be  a  time  of  visiting  and  of  solemn  ser- 
vice for  the  dwellers  in  the  old  grave-yard.  It  was  about  eleven, 
when  the  turf  on  the  sexton's  grave  seemed  moving ;  not  fast  at 
first,  but  slow,  as  the  growth  of  a  thrifty  plant.  The  long  grass 
gently  parted  on  either  side,  a  rich  drapery  of  living  green,  fringed 
with  violets.  Then  could  be  heard  the  dull  rattling  of  tlie  earth  as 
it  moved  on  every  part  at  once,  and  fell  in  a  heap  beside  the  empty 
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grave.  A  moment  passed,  and  a  dry  skeleton  stood  erect  on  the 
ground,  with  a  white  garment  loosely  hanging  about  his  shoulders, 
and  tied  at  the  neck  with  a  worm.  It  was  no  one  else  than  James 
Owens,  the  sexton.  Slowly  and  solemnly  he  walked  ioward  the  en- 
trance of  the  yard  ;  and  as  he  drew  near  the  gate,  like  that  of  Je- 
rusalem before  the  liberated  Apostle  and  his  angel-guide,  it  opened 
of  its  own  accord.  From  thence  he  glided  noiselessly  on,  until  he 
reached  and  entered  the  church.  Then  all  was  still  again  ;  and  were 
it  not  for  the  open  grave,  one  would  have  observed  nothing  calcu- 
lated to  disturb  the  quiet  of  the  place.  Soon  there  was  heard  a  dull, 
feint  clang,  away  up  in  the  tower ;  another  and  another  followed, 
clear  and  more  clear,  and  then  the  old  bell  tolled  out  full  and  strong, 
as  it  did  when  calling  the  living  congregation  to  worship  years  be- 
fore. It  was  heard  for  many  miles  around.  It  awoke  the  sleeping 
villagers,  and  they  drew  near  the  church  trembling.  That  solemn 
tolling  was  heard  by  the  dead  congregation  ;  and  now  all  was  action 
in  the  grave-yard.  Every  where  the  grass  was  parting  and  the 
fresh  earth  up-heaving.  The  graves  opened,  and  the  dead  arose. 
First,  the  old  pastor  came  forth,  and  walked  slowly  down  the  path ; 
the  chorister  and  the  officers  next,  followed  by  the  whole  assembly: 
and  in  that  order  they  passed  out  from  the  yard  and  entered  the  church. 
That  was  their  manner  of  proceeding  when  living.  The  shepherd 
Jed  his  flock,  walking  before  ;  he  did  not  drive  them,  walking  be- 
hind. The  preacher  went  up  to  his  place  in  the  pulpit.  The  singer 
Sat  in  front  with  the  officers  before  him.  There  was  a  dry  clatter- 
ing- as  the  congregation  took  their  seats. 

•  The  bell  ceased  tolling,  and  the  sexton  stood  by  the  door. 
-Among  the  graves,  beside  each,  stood  an  angel,  keeping  watch  until 
tte  worshippers  should  return,  for  evil  spirits  often  intrude  on  the 
^aves  of  the  good ;  desiring  their  place  of  rest,  that  they  may  be 
numbered  with  the  forgiven  at  the  resurrection.  So  those  angels 
'who  minister  to  the  elect  always  guard  their  open  graves. 

'  The  church  again  heard  the  voice  of  prayer  and  praise.     It  was 
a,  strange  sight  to  see  that  ghastly  congregation  as  they  sat  in  the  seats 
"they  occupied  more  than  fifty  years  before ;  each  one  clad  in  the 
night-dress  of  the  death-chamber ;  each  one  worshipping.     But  that 
^vas  a  service  that  gave  a  better  report  above  than  much  that  bears 
the  holy  name  among  the  living.     There  was  no  desire  for  display ; 
no  flowing  robe  there,  but  the  winding-sheet ;    no  pride  of  form 
and  feature  in  that  skeleton  assembly.     Not  an  unholy  thought  nor 
an  impure  desire  ;  and  when  they  bowed,  it  was  prayer.     The  sup- 
plication was  an  acceptable  offering,  which,  like  that  of  righteous 
Abel,  rose  peaceful  and  pure  to  Heaven.     Their  prayers  were  for 
the  living  ;  themselves  had  no  need  of  prayer.     It  was  an  earnest 
service  in  the  church  that  night.     Fifty  years  before  that  time,  and 
they  were  gathered  in  the  same  temple,  a  venerable  assembly  of 
worshippers ;  and  when  they  stood  in  prayer,  moved  by  one  holy 
impulse,  they  bowed  their  heads,  facing  the  pulpit ;  as  the  field  of 
ripened  grain,  white  unto  the  harvest,  bends  to  the  gentle  breeze : 
they  remembered  those  days  of  worship,  as  they  bowed  that  night. 
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Then  the  service  began.  When  they  sung  a  hymn,  the  an^el-giiard 
among  the  graves  joined  the  song.  Now  your  service  is  not  al- 
ways so  solemn  nor  so  sincere  as  the  worship  of  that  night ;  and  it 
is  not  much  liked  above.  I  say  many  a  praise-offering  that  goes 
up  from  the  living  worshipper  does  not  rise  above  the  church,  but 
falls  a  blasting  mildew  on  the  soul. 

*  Well,  after  the  hymn  then  came  the  sermon.  The  Bible  was 
as  when  the  last  sermon  was  preached.  It  was  open,  and  the  book 
was  Matthew.  The  text  the  pastor  chose  was  not  inappropriate  for 
the  occasion  :  *  And  the  graves  were  opened,  and  many  bodies  of 
saints  which  slept  arose  and  came  out  of  the  graves  after  his  resur- 
rection, and  went  into  the  holy  city,  and  appeared  unto  many.' ' 

*  Did  he  preach  a  sermon,  Sir  V  asked  one  of  our  wondering 
circle,  venturing  for  the  first  time  to  interrupt  the  strange  narrator. 

As  the  ghost  paused  and  fixed  his  cold,  glassy  eyes  on  the  pre- 
sumptuous questioner,  we  all  shook  with  fear,  while  our  friend  tui-ned 
deadly  pale,  and  looked  anxiously  toward  the  door.  [He  told  me 
afterward  that  the  fearful  glance  of  that  ghost  made  him  to  feel 
numb  and  deadly  ill.  He  was  probably  faint.]  *  A  sermon  !*  he 
exclaimed,  after  the  lapse  of  many  painful  seconds ;  *  yes,  be 
preached  a  sermon  ;  he  did  not  read  an  essay.  In  the  dignity  of  his 
office  as  an  ambassador,  he  stood  up  before  men  and  spoke  plain 
words  of  truth.  As  the  energy  of  the  mind  shook  the  feeble  frame, 
his  sermon  waxed  stronger  and  more  earnest ;  and  the  congregation 
received  much  precious  knowledge.  So  a  tree,  bending  with  its 
golden  burden,  when  shaken  by  the  wind,  sheds  down  the  fulness  of 
its  fruit  in  rich  profusion  upon  the  gionnd.  Could  you  have  heard 
that  sermon  you  would  have  received  much  wisdom.  He  told  of 
all  the  dead  who  ever  rose ;  he  traced  the  path  of  that  company 
spoken  of  in  the  text,  who  sought  Jerusalem ;  their  errand  and 
their  return.  Then  he  dwelt  with  great  earnesiness  and  strength 
on  the  missions  from  the  dead ;  the  duty  of  those  spirit-missiona- 
ries ;  their  power,  their  labor,  and  their  reward. 

*  All  the  while  he  preached,  the  villagers  stood  without,  filled  with 
fear  and  wonder.  The  sermon  was  long,  and  yet  it  seemed  too 
short.  But  time  had  passed  rapidly  away,  and  it  was  wearing  very 
late.  The  moonlight  struggled  faintly  through  the  stained  windows, 
and  the  shadows  of  the  tomb-stones  stretched  far  along  the  grave- 
yard. The  sermon  was  ended  ;  the  last  words  of  the  closing  hymn 
had  died  away  ;  and  in  the  order  of  their  entering,  the  congregation 
moved  slowly  and  silently  out.  The  conscious  gate  opened  wide  to 
receive  them,  and  the  sexton  stood  in  his  place  until  pastor  and  peo- 
ple had  gone  in  to  their  qfraves.  Then  the  angels  who  had  kept 
watch  arose  with  their  wings  extended,  and  as  they  hovered  above 
the  graves,  they  joined  in  a  hymn  of  holy  music.  Birds  that  were 
dreaming  among  the  willows,  swayed  by  the  heavenly  melody,  half 
warbled  their  songs  as  they  slept.  When  the  last  grave  was  wrapped 
in  its  green  covering,  the  angel-choir  raised  a  higher  note  of  music, 
and  as  it  rose,  they  floated  up  to  Heaven. 

'  All  was  again  quiet  among  the  graves.    It  was  said  by  some 
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that  in  the  still  night  one  could  hear  the  benediction  of  the  old  pas* 
tor  Bounding  solemnly  in  the  church;  and  that  the  'Amen!'  first 
heard  from  near  the  pulpit,  and  then  repeated  fainter  and  fainter  as 
it  swept  along  the  building,  finally  whispered  out  from  the  top  of 
the  gray  tower.    Still !  in  that  church  and  that  grave-yard  —  all  still ! 

*  Did  I  not  say  with  truth  that  the  history  of  our  village  church 
was  a  strange  one  ]  I  could  tell  you  much  more ;  but  not  now.  I 
cannot  stay  here ;  I  have  no  room.  Years  ago  a  landlord  hurried 
me  to  my  chamber,  which  is  alone  among  the  trees.  It  is  a  dark 
silent  place,  and  its  windows  will  know  no  light  until  the  resurrec- 
tion morning. 

'  The  Sixth  !  or  all,  op  all  op  them  the  Sixth,  the  Sixth 
Commandment  !' 

No  door  opened,  nor  window,  but  instantly  he  was  not. 

You  may  well  guess  our  bar-room  frolic  was  not  renewed.  We 
felt  no  heart  for  mirth.  So  lately  had  that  mysterious  being  stood 
among  us,  that  there  seemed  to  be  an  awful  presence  still  in  our 
midst.  For  many  minutes  we  all  remained  silently  looking  at  the 
place  where  he  had  stood ;  while  that  unearthly  voice  yet  sounded 
m  the  bar-room,  and  through  every  room  in  the  tavern,  *  The  Sixth 
Commandment  !' 

We  remained  at  the  tavern  the  rest  of  the  night,  for  we  greatly 
feared. 

The  landlord,  having  lefl  the  bar  on  the  entrance  of  the  ghost,  did 
not  return  during  the  three  hours  in  which  he  stayed,  but  remained 
in  his  room  the  whole  time.  He  was  very  ill,  and  his  mind  strayed 
sadly.  At  one  time  he  supposed  himself  to  be  pleading  his  own 
cause  in  court,  having  been  arraigned  for  murder.  He  said  his  pro- 
perty was  willed  to  him  ;  that  he  came  innocently  by  it ;  and  that 
he  murdered  no  man  for  money.  He  said  the  traveller  was  a  very 
poor  man,  and  was  in  debt  to  him  for  board  at  the  *  Red  Tavern.' 
Then  he  appealed  to  the  sympathies  of  the  jurors  ;  addressing  him- 
self to  those  who  stood  near  his  bed,  and  begged  them  to  think  of 
his  wife,  his  children,  and  his  feeble  old  father.  He  said  that  if  the 
law  required  his  death,  and  if  they  had  a  right  to  decide  against  him, 
they  had  no  right  to  crush  the  heart  of  an  innocent  woman  and  rob 
his  children  of  their  bread,  and  break  the  staff  on  which  a  tottering 
parent  leaned  for  support ;  that  he  expected  to  die,  but  not  yet,  for 
his  death  would  ruin  those  who  were  so  feeble  and  so  innocent.  As 
the  by-standers  wept  to  hear  the  poor  man  talk  so  wildly,  he  took 
courage  at  the  sight  of  their  tears,  and  pleaded  with  renewed  earn- 
estness. He  ceased  speaking,  and  turning  toward  me,  as  he  stood 
on  his  knees  in  the  bed,  he  bowed  his  head  very  low,  and  with  his 
hands  clasped  and  his  whole  frame  quivering,  he  awaited  sentence 
of  death.  Then  all  the  energies  of  his  body  suddenly  failed,  and 
he  sank  down  upon  the  bed,  sighing  and  grieving  like  a  child.  As 
he  looked  toward  the  door,  that  stood  ajar,  he  asked  that  it  might  be 
closed,  for  he  saw  a  pale  finger  pointing  from  there,  and  feared  that 
some  one  was  coming.  The  bed-clothes  were  winding-sheets,  and 
fi^in  every  part  of  the  wall  wild  eyes  were  staring  upon  him. 
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When  the  parting  ghost  gave  that  last  fearful  cry,  a  shuddc 
went  through  all  his  frame,  and  drops  of  cold  sweat  started  out  i 
his  brow.  Again  he  darted  up  from  his  bed,  and  repeated  his 
before  the  jury,  bogging  that  his  wife  and  children  and  his  old  fa 
might  be  saved  from  disgrace  and  death  by  the  preservation  o: 
own  life.  And  then  he  thought  he  was  riding  to  the  place  of 
cution,  sitting  upon  his  coffin ;  and  he  marked  time  with  the  m 
striking  his  clenched  fist  upon  the  bedstead.  He  implored  the 
cutioner  not  to  kill  him  with  an  axe-helve ;  and  then,  shrinking  p 
down  for  an  instant  with  his  eyes  closed,  and  his  bleeding  lips  i 
ering  in  a  half  articulated  prayer  or  curse,  he  awaited  the  Wom 
was  but  a  moment,  and  he  swooned  and  sunk  back  upon  the  pil 

We  all  thought  he  would  die,  but  he  quite  recovered  after  a 
weeks  of  illness.  He  sold  the  tavern,  and  with  his  family  left 
village.  Some  thought  of  gathering  up  the  evidence  that  migl 
found  and  bringing  Jiim  to  trial.  But  his  mind  never  was  right 
that  sickness :  he  was  a  miserable  man,  and  no  one  laid  any  ol 
cle  in  the  way  of  his  going ;  but  we  all  pitied  him,  and  let  him  1 
a  village  which  he  had  troubled  too  long  by  his  presence.  I  h 
no  more  of  the  landlord  of  the  *  Red  Tavern'  until  many  years  a 
ward,  when  reading  an  account  of  a  fearful  wreck  at  sea,  I  fi 
his  name  in  the  list  of  the  dead  ! 


I.     INKS 
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Promethean  Art,  what  matchless  skill 
Thus  moulds  the  marble  to  thy  will, 
Each  glance  some  hidden  grace  revealing. 
So  faultless  is  the  lovely  form, 
0*er  which  the  life  stream  pure  and  warm 
In  silent  waves  seems  softly  8tealin{(. 

How  tranquilly  the  eyelids  close. 
In  all  the  languor  of  repose  ! 
So  balmy  and  so  beauty-breathing. 
To  life  the  semblance  is  so  true, 
We  pause,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
To  see  the  snowy  bosom  heaving. 

And  musing  think  that  dreams  of  love 

Miglit  e'en  the  stony  bosom  move. 

Which,  though  the  tongue  hath  ne'er  confessed. 

Breathe  in  her  ear  the  one  loved  name, 

Would  not  the  flush  of  maiden  shame 

And  conscious  blushes  tell  the  rest  7 

We  thus  behold  with  mute  surprise 
What  dangers  dwell  in  slumbering  eyes. 
Whose  fatal  spells  in  hours  of  waking 
Are  reckM  not  of ;  the  charmers  sleep. 
Nor  dream  of  those  who  suffering  weep  -— 
How  many  hearlB  despair  is  breuing ! 
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The  mom  was  quite  remarkable 

On  board  the  Mariposa ; 
For  in  addition  to  the  dawn 

So  golden-hued  and  rosy, 
We  had  a  treat  of  rarities 

Beyond  our  fondest  hopes, 
All  coming,  as  misfortunes  do. 

Not  singly,  bot  in  troops. 


The  whales  with  all  their  water-works 

Were  still  on  exhibition, 
When  a  school  of  shining  jMrpoises 

Appeared  in  opposition  ; 
Around  our  bows  the  nimble  fry 

Came  circling  like  a  comet. 
Now  under  water  shooting  by. 

Now  briskly  leaping  from  it 


And  fint,  a  <  schoor  of  whales  we  saw, 

A  *  schoor  I  thinR  they  spell  it. 
Though  if  you  ask  the  reason  why, 

I  really  cannot  tell  it ; 
Unless  it  be  because  all  day. 

Like  school-boys  playing  truant. 
They  love  to  frolic  time  away, 

Of  fhn  alone  pursuant : 


Our  sailors  soon  with  barbed  harpoon 

Complete  their  preparation 
To  pay  these  new  aquatic  friends 

A  New-Year's  salutation. 
So  just  beneath  the  vessel's  prow 

A  shrewd  harpooner  standing. 
The  task  politely  undertakes 

These  guests  on  deck  of  handing. 


We  saw,  I  say,  a  school  of  whales. 

All  swimming  on  together, 
See-sawing  with  their  heads  and  tails, 

Up  one  and  down  the  other ;  j 

And  showing  now  and  then  their  backs. 

And  every  time  they  rose  i 

Their  engines  working  like  a  club 

Of  firemen  with  their  hose.  | 


And  when  a  porpoise  he  discerns 

Within  his  reach  below  him, 
To  help  him  up,  a  keen  harpoon 

He  instantly  doth  throw  him  ; 
In  vain  the  creature  struggling  tries 

To  quit  the  scene  of  slaughter  ; 
A  dozen  hands  a  bowline  seize 

And  lift  him  from  the  water. 


And  as  I  watched  these  creatures  huge,  I 

These  noble  spermaceti. 
So  brimming  full  of  life  and  glee, 

It  seemed  a  burning  pity 
That  this  our  world  so  dark  should  be. 

That  man's  especial  lighting 
Requires  of  all  this  buoyant  life 

So  merciless  a  blighting  I 


Three  several  times  a  writhing  fish 

Was  thus  in  air  suspended, 
When  breaking  from  the  iron  fluke> 

He  down  again  descended; 
But  spreading  round  a  bloody  wake. 

Worse  fate  was  soon  to  meet  him, 
For  when  a  wound  a  porpoise  gets, 

They  say  his  conu'adeB  eat  him  ! 


Yet  had  our  ship  a  whaler  been. 

And  sent  her  boats  among  them. 
And  on  the  points  of  their  harpoons 

Oar  gallant  tare  had  strung  them, 
T  is  ten  to  one  that  at  the  sight, 

While  Sympathy  lay  sleeping, 
My  eyes  had  watched  the  cruel  fun 

With  very  littl«  weeping. 


Just  as  it  happens  oft  among 

Perambulating  fishes, 
Where  crafty  Slander,  when  with  ease 

She  'd  carry  out  her  wishes, 
A  character  has  but  to  wound 

With  her  unerring  hatchet. 
And,  porpoise -like,  the  world  around 

Fall  on  and  soon  despatch  it ! 
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The  Woedallab  had  concluded.  I  felt  no  way  disposed  to  break 
the  solemn  silence  that  ensued.  The  shades  of  evening  had  begun 
to  gather;  the  waves  grew  black  in  the  twilight;  the  roar  of  oeean 
resounded  with  a  more  ominous  distinctness ;  until  '  darkness 
covered  the  face  of  the  deep.'  The  elements,  the  situation,  the  spot 
itself,  combined  to  produce  a  solemn  effect  upon  the  spirit. 

And  there  they  sat ;  the  gloomy  meditator  upon  what  had  been, 
and  the  eager  expectant  upon  that  which  was  to  be  —  a  singular 
companionship !  There  they  sat ;  and  while  they  lived  upon  the 
past  and  the  future,  both  forgot  the  eternal  present ;  the  everlasting, 
never-ending  Now,  for  which  only  man  exists  ;  for  in  it  are  embraced 
yesterday,  to-day  and  forever  !  Alas  !  vain  mortal !  to  feed  upon 
dim  recollections,  or  upon  the  unsubstantial  frame-work  of  raise 
hopes,  forgetful  of  that  which  is  ! 

!Dut  must  faith,  must  hope  be  banished  ]  Ah,  no  !  '  Does  not 
the  earnest  expectation  of  the  creature  wait  for  the  manifestation  of 
the  sons  of  God  V  Assuredly.  But  it  must  be  such  faith,  such 
hope,  such  expectation,  as  will  make  the  Now  important.  Tell  me 
of  a  faith  that  bids  me  forget  the  present,  and  I  will  brand  it  *  false* 
Show  me  a  hope  that  connects  not  with  what  is,  and  I  will  mark  it 
*  vain,*  Summon  me  an  expectation  that  refers  not  to  what  I  now 
am,  and  I  will  stamp  it  *Jutile,*  And  yet  man  sits  and  waits,  and 
hopes  and  expects,  and  waits  again,  while  nothing  comes  of  it ;  and 
he  munnurs,  but  still  expects,  and  still  the  river  runs  full  flowing  by, 
and  the  current  will  not  diminish.  Still  the  wheel  goes  round,  but 
nothing  is  accomplished.  And  what  has  his  faith  or  his  hope  or  his 
expectation  done  for  him  ]  Therefore,  oh  !  being,  created  by  Al- 
miglity  God,  when  unquiet  and  dissatisfied  thou  busiest  thyself  with 
vain  imaginings,  know  that  thou  neglectest  the  present^  and  if  thou 
neglectest  it,  thou  art  lost ! 

The  Woidallah  had  concluded ;  but  it  was  evident  that  he  had  given 
a  very  brief  outline  of  his  history  :  farther  I  could  not  ask.  Yet  how 
I  longed  to  question  him  about  the  young  Leila  !  Ktere  was  a  mys- 
tery still  unexplained.  Not  love  that  beautiful  creature  !  not  love 
the  only  child  of  his  unfortunate  and  deeply-wronged  wife  !  But 
the  Woedallah  had  not  said  that  he  loved  not  his  child.  True,  Leila 
had  confessed  that  she  could  not  love  her  parent.  Perhaps  —  per- 
haps       But  it  was  idle  to  conjecture ;  so  I  was  consoled  with 

the  hope  that  time  would  explain  all.  I  now  went  back  to  myselC 
I  was  adrift  again.  The  narrative  of  my  kinsman  made  me  trem- 
ble at  the  resolution  I  had  taken  a  little  before.  Like  a  successful 
ambuscade,  it  found  me  at  unawares,  and  put  to  flight  my  fancied 
security.     Pleasure  !  —  what  was  pleasure  1     It  seemed  to  me  Uke 
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some  accursed  fiend,  whose  end  was  to  accomplish  my  destruction. 
My  heart  acknowledged  to  itself  an  incipient  guilt,  which  waited 
only  for  temptation  to  be  developed.  In  vain  I  determined  to  ad- 
here to  my  resolution.  My  resolution  had  vanished  ;  I  could  not 
grasp  it : 

*  Tkb  frustracomprensa  mauus  effuj^it  iin«|ro» 
Par  levibus  veotia  volucrique  aimilluna  sopuio.* 

Every  thing  was  gone  save  one  absorbing  idea,  and  that  idea  was 
Leila  !  I  say  *  idea,'  for  I  had  as  yet  no  notion  of  the  ideal.  Oh ! 
beautiful  and  holy  Ideal  !  thou  belongest  not  in  thy  perfection  to 
youth ,  for  youth  is  attracted  too  touch  by  earth  to  worship  thee. 
The  dross  must  be  first  expelled ;  the  flame  of  life  must  bum  clear 
and  pure,  not  fed  rankly  by  the  fever-heat  of  too  young  bloods 
How  few  possess  thee,  lovely  Ideal  !  And  how,  alas  !  do  the  many, 
led  away  by  mimic  Fancy, 

'  which,  miafiring  shapes, 

Wild  work  produces,' 

create  for  themselves  a  world  of  ecstatic  dreams,  fed  with  Utihealthy 
excitements,  which  consume  the  young  heart  by  their  false  fire,  and 
^ther  up  for  ever  the  well-springs  of  life ;  leaving  the  fountain 
Which  should  flow  with  perpetual  freshness,  scorched  and  arid  and 
desolate ! 

But  who  can  realize  thee,  sacred  Ideal  !     They  only  upon  whom 
true  imagination  waits  ;  who  live  in  the  momentous  Present ;  who 

Jield  not  to  Fancy's  airy  nothings  —  tJiey  shall  enjoy  thee,  heavenly 
DEAL  !  for  to  such  Heaven  has  already  begun  ! 

I  MUST  not  farther  digress.     When  at  length  I  parted  from  the 

AVcBdallah,  and  proceeded  toward  the  village,  my  mind  was  in,  a 

"Vrhirl  of  excitement.      I  saw  in  my  fancy  nothing  but   Leila;  I 

bought  of  nothing  but  Leila ;  I  gave  myself  up  entirely  to  Leila. 

She  was  the  all-a^orbing  idea.     Why,  for  what,  to  what  end,  I  did 

xiot  ask  —  I  did  not  care  —  I  would  not  think.     If  I  could  only  have 

^me  more  interview,  that  was  all  I  would  demand  ;  all  the  happiness 

1  required  ;  one  more  interview  !     I  accused  myself  of  rudeness,  of 

lieartlessness,  of  every  thing  that  was  unkind.     I  thought  of  every 

i¥ord  she  said  ;  I  remembered  every  step,  every  gesture.     How  I 

dreaded  to  think  of  any  thing  else !  how  I  loved  that  night !  how  I 

liated  the  thought  of  the  morrow,  with  its  dull  routine  of  common-* 

place  incidents ! 

With  my  bosom  full  of  these  emotions,  I  reached  the  habitation 
of  the  worthy  minister.  I  paused  upon  the  threshold.  I  turned  and 
looked  up  at  the  still  heavens.  How  quiet  and  how  awful  they  ap- 
peared !  The  stars  which  lighted  the  *  dark-robed  night'  glittered 
with  unusual  brilliancy.  Perhaps  Leila  was  at  that  moment  gazine 
upon,  the  same  scene.  IJelt  that  she  teas.  My  soul  drank  in  a  world 
of  bliss,  of  rapture,  of  indescribable  ecstacy.  Were  we  not  both 
regarding  the  rolline  heavens  1  Were  we  not  both  gazing  at  yon 
sparkling  stars  ]     Were  not  those  stars  <  charged  with  destiny — r»- 
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vealers  of  every  fate  ]  Could  the  transport  have  been  greater  were 
we  gazing  into  each  other's  eyes  ]  *  Glorious  stars  !  truthful  stars !' 
I  Qxclaimed  aloud,  and  I  repeated  with  enthusiasm  a  favorite  passage 
from  the  *  Orphic  Hymns  :' 

'Acrrfpc;  ovpuvioi,  Nv/rrd;  i^'Cka  riKva  fttXaivrit 
Ey«fv«fXiois  iiyi^st  ireptdo6vtoi  Kv\iovrt9 
M.oipi6toi^  Tra<ri|j  jioipns  ar\^avTopti  dvrtf 
'EiirratpacTi  ^uva;  'ctpopiojitvoij  ^ip&itkayKni 
A.\)ya^ovT£i  dtX  vvKrai  ^otpociSia  iren-Aov! 

Were  these  feelings  true  1  Did  my  heart  beat  with  a  healthful 
excitement  *?  Was  I  experiencing  what  writers  of  romance  delight 
to  describe  in  terms  so  rapturous — *Jirst  loveV     We  shall  see. 

The  next  day  a  great  hunt  for  birds  and  birds'-eggs  was  to  take 
place.  So  remarkable  is  this  affair,  that  I  cannot  resist  giving  a 
brief  account  of  it.  As  the  St.  Kildans  subsist  chiefly  on  wild  fowl 
and  the  eggs  of  the  wild  fowl,  it  follows  of  course  that  enterprise, 
courage  and  alertness  in  securing  these  necessary  articles  of  subsist- 
ence, form  the  highest  accomplishments  of  the  male  sex.  The  bold 
adventurer  who  by  feats  of  extraordinary  hazard  captures  the  Solan 
goose  as  the  creature  sits  upon  a  shelving  rock  a  thousand  feet  from 
the  toppling  crags  above,  or  secures  the  eggs  of  the  Lavie,  deposited 
midway  between  the  top  of  some  fearful  precipice  and  the  foaming 
sea  below,  is  regarded  as  a  hero  in  the  island,  and  his  praises  are 
chaunted  by  the  St.  Kilda  maidens  in  songs  remarkably  descriptive 
and  full  of  fancy.  The  heroic  actions  of  the  men ;  their  disregard 
of  peril  and  fatigue ;  their  success  in  these  enterprises,  and  some- 
times their  imtimely  fate,  form  the  main  topics  of  St.Kildan  sone. 

All  the  rocks  in  the  island  which  overhang  the  sea  are  dividfed 
among  the  inhabitants  in  the  same  way  as  the  land,  and  any  infringe- 
ment upon  the  right  of  possession  is  regarded  as  heinous  as  theft 
itself,  and  punished  accordingly.  Every  family  who  can  afford  it 
owns  a  *  ropCy^  which  is  absolutely  necessary  as  a  means  of  sub8is^ 
ence.  This  rope  is  made  out  of  cow's-hide  and  cut  into  three 
thongs,  which  are  plaited  together,  after  having  been  thoroughly 
salted.  This  *  three-fold  cord*  is  remcarkably  strong,  and  with  proper 
care  will  last  for  two  c^cnerations.  It  always  descends  to  the  eldest 
son,  and  is  considered  e(iual  in  value  to  two  good  cows. 

The  St.  Kildans  seemed  desirous  to  aftbrd  us  a  fair  exhibition  of 
their  skill.  The  hunting  party  consisted  of  the  boldest  adventurers 
of  the  island;  the  most  dangerous  crags  were  selected,  and  the 
sport  commenced.  Two  of  the  party,  having  made  fast  to  each  other, 
began  the  perilous  descent.  First  one  would  take  the  lead,  throw- 
ing himself  carelessly  from  rock  to  rock,  then  darting  away  from  his 
precarious  foothold,  he  would  hang  suspended  in  the  air,  his  part- 
ner supporting  him  by  bracing  against  some  sharp  angle  in  the  rocks. 
It  was  next  the  turn  of  his  companion,  who  pursumg  a  similar  course 
did  all  he  could  to  surpass  his  comrade,  by  exposing  himself  to  the 
most  extraordinary  perils.  After  spending  some  time  in  this  way, 
the  two  returned,  each  having  secured  a  fine  string  of  birds  and  a 
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large  quantity  of  eggs.  Another  couple  succeeded  these,  with  ex- 
ploits still  more  hazardous,  and  thus  the  afternoon  passed  away ; 
some  ten  or  twelve  St.  Kildans  engaging  in  the  hunt.  In  the  eve- 
ning it  was  resolved  to  invade  the  territory  of  the  Solan  goose. 
These  creatures  engage  so  industriously  during  the  day  in  fish- 
ing that  they  are  content  to  sleep  soundly  at  night.  They  select 
some  large  rock  where  hundreds  of  them  herd  together,  and  after 
placing  a  sentinel  to  keep  guard,  abandon  themselves  to  repose. 
The  fowler,  having  a  large  white  napkin  tied  across  his  breast,  to 
deceive  the  sentinel,  approaches  cautiously.  Too  late  the  unsus- 
pecting bird  finds  an  enemy  in  the  camp.  The  sentinel  is  des- 
patched. The  fowler  takes  him  and  lays  him  among  his  comrades, 
who  by  this  time  waking  up,  gather  round  the  unfortunate  bird,  be- 
moaning his  death  and  uttering  cries  of  sorrow  ;  nor  do  they  think 
of  flight  till  a  large  number  of  their  company  are  killed  by  the  ac- 
tive fowlers,  who  take  this  cruel  advantage  of  the  ill-timed  lamen- 
tations of  the  Hock. 

Much  sport  was  expected  the  present  evening,  as  it  was  disco- 
vered that  an  immense  number  of  these  birds  had  settled  upon  a 
\¥ell-known  rock  on  the  east  side  of  the  island,  inaccessible  to  or- 
dinary pursuit,  but  presenting  no  insurmountable  difficulty  to  a  St. 
Kildan.  I  had  watched  the  whole  proceedings  during  the  day,  ac- 
€X>mpanied  by  Hubert,  who  entered  fully  into  the  excitement.  As 
"^e  were  about  starting  for  the  scene  of  the  new  adventure,  the  lat- 
"Ker  said  to  me  : 

*  St.  Leger,  have  a  care  ;  Vautrey  is  somewhere  near  us !' 

*  Indeed  !'  said  I ;   *  have  you  seen  him  ]' 

*  I  have  been  watching  him,'  continued  Hubert,  '  all  the  after- 
noon. His  body-guard  are  with  him ;  his  foreign  servant  and  that 
peculiar  imp  of  Satan  whom  you  saw  at  the  glen.  They  are  appa- 
rently spectators  of  the  hunt ;  but  let  us  be  watchful  during  the 
evening.' 

We  both  agreed  to  this,  and  proceeded  to  join  the  party.  But 
two  couples  undertook  the  perilous  descent  to  the  spot  where  the 
birds  were  congi'egated.  At  one  time  hanging  over  dizzy  heights, 
at  another  resting  upon  the  edge  of  some  slippery  rock,  so  narrow 
that  there  seemed  no  place  even  for  the  slightest  foot-hold,  the  daring 
adventurers  proceeded  on  their  perilous  descent.  Below,  at  a  dis- 
tance of  some  thousand  feet,  the  sea  raged  and  foamed  and  lashed 
itself  into  a  resistless  fiiry ;  while  the  sharp  projections  of  rugged 
rock,  protruding  here  and  there  from  the  different  cliffs,  indicated 
with  a  fearfiil  certainty  the  fate  of  the  wretch  who  should  miss  his 
uncertain  foothold. 

All  eyes  were  turned  toward  these  intrepid  fowlers.  Now  the 
heart  quailed  at  the  fearful  risks  they  ran  ;  now  admiration  for  their 
extraordinary  daring  was  paramount.  In  the  midst  of  the  excite- 
ment, and  when  all  were  watching  the  adventurers  with  breathless 
interest,  I  perceived  a  person  coming  cautiously  toward  me,  along 
the  side  of  the  cliff*.  I  knew  the  stranger  to  be  Vautrey.  He  was, 
as  I  thought,  alone  ;  but  on  looking  more  carefully  I  fancied  that  I 
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could  detect  some  one  following  him  in  the  distance.     The  Coant  c 
was  apparently  getting  a  position  to  see  the  fowlers  to  the  best  ad-  ^ 
vantage;   at  any  rate  he  paused  at  the  place  where  one  of  the^ 
couple  had  descended,  and  leaned  over  as  if  watching  their  move — 
ments.     My  own  attention  was  soon  directed  to  the  same  object;^ 
and  when  I  again  glanced  toward  the  Count,  I  was  surprised  to  sees 
that  the  figure  which  I  had  before  observed  had  approached  nea^a 
him,  and  that  it  was  his  attendant,  the  wild  savage.     There  wa:^ 
something  so  treacherous  and  stealthy  in  the  manner  of  this  hideous  — 
looking  creature,  that  I  at  once  suspected  something  hostile  to  m]r- 
self;  but  on  closer  scrutiny  it  seemed  as  if  the  savage  was  attempt- 
ing to  come  up  with  Vautrey  unobserved.     He  certainly  did  not 
seem  aware  that  1  was  near.     So  extraordinary  did  this  appear,  thsC 
I  ceased  longer  to  look  at  the  fowlers,  and  turned  my  attention  en- 
tirely toward  the  Count  and  his  attendant.     The  latter  approached 
nearer  and  nearer  to  his  master;  now  he  would  pause  and  glance 
hastily  around,  or  skulk   behind   a   rough  projection  of  rock,  and 
then  resume  his  stealthy,  cat-paced  course.     He  came  nearer  and 
nearer;  1  rost?  instinctively  to  warn  Vautrey  of  something,  I  knew 
not  what;  but  I  felt  that  there  was  danger.     At  the  same  instant 
the  savage  started  up,  ran  swiftly  toward  the  Count,  and  rushing 
upon  him  with  a  sudden  desperate  fury,  seized  him  in  his  grasp, 
and  by  a  tremendous  effort  hurled  him  over  the  precipice  —  clear 
over  into  the  frightful  chasm  below  ! 

It  was  too  horrible,  and  1  shrieked  in  spite  of  myself.  In  a  mo- 
ment the  savage  was  by  my  side.  I  was  upon  my  guard,  yet  he 
attempted  no  violence ;  but  throwing  off  a  quantity  of  coarse  hair 
from  his  head,  l  recognized  the  wild  Highland  follower  of  the  younflr 
G]v.nfin^his,  Donof'Jia  Mclan  !  The  eyes  of  the  savage  gleamed 
with  maligna nt  fire  ;  his  soul  seemed  completely  abandoned  to  the 
furies.  Pointing  with  exultation  toward  the  cliff,  and  then  to  him- 
self, as  if  glorying  in  the  act,  he  turned,  uttered  a  fierce  Highland 
cry,  and  disappeared  in  the  darkness.  This  was  the  work  almost 
of  a  second.  'I'he  alarm  was  given  ;  the  whole  party  were  in  con- 
fusion. 

But  Count  Laurent  de  Vautrey  was  not  thus  to  perish.  Strange, 
nay  incredible  as  it  may  appear,  although  he  was  cast  by  the  sud- 
den attack  of  Donacha  completely  clear  of  the  cliff,  still,  after  fall- 
ing several  feet,  he  caught  the  projecting  point  of  a  rock,  which, 
although  it  wounded  him  severely,  served  to  arrest  his  fall.  But  ha 
could  not  hang  by  it  a  moment ;  it  only  gave  him  an  instant  longer 
to  think  upon  his  fate.  It  will  be  remembered  that  the  Count  had 
chosen  a  place  for  his  observation  where  one  of  the  fowlers  had 
descended.  This  choice  saved  his  life ;  for  only  a  few  feet  below,  the 
same  fowler  was  cautiously  ensconced  upon  a  narrow  shelf  of 
rock,  braced  up  continually  to  meet  any  emergency  of  his  partner, 
who  was  linked  to  him,  and  who  was  pursuing  his  way  toward  bis 
eyrie,  some  hundred  feet  below.  The  fowler,  as  I  have  said,  was 
braced  up,  on  guard,  ready  for  any  emergency ;  and  as  the  miser* 
able  Vautrey  caught  upon  the  point  of  rock,  the  former  saw  him, 
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and  accustomed  to  such  fearful  accidents,  he  prepared  to  do  what 
he  could.  The  next  instant  Vautrey  foil  heavily  down.  What  a 
fearful  abyss  was  below!  He  fell  heavily  down,  but  not  into  that 
abyss.  The  intrepid  St.  Kikian  watched  him  as  his  hold  loosened 
on  the  crag,  and  by  an  extraordinary  effort  caught  and  held  him  in 
his  descent.  His  partner  was  called  to ;  the  rope  was  tied  round 
the  Count,  and  he  was  drawn  up  to  the  top  of  the  cliff,  lacerated 
and  bleeding  to  be  sure,  but  not  having  met  with  any  mortal  injury. 
The  Count  was  conveyed  to  the  house  of  the  minister.  Hubert 
and  myself  at  once  yielded  up  our  bed  to  him,  and  sought  accom- 
modations elsewhere.  As  1  was  the  only  eye-witness  of  the  attack 
made  by  Donacha,  I  hesitated  to  state  that  I  recognized  in  him  the 
follower  of  Glenfinglas.  I  finally  concluded  to  speak  of  it  to  Hu- 
bert only,  and  leave  it  for  him  to  make  farther  mention  of  it,  if  he 
chose  to  do  so.  The  latter  heard  me  in  silence ;  walked  up  and 
down  for  a  moment  with  a  serious  air ;  then  stopping  short,  he  ex- 
claimed : 

*  St.  Leger,  mark  my  words,  *  Vautrey  is  a  dead  man  !*  ' 

*  What  do  you  mean  !*  said  I.  *  A  dead  man  !'  continued  Hubert ; 
•  Donacha  is  as  sure  of  him  as  if  his  dirk  was  now  through  his  heart. 
1  know  the  race  ;  but  I  did  not  know  that  Donacha,  being  a  captive, 
Jicknowledged  fealty  to  Glenfinglas.  Dead!  — yes,  if  he  escaped 
for  seven  times  seven  !  Never  did  a  Mclan  lose  sight  of  his  victim, 
when  revenge  sharpened  the  pursuit.  The  blood-hound  has  not  a 
surer  scent ;  the  fox  is  not  more  subtle,  nor  the  tiger  more  fierce, 
nor  the  cat  more  stealthy,  nor  the  tortoise  more  patient,  than  a 
Mclan  of  the  Black  Cloud  when  pui-suing  his  enemy!* 

*  Nonsense  !*  said  I ;  *  Vautrey  will  be  on  the  continent  in  less 
than  three  weeks,  beyond  the  reach  of  all  the  thieving  caterans  'twixt 
this  and  Ben  Nevis.' 

*  You  will  see,'  said  my  cousin  ;  *  and  as  for  telling  Vautrey  who 
his  enemy  is,  it  will  only  give  him  cause  for  alarm  without  in  the 
least  assisting  to  prevent  the  danger.  No,  no  ;  let  him  imagine  that 
the  savage  undertook  this  as  a  revenge  for  some  supposed  affront 
while  in  his  service,  and  let  it  pass.  I  '11  not  put  mt/  finger  in  a  dish 
of  the  devil's  cooking,  at  any  rate.  If  Vautrey  does  not  like  the 
entertainment,  he  must  cater  better  next  time.' 

I  saw  that  Hubert  had  a  full  share  of  Highland  prejudice,  which 
I  did  not  care  to  interfere  with ;  so  I  left  the  matter  with  him  alto- 
gether. 

I  thought  much  about  it,  nevertheless.  It  was  quite  time  for  us 
to  get  away.  I  went  once  more  to  the  glen  to  make  my  parting 
salutations  to  my  kinsman.  He  received  me  with  a  composure  I 
had  not  before  witnessed  in  him.  He  was  evidently  calmer  and 
bappier.  We  conversed  for  some  time,  and  I  rose  to  leave.  *  My 
Bon,*  said  he,  *  I  thank  you  for  this  visit.  It  may  eventuate  in  good. 
1  will  make  your  adieu  to  Leila.  (I  had  asked  for  her.)  She  is  not 
Well,  poor  child !  Perhaps  you  will  see  her  when  she  leaves  this. 
(I  started  and  changed  color.)  Speak  of  me  to  the  Lady  Alice»  I 
i*exnember  her  token ;  and,  ray  son,  forget  not  my  farewell  admoni- 
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dou  :     *  At  the  parting  of  the  ways  mistake  not ;  seek  no  pleasure  which 
satisfies  not;  be  self-denying  and  6e  great.     Adieu/* 

Much  affected,  1  turned  from  the  Woedallah.  I  took  my  last  look 
at  the  stone  grotto,  at  the  delightful  little  valley,  and  the  scene  beyond. 
I  hastened  to  the  village  ;  all  was  ready  for  our  departure,  and  we 
set  sail.  Soon  the  threatening  cliffs  of  Hirta  receded  ;  and  after  a 
quick  passage,  we  made  the  coast,  and  sailed  up  the  loch  to  Glencoe. 
Then  came  parting  with  my  dear  friends  there  ;  and  then,  *  Ho  ! 
for  merry  England  T' 

Was  the  William  Henry  St.  Leger  who  started  in  the  spring- 
time upon  his  tour,  the  same  William  Henry  St.  Leger  whom  the 
early  autumn  had  returned  in  safety  to  his  home  ? 


XN2>     or     PART    VIRST. 
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Br    ONB    or     TBB    VIOTIUS. 


Unlike  the  fox,  whotse  was  the  dire  mishap, 
Ab  through  the  lonely  wildernesB  he  came, 

To  lose  one  luckleas  member  in  a  trap, 
And  then  advised  his  friends  to  do  the  same. 

And  e*en  affirmed,  though  some  have  dared  to  doubt  it, 

That  for  his  part  he'd  rather  be  without  it : 

Now,  though  I  am  a  sad,  unlacky  wight. 
Yet  lend  an  ear,  while  I  attempt  to  show 

What  brought  me  into  this  most  awful  plight, 
And  shun  what  I  by  sad  experience  know. 

I  Ml  not  conceal  my  knowledge  like  a  miser. 

For  when  I  die,  the  world  shall  be  the  wiser. 

Once  I  could  boast  a  round  and  ruddy  cheek. 
The  like  of  which  could  put  the  moon  to  shame : 

The  lily  and  the  rose  you  there  might  seek, 

Nor  vain  the  search ;  but  ah !  the  assassin  came  ! 

He  bads  me  starve,  in  hope  of  getting  stronger, 

And  kill  myself,  that  I  might  hve  the  longer. 

O !  how  my  helpless  hands  mcessant  tremble ! 

How  my  poor  feeble  knees  each  other  smite ! 
Behold  my  face ;  what  does  it  most  resemble  ? 

Alas !  the  fruits  of  turning  Grahamite  ! 
E'en  gentlemen  avoid  me ;  as  for  ladies, 
They  shun  me  like  a  gfaoit  qmrngout  of  Hadei. 
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In  vain,  to  heal  the  ailments  that  I  feel, 
I  make  my  bread  and  puddings  all  of  bran, 

Perfonn  ablations  with  an  Arab's  zeal, 

And  walk  each  day  much  farther  than  I  can. 

My  abstinence  from  coffee  and  from  tea, 

And  fastings  oft,  would  shame  a  Pharisee. 

In  vain  a  mattress  bears  my  weary  limbs ; 

In  vain  I  rise  at  four,  and  oft  before  it, 
And  put  in  practice  endless,  nameless  whims ; 

I  'm  in  'a  fix,'  and  over  must  deplore  it ! 
Oh,  Graham  !  is  it  thus  thy  system  strengthens. 
And  life  beyond  three-score  and  upward  lengthens  ? 

Now,  if  I  fall  a  victim  to  my  folly, 

My  blind  devotion  to  bran-bread  and  water, 

Cold  baths,  straw  mattresses,  and  melancholy. 
By  which  I  'm  led  like  oxen  to  the  slaughter, 

My  pale  sepulchral  ghost  shall  ever  haunt  thee. 

And  with  thy  meagre  system  ever  taunt  thee. 

Before  I  sink  to  premature  decay, 

Ere  one  short  hour  shall  close  my  little  span, 
Before  the  passing  wind  shall  blow  away 
The  little  left  of  what  was  once  a  man, 
•  Fain  would  I  consecrate  each  passing  breath 
To  speak  the  name  of  her  I  love  in  death. 

Thee  I  invoke,  unkindest  of  thy  sex  ! 

Who  thus  hast  dared  to  fill  my  heart  with  grief, 
And  my  already  tortured  soul  to  vex. 

Because  I  eat  brown  bread  instead  of  beef; 
Because  (for  this  my  other  sins  surpasses) 
Because  I  left  off  butter  for  molasses  ! 

Anon,  when  I  am  numbered  with  the  dead, 
Mark  what  I  say :  for  all  thy  scorn  and  pride, 

A  frightful  ghost  I  '11  hover  o'er  thy  bed, 
And  say,  but  for  thy  scorn  I  ne'er  had  died  : 

But  oh,  my  stammering  tongue !  be  still  and  quiet, 

'T  was  not  her  scorn ;  't  was  Graham's  meagre  diet ! 

I  wish  thee  well ;  and  be  thy  happy  lot 

Where  dietetic  lecturers  are  rare ; 
Where  butter  is,  and  GaAHAM-bread  is  not ; 

Go  live  on  things  more  tangible  than  air ! 
Go  sip  thy  tea,  while  I  lie  cold  and  moulder. 
And  shun  cold  water  lest  thou  shouldst  be  colder ! 

But  ah  !  my  time  is  short !  I  feel  the  chill 
Of  death  come  o'er  me,  ere  my  pen  can  trace 

The  lines  with  which  I  fondly  hoped  to  fill, 

Though  sad  the  task,  my  sheet's  unlettered  space : 

I  faint !  —  I  fall !  —  the  painful  strife  is  over ; 

Thus  perish  all  who  will  not  live  in  clover ! 
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A  DREAM  THAT  WAS  NOT  ALL  A  DREAM. 


A.     TKOS      YAKN     OF    TUC     ICBXIOXM     aOA.*T. 


In  1834,  when  I  was  yet  a  youngster  before  the  mast,  I  took  a 
trip  to  Tampico  in  a  little  trading  schooner  called  *  The  Ella/ 
commanded  by  a  jolly  skipper  from  Florida,  one  Mat  Marin,  a  dark- 
skinned  Spanish  Creole,  who  *for  skorV  Was  by  his  friends  always 
termed  *  Nig.'  The.  schooner  generally  carried  out  dry-goods  and 
provisions  on  her  owners*  account ;  but  I  always  had  an  idea,  (which 
1  kept  to  myself,)  that  she  *  tonned'  more  than  her  register  made  her 
responsible  for,  and  that  her  hold  always  contained  more  goods  than 
could  be  found  on  her  manifest. 

But  to  return.  We  were  only  nine  days  on  our  run  from  New- 
York  out  to  the  mouth  of  Tampico  river ;  and  about  noon  on  the 
tenth  day  we  stretched  in  over  the  bar,  with  a  leading  wind,  that 
would  easily  have  carried  us  with  a  flowing  sheet  up  to  the  town, 
which  was  nearly  twelve  miles  above  ;  but  for  reasons  best  known 
to  himself,  the  captain  anchored  as  soon  as  we  passed  the  fort  and 
rounded  Point  Tafiupeco,  just  above  and  out  ot  reach  of  its  guns. 
The  revenue-boot  from  the  guarda-costa  came  on  board  before  our 
sails  were  furled,  and  the  custom-house  officers  overhauled  our 
papers  and  manifest.  They  seemed  a  little  suspicious,  and  one  of 
the  officers  was  left  on  board  to  watch  us,  while  the  rest  went  aboard 
of  their  own  craft,  which  lay  nearly  half  a  mile  farther  down  the 
river,  under  the  guns  of  the  fort.  As  soon  as  dinner  was  ready  the 
captain  invited  the  revenue-officer  down  in  the  cabin  to  dine  with 
him  ;  and  as  they  went  below,  the  former  winked  his  large  laughing 
eye  at  the  mate,  and  I  knew  well  that  there  was  fun  in  the  wind. 
As  soon  as  the  captain  and  Mexican  had  got  below,  the  mate  slipped 
into  the  small-boat  and  sculled  ashore.  1  saw  no  more  of  him  until 
after  dark  that  night.  In  the  mean  time  1  could  tell  by  tbe  lively 
voices  in  the  cabin  that  the  officer  and  captain  were  getting  along 
very  well  together;  and  once  in  a  while  the  tinkle  of  meeting 
glasses  and  a  jolly  song  spoke  of  a  *  spirit  potential'  that  wa«  play- 
ing upon  the  hearts  and  senses  of  both  parties. 

As  night  came  on,  more  hilarious  were  the  tones  and  more  varied 
the  sounds  which  arose  from  the  cabin  ;  and  it  appeared  that  while 
twilight  began  to  get  blue  above,  they  were  fast  getting  *  blue'  below. 
First  I  could  hear  our  Mexican  spluttering  out  a  Spanish  bacchana- 
lian glee  ;  then  Captain  Marin  would  give  a  touch  from  a  sea-song, 
or  a  specimen  of  a  *  nigger-melody.'  At  last,  a  little  after  dark, 
with  a  real  Havana  in  each  of  their  mouths,  they  came  on  deck,  the 
skipper  and  the  watcher.  Both  were  decidedly  and  unequiyocally 
drunk,  if  one  might  judge  from  their  *  walk  and  conversatioD ;'  but 
I  could  see  at  a  single  glance  that  the  captain  was  shamming. 
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although  the  '  spiritual  reality'  was  visible  iu  the  Mexican.  He 
seemed  however  to  retain  some  shrewd  notions  of  his  duty,  and  to 
know  that  as  night  was  over  us,  if  we  intended  to  smuggle,  it  was 
necessary  for  him  to  keep  his  eyes  open.  So  he  seated  himself  on 
the  taffrail  with  an  air  of  drunken  dignity ;  and  as  he  hummed  a 
Spanish  barcarole,  kept  watch  over  the  movements  of  the  crew  about 
the  deck,  glancing  now  and  then  up  and  down  the  still  river. 

As  the  night  advanced,  I  saw  that  Captain  Marin  began  to  look 
uneasy  and  anxious,  although  he  pretended  to  be  even  mor^  drunk 
than  his  guest  and  spy.  At  last,  when  it  was  near  midnight,  the 
Mexican  became  less  frequent  in  his  snatches  of  song,  and  the 
*  liquor-drowse'  seemed  to  be  coining  over  him.  He  would  all  unwil- 
lingly close  his  eyes,  and  then  his  head  would  make  a  long  slow  bow 
toward  some  being,  imaginary  or  invisible,  until  the  chin  rested  on 
Ms  breast,  when  up  it  would  fly,  as  if  a  bee  had  stung  it,  and  slowly, 
drowsily  the  eyes  would  open  to  the  accustomed  watch. 

Captain  Marin  now  lay  down  beside  the  Mexican,  and  pretended 
to  fall  into  a  sound  sleep,  attesting  the  same  by  a  long,  loud  and  re- 
gular snore.  This  threw  the  Mexican  completely  off  his  guard ; 
and  wrapping  his  watch-coat  closer  around  him,  he  followed  suit ; 
and  then  the  twain  seemed  to  be  trying  which  could  snore  the 
loudest.  When  the  Sefior  Mexicana  had  got  fairly  under  headway 
the  captain  arose  lightly  from  the  deck,  and  passing  forward,  took 
the  lanthom  from  the  binnacle  and  held  it  tor  a  minute  over  the 
bows.  Presently  I  saw  several  dark  objects  coming  out  from  under 
&e  shadow  of  the  land,  and  in  a  few  moments  more  six  large  native 
canoes  were  alongside  of  us.  In  the  first  one  that  boarded  us  was 
Jie  mate  and  a  merchant  whom  I  well  knew  to  belong  to  one  of  the 
irst  houses  in  Tampico.  The  boats  came  noiselessly  alongside,  and 
Qieir  crews  crept  stealthily  on  board.  Without  a  sound  the  hatches 
^ere  raised,  and  package  after  package  of  rich  dry-goods  was 
passed  up  from  the  hold  and  over  the  side  into  the  boats,  by  the 
:a,wny,  half-naked  rascals. 

The  boats  were  nearly  all  loaded,  when  I,  who  had  been  placed 
:a>  watch  over  the  sleeping  revenue-officer,  saw  him  open  his  eyes  ; 
and  before  I  could  piove  or  speak,  he  saw  and  comprehended  all 
that  was  going  on.     Springing  to  his  feet,  he  shouted  : 

*  Cruarda  costn  !  —  contrabandutas  F 

One  bound  from  where  he  stood  by  the  main-hatchway  to  the  taf- 
irail,  and  our  captain  was  by  the  side  of  the  officer,  with  his  brawny 
bands  encircling  the  wind-pipe  from  which  proceeded  so  much  noise. 
"The  Mexican  tried  to  draw  his  sword,  and  struggled  manfully  to 
^et  free  from  the  choking  grip  ;  but  Captain  Marin  knew  that  the 
entire  loss  of  his  vessel  and  cargo  would  follow  detection,  and  he 
"was  not  disposed  to  tiifle.  Raising  the  Mexican,  in  spite  of  his 
lucks  and  writhings,  in  his  strong  arms,  he  coolly  pitched  him  over- 
iKmrd  !  It  was  quite  dark,  and  as  the  tide  was  ebbing  swiftly  down- 
ward, he  passed  out  of  sight  instantly ;  but  for  minutes  we  could 
^^ear  him  splashing  and  gurgling  in  the  water,  and  trying  to  shout. 
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Then  all  was  still  again.     We  knew  not  whether  he  had  sunk  or 
gained  the  shore ;  nor,  to  tell  the  truth,  did  we  much  care. 

*  Bear  a  hand,  boys  !'  said  the  captain  ;  *  tumble  in  these  pack- 
ages ;  get  the  rest  of  the  goods  into  the  boats,  and  let  them  epi 
ashore.  If  that  diego  has  n't  drank  too  much  water,  he  may  give 
us  some  trouble  about  this  matter  yet.' 

In  a  few  moments  the  last  package  to  be  smuggled  was  passed 
into  the  boats ;  the  '  patron,'  who  had  made  the  purchase,  counted 
out  the  pay  in  doubloons ;  the  canoes  pushed  off,  and  soon  vanished 
up  the  river.  In  a  few  minutes  our  hatches  were  replaced,  the 
decks  cleared  up  as  before,  and  the  crew  retired  to  their  bertb, 
with  orders  to  be  sound  asleep  and  not  to  wake  up  on  any  account 

All  this  was  scarcely  arranged,  when  the  dash  of  oars  coming 
hastily  up  the  river  was  heard,  and  in  another  moment  an  armed 
boat  from  the  gttarda-costa  was  alongside.     At  the  first  sound  of  the 
approaching  boat.  Captain  Marin  had  lain  down  where  he  first  pre- 
tended to  go  to  sleep,  and  he  was  now  snoring  louder  than  ever. 
Even  the  curses,  many,  loud  and  deep,  of  the  angry  Mexicans, 
failed  to  arouse  him  from  his  deep  slumber.     The  officer  who  had 
been  thrown  overboard,  still  dripping  from  his  involuntary  bath,  rusHed 
afl,  and  with  no  gentle  means  tried  to  arouse  the  sleeper.     At  last 
the  captain,  gaping  and  stretching,  slowly  opened  his  eyes,  and  as 
he  yawned  and  scratched  his  head,  coolly  asked  what  was  the  mat- 
ter and  what  was  wanted.     Then  came  a  scene/     All  the  Mexicans 
cursing  and  swearing  and  threatening  and  carrahooing  at  once, 
pointing  to  the  officer  who  had  been  taking  a  midnight  swim  all 
alone  by  himself,  who,  with  voice  louder  than  all  the  rest,  swore  that 
he  should  have  been  drowned  if  St.  Antonio  had  n't  made  the  senti- 
nels hear  his  voice  aboard  the  guarda-costa,  and  caused  them  to 
send  him  a  boat.     The  captain  could  not  be  made  to  understand 
what  was  the  matter ;  and  when  he  was  charged  with  having  thrown 
the  revenue-officer  overboard,   and  with   having  smuggling-boats 
alongside,  he  raised  his  hands  in  holy  horror  toward  the  stars,  and 

indignantly  replied  :   *  It  's  all  a  d d  lie  !     Why,'  said  he  to  the 

other  officers  of  the  guarda-costa,  *  that  gentleman  dined  with  me; 
we  drank  pretty  freely,  and  then  came  up  /rom  the   cabin,  when 
both  of  us  lay  down  here  to  sleep.     I  did  not  wake  up  until  now: 
he  must  have  been  dreaming,  and  have  fallen  overboard  in  his  sleep! 
You  all  saw  that  I  was  sound  asleep  when  you  came  aboard ;  how 
then  could  I  have  thrown  him   overboard  )     The  idea  is  absurd, 
nonsensical ;   the  whole  story  improbable — yes,  impossible  f    See, 
my  hatches  are  all  battened  down,  just  as  they  were  when  you  were 
on  board,  when  I  came  in  from  sea  to-day;  nothing  has  been  moved; 
my  crew  are  all  asleep.     He  must  have  been  dreaming  ;  and  whilo 
he  dreamed  of  smugglers,  and  the  like  of  such,  he  must  have  fallen. 
overboard.     He  knows  very  well  that  he  was  *  aa  drunk  as  a  lord.' 

The  story  of  the  captain  was  well  conceived,  and  told  with  stil*- 
better  effect  among  all  the  revenue-officers,  save  the  victim  himselfcj 
who  called  upon  every  saint  in  the  calendar  to  come  down  aa*-- 
swear  that  his  story  was  true.  But  the  perfect  order  and  quietuA-* 
of  our  vessel;  the  crew  all  sound  asleep;  the  hatches  battens* 
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n,  just  as  they  were  in  the  morning  ;  the  honest  indignation  of 
sleepy  captain,  and  the  acknowledgment  of  the  victim  that  he 
been  very  drunk,  compared  badly  with  his  own  story,  and  the 
I  of  Captain  Marin  was  believed.  The  '  soaked'  official  was 
jn  back  to  his  own  vessel,  to  be  tried  and  punished  for  sleeping 
lis  watch,  while  another  officer  was  left  in  his  place  to  keep  us 
1  smuggling.  When  day-light  came,  we  weigned  anchor  and 
)d  up  to  the  town,  where  we  honestly  discharged  the  cargo  per 
lifest,  paying  honorably  all  charges  and  duties  thereon, 
aptain  Marin  only  cleared  five  thousand  dollars  by  that  trip  ;  and 
have  often  laughed  since  at  the  scene  I  have  describeo,  espe- 
[y  the  Mexican's  Dream,  which  tons  not  all  a  Dream. 

Nkd  Bumtlins. 


LINES     ON    A     PICTURE     OF     AN     INDIAN    GIRL, 


OALLAUDXT. 


What  sees  she  as  she  gazes  there  alone 
Out  on  the  wide,  wide  ocean  ?     Is  there  aught 
Her  sight  descries  of  moving  thing  ;  a  bark 
That  but  a  speck  in  the  far  distance  seems, 
And  which  she  hopes  will  bear  to  her  fond  amur 
Ilim  who  has  vowed  to  her  unchanging  love  7 
Or,  as  the  vast  expanse  her  eye  surveys, 
All  vainly  does  she  look  for  his  canoe  7 
And  are  thick-coming  fancies  troubling  her  ? 
Is  Passion's  host  at  strife  within  that  breast  7 
Is  Jealousy  inflicting  her  keen  pang. 
And  picturing  to  this  simple  native's  mind 
Him,  whom  she  loves,  who  is  her  all  on  earth, 
Wooing,  while  yet  he  waits,  some  other  maid  7 
Say,  is  her  soul  thus  tortured ;  and  does  Death 
Look  up  inviting  through  the  glassy  sea  7 
And  hesitates  she  whether  stiH  to  live, 
Or  plunge  beneath  the  tide  and  end  her  woes  7 

Far,  far  from  this  the  truth.    No  torment's  bar's/ 

No  doubts  of  love,  no  maddening  jealousy ; 

No  warm  expectant  she  of  one  to  come. 

Who  in  her  ear  will  breathe  Love's  magic  tones } 

For  as  upon  that  water-circled  rock 

She  peacefully  reposes,  friends  and  foes, 

Her  lover  and  her  rivals,  from  before 

Her  mind's  eye  fade  away ;  and  of  the  past 

And  future  now  she  has  no  troubled  thoughts. 

The  still  smooth  water  and  the  tranquil  air 

Have  filled  her  soul  with  calmness ;  and  that  bow 

She  sees  upon  the  disappearing  cloud, 

Though  why  God  placed  it  there  she  knoWs  not  Jrdt  i 

So  full  of  promise  of  the  clear  blue  sky, 

And  beautiful  it  is,  that  as  she  looks. 

Her  spirit,  though  untaught,  rises  to  Him 

Who  made  that  bow,  the  earth  and  all  she  sees, 

And  the  Great  Spirit  worships  ob  she  kneels. 


LITERARY     NOTICES. 


Hoboer's  Iliad:  Trakslatbd  bt  William  Munpokd.    la  two  Tolumes..  Boston;  Chaklbs 
Little  and  Jabtbs  Bbown. 

A  NEW  translation  of  Homer's  Iliad,  by  a  Virginian,  written  in  *  our  English  he- 
roic verse,  without  rhyme,'  and  issued  with  all  the  luxury  of  the  Boston  preas,  is  an 
event  in  literature.  Such  a  work,  if  accomplished  with  a  spirit  equal  to  that  which 
dictated  the  attempt,  cannot  fail  to  be  a  matter  of  pride  and  congratulation  to  our 
own  country,  nor  to  command  the  attention  of  scholars  abroad.  An  examination  of 
its  pages  has  convinced  us  that  it  will  confer  lasting  honor  on  the  memory  of  its  au- 
thor, who  only  lived  to  bring  it  to  a  completion.  Mr.  William  Munford  died  at  his 
residence  in  the  city  of  Kichmond,  (Va.,)  in  1825.  The  work  on  which  he  had  spent 
the  intervals  of  a  life  devoted  to  many  responsible  labors  is  now  first  published  by  his 
executors.  The  completion  of  such  a  task  is  almost  of  itself  a  sufficient  argument 
for  the  requisite  qualities  of  the  translator.  It  must  be  confessed  that  the  induce* 
ment  was  small,  beyond  pure  love  and  admiration,  and  the  illustration  of  genins  for  its 
own  sake.  It  was  laborious,  mtrinsically  difficult,  and  might  not  be  appreciated,  at 
least  in  this  hemisphere.  Pope  wearied  of  his  labors  before  he  had  accomplished  the 
many  books  of  Homer.  Cowper  flagged  according  to  the  variations  of  his  unequal 
spirit.  Both  failed  ;  not  from  want  of  genius  in  either,  but  the  impossible  nature  of 
the  thing.  A  translation  is  the  divorce  of  a  spirit  from  the  body  which  was  bom  with 
it,  informed  by  it,  and  which  was  the  outward,  visible  image  of  itself.  The  two  are 
inseparable.  We  always  confound  them  together  ;  we  never  think  of  one  without 
the  other.  The  difficulty  is  inherent,  and  ever  will  stand  out  against  the  complete 
success  of  any  attempt  of  this  kind.  Why  is  it  that  little  phrases  in  French,  for 
example,  are  often  in  request,  which  may  be  translated,  and  yet  for  which  there  is  no 
translation  ?  —  which  somehow  or  other  signify  nothing  when  analyzed,  and  yet  taken 
as  they  are,  are  provokingly  apt  and  piquant?  The  fact  is,  the  body  and  soul  of  such 
things  are  born  together.  *  Stimulttianeousnest'  is  the  western  phrase,  which  ez- 
presess  the  concurrence  of  original  ideas  with  the  language  in  which  they  may  be 
expressed.  In  vain  do  we  seek  an  adequate  converse  with  the  noble  spirits  of  anti- 
quity, if  we  strive  to  bring  them  back  to  our  times,  to  make  them  dwell  in  our  habita- 
tions, if  through  our  ignorance  we  make  the  language  in  which  they  are  enshrined 
the  grave  in  which  they  lie  dead,  rather  ihan  the  bright  adornment  which  only  illus- 
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r  beauty.  We  <may  go  to  them,  bnt  they  cannot  retom  to  ni.*  What 
I  however  executed,  can  give  ue  an  idea  of  that  atrength  of  pinion 

*  Which  the  Theban  eagle  bare, 
^  Sailing  with  aupreme  duminioa 

Through  the  azure  deep  of  airf 

sader  of  PniLiPs  has  possesBed  the  wealth  of  golden  Sappho,  though  he 
leart  that  musical  ode, 

*BlB8T  at  the  immortal  godi  ii  he 
The  youth  who  fondly  aiu  by  thee  V 

en  we  come  to  Homsr,  where  the  marriage  of  the  lofty  thought  with  ito 
iful  language  is  most  holy  and  inseparable,  consecrate  by  age,  and  eyer- 
)  hopes  of  a  translator  become  in  proportion  faint  and  his  task  doubtful.  We 
e  remarks  not  to  discourage  a  perusal  of  the  work  before  us,  nor  to  lesMn 
of  the  author,  but  to  show  that  his  execution  of  it,  in  the  fkce  of  inherent 
,  amounts  as  far  as  can  be  to  an  actual  triumph.  Would  that  we  could  see 
1  refireehing  tokens  of  a  love  for  classical  studies !  What  so  calculated  to 
taste,  improve  the  judgment,  and  shed  a  charm  over  the  common  pursuits 
97e  are  far  from  saying  that  those  who  cannot  read  Homee  in  the  Greek  had 
attempt  him  in  a  translation  ;  and  we  are  sure  that  the  scholar  will  take  in- 
nire  in  the  comparison  of  this  version  with  those  which  have  gone  before^ 
with  the  great  original.  We  shall  present  some  passages  selected  from 
ortions  of  the  Iliad,  and  not  with  a  view  of  showing  the  best  parts  of  this 
Fhe  first  may  be  referred  to  in  the  Fifth  Book,  and  were  marked  with  an 
y  ancient  critics,  to  denote  their  transcejident  beauty.  They  describe 
irming  herself  for  battle  : 

'  Mkanwhilx  Minkbva  of  the  thanderiof  god 
Dread  daughter,  on  her  father'*  floor  threw  off 
Her  flowing  robe  with  various  ornament 
Elaborate  by  herself  with  hands  divine. 
Assuming  then  of  cloud-compelling  JovB 
The  cuirass,  for  the  mournful  war  she  cirda 
His  armor  on ;  she  takes  his  dreadftil  snield. 
The  shaggy  egis  which  throughout  its  orb 
With  terror  was  emblazonad  I    Discord  there 
Was  seen  ;  there  valor  stem ;  there  swift  pvranit 
Bloody  and  fierce ;  there  too  the  Gorgon's  head 
Tremendous  monster,  horrible  and  dire, 
Portentous  prodigy  of  awftil  Jovx. 
Next  on  her  head  she  placed  his  helmet  crovn, 
With  four  bright  crests,  adom'd  with  radiant  stars 
And  fram'd  of  gold ;  so  large  it  would  soAoa 
For  all  the  warriors  of  an  hundred  states. 
She  mounts  the  fiery  car  and  takes  the  lanea 
Huge,  heavy,  strong,  with  which  she  proetratM  hosts 
Of  heroes  against  whom  her  anger  bums 
Resistless  in  her  father*s  boundless  might : 
Juno,  impatient,  lashed  the  flying  steeds ; 
Opening  spontaneous  ranff  the  gates  of  heavea. 
Kept  by  the  Hours,  who  the  wide  expanse 
Of  Heaven,  and  Olymous  have  in  charge 
To  roll  away  the  cloudy  barrier  dense. 
Or  to  replace  it.    Through  these  gates  the  steeds 
Were  by  the  scourge  impelled.    They  found  od  Ufh, 
Sitting  apart  from  other  powers  divine, 
Saturuian  Jovx  upon  the  topmost  cliff 
Of  all  the  summiu  of  immense  Olympus.' 

ry  first  sentence  in  the  above  version  will  serve  to  illustrate  lome  of  the 
remarks,  by  showing  the  difficulty  of  tiandatkm.    While  the  whole  pii- 
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sage  in  the  Greek  has  been  admired,  we  do  not  remember  that  any  eritic  hav  pointed 
out  the  exquisite  beauty  of  that  expression  for  disrobing : 

IIcTrXoi/  fuv  KaTtjfZvtv, 

It  Lb  true  our  translator  has  <  flowing  robes/  but  to  to  find  another  verh  for  Kart^nn  in 
our  language,  in  such  a  connexion,  would  be  difficult     Cowpse  has  it  thus : 

*  Meantime  Minerva,  progenj  of  Jovb, 
On  the  adatnaniioe  floor  of  hi*  abode, 
Lei  fall  profuMt  her  variegated  robe.' 

Mr.  Coleridge  very  truly  remarks  that  there  is  that  about  the  Greek  which  has 
no  name,  but  which  is  of  so  fine  and  ethereal  a  subtilty  that  it  can  only  be  felt  in  the 
original,  and  is  lost  in  an  attempt  to  transfuse  it  into  another  language.'  lAxtw  haid 
to  give  an  idea  of  the  unbroken  power  of  verse  which  rolls  on  through  thoee  wonder- 
ful rhapsodies  in  which  Hector  bursts  through  the  grates  of  the  Greek  fortifications 
and  fights  his  way  to  the  ship  of  Ajax  !  How  is  it  possible  to  convey  the  whole  of 
that  tender  pathos  which  marks  the  interview  of  Hector  and  Andromache  ?  Or  the 
lamentations  of  Andromache  and  Helen  over  the  corpse  of  the  departed  hero  ?  But 
we  come  to  that  grand  picture  of  Achilles  struggling  in  the  surges  of  Scamandbk.* 
How  does  the  verse  roll  on  full  and  sonorous  as  the  torrent ;  the  fall  of  the  elm,  the 
tearing  up  of  the  bank,  the  rustling  of  the  branches  in  the  water,  all  put  into  such 
words  that  almost  every  letter  corresponds  with  the  sound !  Would  that  we  could  find 
room  for  our  author's  correct  and  excellent  version  of  the  whole  of  this  unequaDed 

picture : 

'  The  wrathful  river,  rolling  billows  hage, 
Pursued  him  rapidly  with  all  his  flood* 
Foaming  and  furious.    Many  of  the  dead, 
Which  lay  in  heaps  by  stern  AcBiLLES  slain. 
He  raised  alofl  and  floating  threw  them  forth, 
Roaring  and  bellowing  like  a  bull  enraged 
Upon  the  land  ;  but  in  his  beauteous  stream 
Sheltered  and  saved  the  living  Trojans,  hidden 
In  eddies  deep  and  wide.    Around  the  chief 
A  turbid  surge,  enormous,  horrible, 
Swelled  higti.    The  weight  of  waters  on  hia  ahield 
Falling,  pressed  hard ;  nor  could  his  slidd'riog  feet 
Support  him.    With  bis  hands  a  stately  elm 
Growing  luxurious  on  the  river's  brink 
He  graop'd  ;  the  tree  gave  way  with  all  its  roots 
Boro  down  the  bursting  bank,  and  failing  sheer 
Within  the  flood,  with  branches  broad  and  dense 
Obstructing,  bridg'd  it.    To  the  shore  he  sprang: 

the  potent  god 
Ceased  not,  but  more  enraged  behind  him  poured : 
Pelides  with  prodigious  effort  sprang 
At  every  leap  as  far  as  flies  a  spear 
Thrown  with  strong  impuli^e,  darting  rapidly 
Like  the  black  eagle.    Upon  his  breast 
The  brazen  armor  rang  with  clanging  loud 
And  terrible ;  endeavoring  to  escape, 
He  fled,  obliquely  turning:  Xanthus  stiU 
Pursued  him  every  way  with  deaf*ning  roar. 
Whene'er  again  the  chief  indignant  slopped 
To  try  the  contest. 

So  often  did  the  river  sprung  from  JovK 
His  neck  and  shoulders  bathe,  and  o'er  him  swell 
With  overwhelming  waters.' 

Wearied  and  slipping  from  the  ground,  Achilles  now  implores  the  gods  that  he 
might  not  perish  by  so  ignoble  a  fate  : 

'  Meanxt  to  bo  swept  away, 

Drowned  in  a  river,  like  a  swine-herd  boy : 
He  said,  and  instantly  beside  him  stood 
The  god  of  ocean  and  the  martial  maid. 

*B00K   XXI. 
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•     He  with  strength 
And  speed  renewed,  encouraged  thus  from  Heaven, 
Rush'd  to  the  ploin  which  then  was  covered  deep 
With  outpoured  waters.    Many  splendid  arms 
Wore  floating,  many  gbastly  carcasses 
Of  youths  in  battle  slain.    His  vigorous  knees 
Sprang  upward  right  against  the  rushing  stream; 
For  not  the  potent  river  in  it»  strength 
Restrained  him  now,  such  ener?>  divine 
Minerva  gav*t  him,  nor  Scama.noer  yet 
Relax'4  his  efforts ;  with  augmented  rage 
Against  Pelides.  hish  his  boiling  surge 
He  rolled  a  torrent  flood,  caUing  for  aid 
To  Stmois  also.* 

We  commend  this  translation  of  Homer  as  one  which  challenges  a  comparison 
'^^th  any  that  has  yet  been  made,  and  as  in  many  respects  better  than  them  all,  as 
xxiig'it  be  shown  by  the  collation  of  passages,  and  as  deserving  a  place  on  the  shelves 
of  every  scholar  and  in  every  public  library  in  the  country.  By  the  way,  what  has 
Income  of  that  promised  translation  by  the  author  of  *  Oberon,'  (Mr.  Sotheby,)  which 
'Was  to  b«  more  faithful  than  Pope's,  and  more  harmonious  than  Cowper's?  Until 
't.hat  appears,  we  shall  consider  the  present  version  as  holding  such  a  position. 


•The  Trees  op  Avbrica  :  Native  and  Foreign,  Pictorxally  and  Botanicauly  delineated, 
AND  SciENTTPiCALLY  AND  Popularly  DE9CRIBRD:  being  considered  principali>  with  reference 
to  the  Geography  und  History,  soil  and  situntioo,  propugatiou  aud  culture,  accidents  and  diseases, 
etc.  Illustrated  by  numerous  engravings.  By  D.  J.  Browns,  author  of  '  Sylva  Americana.'  New* 
York :  Ha&peb  and  Brotusbs. 

Tms  excelled  illustrated  work  of  Mr.  Browne  has  strong  claims  upon  the  attention 
of  both  the  general  and  the  scientific  reader.  The  subject  is  treated  of  in  a  popularform, 
but  at  the  same  time  with  strict  regard  to  scientific  accuracy.  The  author  has  mostly 
followed  Loudon  in  his  arrangement,  which  is  admirable ;  and  in  this  respect  the 
work  will  not  suffer  by  comparison  with  the  best  works  of  the  kind  within  our  knowledge. 
First  we  have  the  genus,  with  the  order  in  both  the  natural  and  Linnjean  systems ; 
then  follow  the  synonymes,  derivation,  generic  characters,  general  description,  and 
geographical  distribution.  Then  follow  the  species,  with  the  synonymes  ;  derivation 
of  the  name ;  a  list  of  works  in  which  the  tree  is  fiigured  ;  the  specific  characters ;  then 
a  general  description  ;  varieties ;  geography  and  history  ;  soil  and  situation  ;  propaga- 
tion and  management ;  insects ;  properties  and  uses ;  and,  in  short,  every  thing 
which  is  necessary  to  be  known  in  order  to  obtain  a  full  knowledge  of  the  subject 
The  work  is  abundantly  illustrated  with  engravings ;  and  to  make  the  descriptions 
easily  understood,  we  have  a  figure  of  the  general  appearance  of  the  tree,  and  an- 
other of  the  leaf,  fiower,  fruit,  etc. ;  and  these  are  so  true  to  nature,  that  any  one  at 
all  familiar  with  the  subject  will  be  able  at  once  to  recognize  each  particular  tree 
wherever  he  may  meet  with  it.  We  have  only  to  glance  at  this  outline  to  perceive 
that  the  present  volume  has  been  a  work  of  much  labor  and  time,  and  we  take  plea- 
sure in  bearing  our  testimony  to  the  care  and  accuracy  with  which  it  has  been  accom- 
plished. In  collecting  his  materiel,  the  author  travelled  into  various  and  distant  parts  of 
the  world,  and  thus  had  an  opportunity  not  only  of  verifying  and  correcting  the  ob- 
servations of  others,  but  also  of  examining  the  trees  of  the  countries  visited  under  a 
great  variety  of  circumstances,  beside  having  had  access  to  nurseries  and  the  collec- 
tions of  amateurs.  In  addition  to  this,  he  has  carefully  consulted  the  most  judicious 
writers  on  the  subject ;  and  as  the  result  of  all,  he  has  given  ns  a  work  which  will 
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rank  high  as  a  literary  performance ;  and  we  feel  confident  that  it  will  take  iti  place 
among  the  standard  productions  of  the  country.  The  author's  style  is  charactaiixed 
by  an  agreeable  simplicity,  while  at  the  same  time  it  is  sufficiently  vigorous  and  spi- 
rited to  enlist  attention.  But  the  matter  and  arrangement  are  of  more  importance  than 
the  style,  in  a  work  of  this  nature,  and  in  this  respect  its  merit  is  certainly  very  greaL 
There  is  one  very  pleasing  feature  in  the  book  which  we  cannot  help  noticing ;  we 
allude  to  the  introduction  of  legends  and  historical  associations  connected  with  indi- 
vidual trees,  which  frequently  have  all  the  charm  of  romance,  and  serve  aa  a  relief  to 
what  may  be  called  the  dryness  of  scientific  detail.  The  subject  naturally  affiirdf 
many  poetical  allusious  and  interesting  associations,  and  these  are  introduced  with 
great  good  taste.  The  subject  is  interesting  and  important  in  every  pouit  of  view* 
whether  we  regard  trees  as  subservient  to  Usefulness,  ornament;  or  aa  performing  an 
important  part  in  the  economy  of  Nature.  The  cultivation  of  trees  for  ornamental 
purposes  has  occupied  the  attention  of  mankind  in  nearly  every  age  of  the  woildt 
although  at  times  the  taste  for  it  has  been  greatly  neglected  or  entirely  lost.  We  find 
evidence  of  this  in  tlie  history  of  every  nation  of  which  any  record  remains.  The 
Greeks,  Romans,  Persians  and  Jews  had  their  ornamental  trees  and  gardens.  ArboT' 
iculture  is  a  comparatively  modem  art,  for  we  do  not  read  that  these  nations  planted 
trees  for  any  purpose  but  that  of  ornament,  if  we  except  the  elm  and  poplar  for  the 
support  of  vines.  We  are  much  inclined  to  the  opinion,  however,  that  Souomoh  cul- 
tivated tlie  celebrated  cedar  of  Lebanon  for  useful  purposes ;  and  to  him  belong*  the 
credit  of  having  made  the  first  plantation  of  which  we  have  any  certain  aocoont 
No  doubt  that  singular  people,  the  Chinese,  have  had  plantations  of  trees  from  tune 
inmiemorial,  for  they  appear  to  have  been  in  advance  of  all  nations  in  every  thing 
pertaining  to  the  arts  and  sciences.  In  England,  the  first  plantation  was  made  during 
the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth.  The  tree  selected  was  the  famous  ESngtish  oak,  and 
the  acorns  w  ere  planted  where  the  trees  were  intended  to  stand.  We  are  not  nwam 
that  arboriculture  was  much  known  on  the  continent  of  Europe  before  the  age  of 
Louis  the  Fourteenth  ;  but  from  that  time  it  began  to  occupy  much  attention. 

But  let  us  come  nearer  home.  Owing  to  the  newness  of  our  countrjr,  the  great 
magnitude  of  our  forests,  and  the  almost  inexhaustible  mines  of  coal  with  which  a 
bountiful  Nature  has  veined  our  land,  the  attention  of  our  farmers  has  not  been  di- 
rected to  the  formation  of  plantations  to  any  great  extent ;  and  yet  it  is  a  singular  cir- 
cumstance, that  wliilo  the  pioneer  of  the  west  is  cutting  liis  way  tlirough  immeue 
forests  to  still  more  distant  regions,  the  inhabitants  of  the  oldest  settled  portions  of  the 
country  are  beginning  to  feel  the  necessity  of  creating  plantations  of  trees.  Coal  will 
answer  very  well  for  fuel,  but  wo  cuuuot  use  it  to  build  ships  nor  houses,  nor  for  athon- 
saud  other  purposes.  We  may  build  iron  ships,  brick  houses,  mud  cabins,  etc.,  but 
yet  we  cannot  do  without  wood  ;  and  the  farmer  is  beginning  to  feel  alarmed  at  the 
gradual  disappearance  of  liis  forests.  We  might  pursue  this  subject  to  a  great  length, 
had  we  the  leisure  to  do  so.  In  view  of  what  has  been  said,  however,  we  cannot  help 
thinking  that  Mr.  Buowne*s  work  has  appeared  at  an  opportune  moment.  It  will  be 
highly  uselul  to  the  farmer :  in  it  he  will  find  the  most  minute  directions  for  laying  out  a 
plantation  ;  the  proper  soil  for  each  kind  of  tree ;  the  best  modes  of  propagation ;  the 
properties  and  uses  of  trees  —  in  short,  every  thing  necessary  to  be  known  to  insure 
success  and  a  profitable  return  for  his  labor ;  and  it  will  also  afibrd  him  the  means  of 
making  a  judicious  selection.  These  remarks  are  not  confined  to  forest-treee,  but 
apply  equally  to  fruit-trees,  for  the  work  contaios  ample  directions  for  the  cnltivatMNi 
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of  onr  choicest  kinds  of  fhiits,  the  best  time  and  the  most  approved  methods  of  pnminff, 
beside  a  great  deal  of  other  useful  information.  Doubtless  the  work  will  be  farther 
Qseful  in  promoting  a  taste  for  ornamental  trees.  We  are  surprised  at  the  little  at- 
tention this  subject  has  excited  in  our  large  cities  ;  we  hare  decidedly  too  few  trees, 
and  those  that  we  have,  beside  being  many  of  them  of  the  wrong  kind,  aro  shame- 
^y  neglected.  Insects  are  allowed  to  collect  on  them  in  such  great  numbers  that 
their  beauty  is  entirely  destroyed ;  and  instead  of  their  shade  being  sought  as  a  grate- 
^  protection  from  the  rays  of  the  sun,  they  are  avoided  as  objects  of  disgust  Why 
ahoold  this  be  7  No  good  reason  can  be  given  ;  nevertheless  this  state  of  things  will 
oontinae  until  a  proper  knowledge  of  the  cultivation  and  natmre  of  trees  has  been  ac- 
qoired ;  and  we  look  to  Mr.  Browne's  work  to  impart  this  knowledge,  which  will  open 
to  its  recipient  souroes  of  enjoyment  of  which  he  never  dreamed  before.  Each  troe 
I  ^  wear  the  aspect  of  a  familiar  friend,  with  whom  he  may  hold  silent  but  sweet 

J  convene.    We  shall  never  forget  with  what  grateful  feelings  we  have  found  ropose 

Doder  the  cool  shade  of  some  wide-spreading  tree,  after  having  rambled  for  hours  over 
i**'ched  fields,  with  the  sun  pouring  its  buniiug  rays  upon  our  devoted  head.     And 
^^y  should  not  trees  afford  a  grateful  shade  to  the  crowded  streets  of  onr  cities  7 
"  ®  deprive  ourselves  of  a  great  luxury  in  overlooking  this  subject,  as  well  as  neglect 
^  ^portant  means  of  promoting  health.     We  know  of  at  least  one  street  in  Brook- 
y  ^  Mrhere  the  branches  from  the  trocs  on  each  side  meet  and  form  a  beautiful  arch : 
'!  ^  ^  pleasuro  to  walk  beneath  it     The  avenue  thus  formed  not  only  serves  as  a  ven* 
^*^r,  and  keeps  up  a  cool  current  of  air,  but  the  trees  also  purify  the  air  by  taking 
^^  ^«irbon  and  giving  off  oxygen.     But  perhaps  we  have  said  enough.    In  conclusion, 
^'^   Urgently  recommend  Mr.  Browne's  work  to  the  notice  of  our  state  and  county 
*S^ cultural  societies  throughout  the  country.     We  know  of  no  more  suitable  work 
****  ^  premium  ;  and  we  will  just  venture  the  remark,  that  our  agricultural  societies 
^^e  a  great  mistake  in  offering  doUar-and-cent  premiums.     This  remark  is  based 
"^^ft  considerable  experience  of  the  effects  of  such  premiums.     We  know  that  com- 
^*^t.ec8  are  frequently  embarrassed  in  making  a  judicious  and  suitable  selection  of 
/^^^lis;  but  this  is  often  owing  to  a  want  of  familiarity  with  the  literary  world.     If 
^^^^ks  cannot  be  found,  let  more  medals  be  given.    These  remarks  are  based  upon  the 
'^^^k^^iple  that  premiums  ^ct  as  a  stimulus,  which  is  effective  only  as  long  as  the  pre- 
•-  Vim  lasts ;  and  every  body  knows  Which  will  last  longest,  books  or  money.    The 
^^^ey  is  quickly  and  often  imprudently  spent ;  the  book  may  always  be  shown  as  a 
^^tter  of  pride,  and  will  be  of  lasting  benefit    We  deem  this  matter  of  so  much  im- 
'^^^^tance  that  we  would  pursue  it  farther  were  this  the  place  for  an  argument   Again 
^    reconmiend  this  work  to  our  agricultural  societies ;  many  of  them,  whose  pre- 
Vim-lists  are  already  made  out,  might  still  award  it  as  a  discretionary  premium.  We 
^^^^uld  be  sorry  indeed  to  say  so  much  in  praise  oT  any  work  without  having  it  in  onr 
^^-*^Vrer  to  recommend  it  also  to  the  ladies.    We  know  that  they  feel  a  deep  interest  in 
^^^  subject,  and  we  have  never  yet  seen  an  agricultural  or  horticultural  exhibition  to 
^*^Viich  they  did  not  contribute  their  share,  and  in  which  they  did  not  form  the  most 
^^"tractive  pomt  of  beauty ;  and  we  also  know  that  they  have  frequently  been  success- 
^1  competitors  in  floral  exhibitions.   We  have  always  taken  pleasure  in  showing  them 
^  little  partiality  when  we  could  do  so  without  manifest  injustice  to  the  hardier  sex. 
^ow  Mr.  Browne's  work  is  a  very  suitable  present  for  ladies,  copies  of  which  are  ele- 
^^ntly  bound,  with  gilt  edges ;  and  we  hope  to  see  it  take  its  place  in  the  ladies'  bon* 
^oir,  where  it  might  very  well  sapersede  the  ridienloni  <  nnntiUettuf  of  the  day^ 
VOL.  ZXYIU.  33 
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Paoorbss  :  ▲  Satirical  Poebi.     By  John  6.  Saxe.     pp.  32.     New- York :  JoRzr  Allxk,  ISS^^b 
Nauau-8tre«t 

We  desire  the  reader  at  once  to  understand  that  he  has  no  dissertation  to  en 

counter  in  our  notice  of  this  poem.    Dissertations,  we  have  had  frequent  occaBon  t«>— j 
observe,  are  called  for  mainly  by  those  rhythmical  compositions  miscalled  *  poetiy^i^  ^ 
with  which  pseudo-bards  deceive  themselves  and  astonidi  their  unmediate  neighbor^  ^ 
hoods  during  an  immortality  of  three  weeks ;  and  the  less  one  has  of  extracts,  L^ei 
efforts  of  this  nature,  the  better  is  it  for  the  literary  reputation  of  the  author  aok^ 
much  the  better  for  the  reader.    We  shall  unhesitatingly  avow  in  the  firat  plague 
that  we  have  not  for  many  years  mot  with  a  kindred  poetical  performance  in  all  re- 
spects more  felicitous  than  the  one  before  us.     The  satire  is  not  less  just  than  tieia.- 
chant ;  the  wit  is  as  natural  as  it  is  keen  ;  and  the  verse,  it  is  sufficient  praise  to  Ba.y, 
is  equally  harmonious  and  terse.    But  we  do  not  choose  to  have  the  reader  take  ommr 
word  for  the  character  of  the  poem  ;  the  author  can  *  speak  for  himself*  in  the  best 
meaning  of  that  saying ;  and  it  is  our  present  purpose  to  afford  him  the  opportunity 
of  doing  so.     Fromis'.iig  therefore  that  the  theme  of  the  poet  is  the  mnch-vaunt«<l 

<  Progress'  of  the  age  in  which  it  is  our  happiness  to  live  ;  *  progress'  in  all  its  various 
shapes  and  phases ;  we  proceed  on  the  mstant  to  adi  the  reader's  attention  to  a  Te^v 
passages,  skipping  by-thc-by  several  spirited  extracts  which  are*  more  or  leas  inti- 
mately connected  with  three  or  four  brief  selections  which  we  had  the  pleasure  to 
present  in  a  previous  number  of  this  Magazine.  Can  it  be  that  our  poet  has  alliimoo 
to  the  imitative  Transcendentalists,  the  Carlyleists  of  a  *  tertian  formation,'  and  to 
the  half-learned  scholars  of  *  the  day*  instead  of  *  the  time/  in  the  lines  which  ensue  ? 

<  Likely  as  not :' 

'  Room  for  ihe  sages !  —  hither  comes  a  throog- 
Of  bluoiniug  Platos,  trippiugly  along. 
In  drehs  how  fitted  to  beguiln  the  fair  I 
What  intHllectuiil,  stately  heads  —  of  hair! 
Hark  to  the  orucln !  to  Wisdom's  toue 
Bi'eathL-d  in  n  flagrant  zephyr  of  Cologne. 
That  buy  in  gloves,  the  leader  of  the  vao, 
Talks  of  the  *  outer'  and  the  'inner  man;' 
And  knits  his  girlish  brow  in  stout  resolve 
Some  mountain-sized  '  idea'  to  '  evolve.' 
Delusive  toil !  — thus  in  their  infant  days, 
When  children  mimic  manly  deeds  in  plays, 
Long  will  they  sit  and  eager  'bob  for  whale' 
Within  the  ocean  of  a  water-pail  I 
The  next,  whose  looks  unluckily  reveal 
The  ears  portentous  that  his  locks  conceal, 
Pratet<  of  '  the  orbb'  with  such  a  knowing frowBy 
You  deem  he  pufTs  sonic  lithographic  town 
In  weateru  wilds;  while  yet  unbroken  ranks 
Of  thrifty  beavers  build  unchartered  '  banks,' 
And  prowling  panthers  occupy  the  lots 
Adorned  with  churches  on  the  paper-plots.' 


^Talk  not,  ye  jockies,  of  the  wondrous  speed 
That  marks  your  Northern  or  your  Southern  steed ', 
See  Prugreits  fly  o'er  Education's  course  I 
Not  far-famed  Derby  owns  a  fleeter  horse  I 
On  rare  Improvement's  '  short  and  easy'  road. 
How  swift  her  flight  to  Learning's  blest  abode ! 
In  other  times,  ('t  was  m>iny  years  ago,) 
The  scholar's  course  wat>  toilsome,  rough  and  slow; 
The  fair  Humanities  were  sought  in  tears, 
And  came,  the  trophy  of  laborious  years. 
Now  Learning's  shrine  each  idle  youth  may  seek. 
And  spending  there  a  shilling  and  a  week, 
(At  lightest  cost  of  study,  cash  and  lungs,^ 
Coma  back,  like  Rumor,  with  'an  handrea  tongaaaS' 
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We  remember  reading  last  winter  an  exceedingly  graphic  letter  from  the  national 
capital,  descriptive  of  the  scenes  to  be  witnessed  apon  the  floor  of  the  <  popular* 
congressional  branch;  of  men  who  had  *  sneaked  into  greatness'  jumping  up  by 
scores  at  a  time  to  <  catch  the  eye'  of  the  long-suffering  Speaker ;  small  craft,  each 
one  Bopposmg  himself  a  ship-of-state,  and  carrying  guns  so  noisy  as  to  be  mistaken 
for  <  first-rates ;'  advancing  with  an  onslaught  of  terrible  adjectives,  and  putting  that 
glorious  bird,  the  *  American  Eagle,*  through  a  series  of  evolutions  such  as  no  bird 
in  his  senses  would  condescend  to  perform ;  combining  the  eternal  twang  of  the 
<  nasal  Northerner,*  as  the  Yankee  is  called ;  the  pompous  BosADiL-bearing  of  the 
'  ranny  South'  and  her  '  chivalric  sons  ;'  the  brilliant  scintillations  of  Western  ge- 
'"^nins,  prepared  to  gouge  thd  British  lion,  bite  off  the  universal  English  nose,  and  des- 
poil Britain  of  its  aggregate  ears ;  and  other  the  like  feasible  exploits,  the  boast 
whereof  was  designed  for  the  immediate  region  of  '  Buncombe.'  But  hear  our  au- 
thor on  a  cognate  theme : 

'  But  times  are  changed  ;  a  rude  degcn'rate  race 
Usurp  the  seatB  and  ahame  the  sacred  place  : 
Here  plotting  demagoirues  with  zeal  defend 
The  *  people's  rights.'  to  gain  some  private  end; 
Here  boutberu  youths,  on  Folly's  surres  tott, 
Their  fathers*  wisdom  eloquently  boast : 
(Su  downrless  spinsters  proudly  number  o'er 
The  costly  jewels  that  their  grand-dames  wore.) 
Here  would-be  Tully's  pompously  parade 
Their  tumid  tropes  for  .simple  '  Buncombe'  made  ; 
Full  on  the  chair  the  chillins^  torrent  mhower, 
And  work  their  word-pumps  through  the  allotted  hour. 
Deluded  Buncombe  !  while  with  honest  praise 
She  notes  each  grand  and  patriotic  phrase, 
And,  much  rrjoicing  in  her  hopeful  sou, 
Deemti  all  her  own  the  laurels  he  has  won  ; 
She  little  dreams  how  brother  members  fled. 
And  left  the  House  as  vacant  as  his  head  1 
Here  rural  Chatham 9,  eax cr  to  attest 
The  '  growing  greatness  of  the  mij^hty  West,' 
To  make  the  plainest  proposition  clear, 
Crack  Priscian's  head  and  '  Mr.  ^tsakib's'  ear; 
Then  closing  up  in  one  terrific  shout. 
Pour  all  their  •  wild-cats'  furiously  out! 
Here  lawless  boors  with  rufi!iau  bullies  vie, 
Who  last  shall  give  the  rude,  insulting  lie; 
While  'Order!  order!'  loud  the  chairman  calls, 
And  echoing  '  Order  V  every  member  bawls  ; 
Till  rising  high  in  rancorous  debate, 
And  higher  still  in  fierce  cnvunom>*d  hate. 
Retorted  blows  the  scene  of  riot  crown. 
And  big  Lycubous  knocks  the  lesser  down.' 

We  are  compelled  to  close  our  extracts  with  the  subjoined  passage ;  and  although 

it  is  but  a  *  sample'  of  many  others  which  might  be  cited,  we  cannot  forbear  to  ask 

the  reader's  attention  to  its  searching  senteutiousness.     There  is  more  thought  in  any 

six  of  the  ensuing  lines  than  can  be  found  in  whole  pages  of  certain  bardlings  who 

consider  their  poetical  reputation  as  established;   and  it  is,  by-the-way,  for  that 

matter,  such  as  it  is : 

'O,  MIGHT  the  Muse  prolong  her  flowing  rhyme, 
CToo  closely  cramped  by  unrelenting  'Time, 
Whoso  dreadful  scythe  swings  hcedlesuly  along, 
And  missing  iipeeches,  cli|>s  the  thread  of  song,) 
How  would  she  ctrive  in  fitting  verse  to  sing 
The  wondrous  Progress  of  the  Printing  King  I 
Bibles  and  novels,  treatises  and  vongs, 
Lectures  on  *  Rights'  and  strictures  upon  wrongs ; 
Verse  in  all  metr«>s,  travels  in  all  climes, 
Rhymes  without  reason,  sonnets  without  rhymes ; 
^Traosldtions  from  the  French,'  so  vilely  done, 
^  TIm  wheat  saeapiog  leaves  the  chaff  alone-, 
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Lampoons,  whose  at^bors  strive  in  vain  to  throw 

Their  headleM  arrows  from  a  nerveless  bow  ; 

Poems  by  youths  who,  crossing  Nature's  will. 

Harangue  the  landscape  they  were  bom  to  till ; 

Huge  tomes  of  law,  that  lead  by  rugged  routes 

Through  ancient  dogmas  down  to  modern  doubts  ; 

Where  judges  ofl,  with  well-affected  ease, 

Give  learned  reasons  for  absurd  decrees ; 

Or,  more  ingenious  still,  contrive  to  found 

Some  just  decision  on  falhiciouh  ground; 

Smart  epigrams,  all  sadly  out  of  joint. 

And  pointless,  save  the 'exclamatiou-point,' 

Which  stands  in  stutn,  with  vacant  wonder  firaught. 

The  pompous  tonih-Hione  of  eomp  pauper-thought ; 

Ingenious  systems.  huiM'd  on  doubtful  fads, 

'Tracts  for  the  Times,'  aiit!  most  uutuuely  tracts; 

Polemic  pamphlet^,  lifrary  toys, 

And  '  easy  tensons'  for  uneasy  boys ; 

Het>(lome<iHl  gHZcites  and  daily  nrws, 

Gay  mayazines  auri  quarterly  reviews ; 

Small  portion  lhe^e  of  all  the  vast  array 

Of  darkened  leavn^  that  nioud  each  passing  day. 

And  pour  iheir  tide  unceasingly  along, 

A  gathering,  bwelliug,  overwhelming  throng!' 

We  shall  say  no  more  of  the  poem  of  *  Progress*  than  to  mention  that  the  notes  to 
It  are  in  excellent  keeping  with  the  text ;  that  it  is  dedicated  with  great  propriety  to 
a  kindred  poet,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  ;  that  it  is  admirably  printed  by  Mr.  Wii^ 
LiAM  OsBORN ;  aud  that  we  desire  every  one  of  our  readers  who  can  do  so  to  seoare 
a  copy  for  immediate  perusal  and  long  preservation. 


A  Practical  Tbkatise  on  Dyeino  and  Calico-printing  :  including  the  latest  Inventions  and 
ImpruvemKms  ;  alM>  a  Description  of  the  Orii^in.  Manufacture,  (Js»*ii  and  Chemical  Properties  of 
the  vuriouH  Animal,  Veg.'table  and  .Mineral  Suhntaiiccb  employed  m  the  arts.  VVith  an  Appendix. 
Ry  an  Expebikncro  Dyer,  assisted  by  several  SJcientific  Geiitleninu.  With  engravings  on  steel 
and  wood,    iu  one  volume,    pp.  7:!24.    Now- York  :  Harper  and  Brothers. 

Few  subjects  connected  with  the  arts  form  a  more  useful  study  than  that  of  dye- 
ing ;  no  one  is  more  immediately  connected  with  human  gratification  and  comfort ; 
and  assuredly  no  one  has  its  basis  in  more  philosophical  and  well-defined  prinoiplea. 
The  great  advancement  which  has  been  made  in  latter  years  in  chemistry  as  a 
science  has  contributed  much  to  the  permanency  as  well  as  the  beauty  of  colors ; 
and  yet,  btrange  to  say,  Berthollet  alone  has  merited  any  great  distinction  in  giv- 
ing to  the  world  a  treatise  on  the  subject  of  dyeing.  Dr.  Bancroft,  it  is  true,  has 
written  a  book  upon  this  important  art,  but  it  is  quite  too  theoretical  and  immcthodi- 
cal,  and  is  therefore  of  little  use  in  the  dye-house.  The  time  therefore  would  seem  to 
have  arrived  in  which  the  public  and  parties  interested  must  be  anxious  to  have  just 
such  a  treatise  as  the  one  before  us.  The  author's  object,  as  stated  by  himself,  ia, 
•  FirBtt  to  reduce  the  whole  theory  of  dyeing  to  the  utmost  simplicity  and  accuracy ; 
tecondlyt  to  classify,  arrange  and  define  colors,  in  order  to  enable  those  who  are  pur- 
suing the  relative  branches  of  study,  as  well  as  the  artist,  to  comprehend  more  easily 
the  nature  of  each  particular  hue«  tint  and  shade,  and  the  relation  it  bean  to  the 
primary  elements  of  light,  darkness  and  color ;  thirdly,  to  elucidate  each  particular 
subject  in  such  a  manner  as  to  impart  substantial  knowledge  to  those  seeking  it,  and 
at  the  same  time  exhibit  those  shoals  toward  which  so  many  have  been  attracted  by 
erroneous  deductions  and  false  conclusions ;  fourthly,  to  set  forth  the  active  proper- 
ties, characters  and  uses  of  the  various  animal,  vegetable  and  mineral  substances 
employed  in  dyeing  and  the  auxiliary  arts ;  ?jid  finally,  to  define  the  various  chemi- 
eal  and  technical  ^erms  employed  in  the  dye-house*  print-workf  etc 
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*  LiOBSCOUBE,   OR  TUB    ADVENTURES,  YaRNS,  SoNGS,   ETC.    OF   SqUILOEE,   IIIB   MK88« 

^■▲TKB  AND  Shipmates.' — We  can  scarcely  remember  when  the  eciioes  of  our  silent 
aanctum  were  awakened  by  more  obstreperous  laughter  than  while  wo  were  perusing 
«  little  manuscript-journal  entitled  as  above,  and  written  by  an  officer  engaged  in  the 
floating  service  of  *  Uncle  Samuel.'  Into  it  we  plunge,  in  tnedias  res;  commenc- 
ing on  the  first  leaf  with  what  Squilqee  jotted  down,  being  *  hungry  at  the  time/ 
QODcerning  the  poetry  of  Byron  and  other  self-excruciating  writers ;  which  reminded 
liiin  forcibly  of  the  pate  de  foie  gras :  *  Both  are  unnatural  products ;  goose  and 
poet  being  tortured,  by  fires  external  in  the  one  case  and  internal  in  the  other,  before 
they  are  enabled  to  furnish  the  delicacies  so  much  craved  respectively  by  gourmand 
and  sentimentalist.  Goose,  being  under  influence  of  the  flames,  sings  —  at  least  so 
■ays  Mr.  Bulwer  Lttton  ;  poet,  burning  almost  to  spontaneous  combustion,  sings 
likewise.  The  resemblance  is  apparent,  although  not  perfect ;  for  the  poet's  song  is 
all  we  have  of  him,  whereas  the  goose  yields  the  equally  delicious  and  more  sub- 
stantial residuum  of  the  pate*  We  have  read  in  our  time  a  good  many  sketches 
descriptive  of  first  going  to  sea  on  board  a  man-of-war ;  but  we  can  call  to  mind 
nothing  more  graphic  than  the  following  running  narrative :  '  We  were  just  losing 
aight  of  the  Capes  of  Virginia,  bound  on  a  cruise  of  years,  and  the  people  had  been 
on  deck  from  an  early  hour ;  first,  *  All  hands  up  anchor,'  and  then  <  All  hands  work 
Aip.'  It  was  past  two  when  the  pil6t  was  discharged,  and  Boreas  the  boatswain 
had  just  *  piped  down.'  There  was  no  dinner  ready  :  Squilgee,  like  the  rest,  had 
been  fasting  since  dawn ;  he  was  hungry,  he  was  in  love,  he  was  nostalgic  ;  need  it 
be  added  that  he  was  as  cross  as  the  *  Gentleman  in  Black'  when  he  assumes  his 
most  diabolical  role;  and  this  brings  on  an  expos^  of  the  cause  and  a  sample  of  the 
effect  which  I  flatter  myself  few  writers  have  ever  more  connectedly  and  satisfactorily 
preoented  to  the  understanding  of  an  intelligent  reader.  I  said  we  had  all  fasted; 
alaB !  there  were  many  who  for  long,  horrible  days  were  doomed  to  fast ;  men  who 
nised  their  heavy  eyes  toward  the  fading  outlines  of  the  land  in  a  despair  which 
knew  no  hope ;  men  who  in  their  inmost  hearts  would  have  considered  it  a  boon  of 
Heaven's  own  gift  to  have  been  placed  on  the  extremest  point  of  Cape  Horn,  amid 
the  raging  of  eternal  storms,  and  would  have  encountered  the  perils  and  hardships 
of  weary  wayfaring,  inexorable  wilds,  giant  Patagoniahs,  cougars,  gauch^ros  and 
caymans,  jungle  and  yellow  fevers,  and  worse  than  all,  the  laugh  of  jeering  ac- 
qoaintances  and  friends ;  willingly,  gladly  would  they  have  encountered  all  these,  to 
get  at  theur  late  dequBed  homesteads  again.    Like  the  elder  B&utub,  the  earth  to 
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them  was  a  niotlicr  ou  whom  tiicy  would  have  cait  themselves  and  embraced  her. 
The  earth,  heave  though  it  may  in  billowy  undulations  at  rare  epochs  when  the  earth- 
quake is  abroad,  for  centuries  swerves  not  from  her  vast  stability  ;  but  who  ever  saw 
great  *  Neptune*s  Ocean*  still  ?  It  is  in  one  everlasting  state  of  rolling,  pitching, 
dashing,  breaking  !  In  its  mildest  mood,  when  the  long,  dead,  heavy  swells  come  one 
ailer  another  in  eternal  monotony,  it  is  dreadful ;  but  when  the  winds  are  at  work  and 
the  waves  come  thick  and  fast  and  sharp,  in  the  stream  of  the  Florida  Gulf,  for  ex- 
ample, it  is  absolutely  axcfiilly  horrible  to  the  sea-sick  !  They  eat  ?  Pah  !  the  very 
idea  is  disgust  itself.  *  Grub,*  a  word  of  vulgar  sound,  conveys  to  their  disordered 
brains  the  idea  of  a  monstrousness  undelinable.     They  *  will  none  of  it !' 

*  Wo  were  just  losing  sight  of  tho  Capes,  or  rather  of  the  Cape,  for  it  was  Cape 
Henry,  which  in  the  time  wo  could  write  it  disappeared ;  its  last  dim  lino  of  tree- 
tops  dropped  below  tho  western  sky.  Dismal  Cape  Henry !  —  a  dreary  beach  of 
unvaried  sands  and  gloomy  pines  is  all  that  is  presented  to  the  ocean-tossed ;  false 
outward  show  of  the  happy  homes  and  teeming  hospitality  for  which  the  margin  of 
the  noble  Ciiesapeake  is  noted  far  and  wide.  Who  that  unknowing  had  come  and 
looked  upon  thut  low  line  of  verdant  sterility,  and  then  turned  his  prow,  re-seeking 
other  lands,  would  dream  of  tho  thousand  spires  shooting  up  from  rising  cities ;  of 
the  banks  of  great  rivers  adorned  with  smiling  habitations ;  of  the  wealth,  the  beauty, 
tho  capitol  of  a  great  nation,  that  lay  beyond  ?  But  deceiver  as  thou  art,  old  Cape  \  to 
us  tho  extremest  point  of  Fatherland,  God  grant  us  no  worso  fate  tlian  to  fall  in  with 
thee  again,  safe  and  sound  and  soon ! 

*  My  nuihe  land,  good  night!' 

<  During  tho  night,  runn'mg  off  with  a  dasliing  breeze  from  the  southward  and  west- 
'ard,  we  found  ourselves,  by  the  higli  temperature  of  the  water,  some  ten  degrees 
above  tho  air,  in  the  Gulf  Stream.  And  now  commenced  a  series  of  petty  conflicts. 
As  if  provoked  because  there  was  no  regular  storm  on  hand  to  be  let  loose  upon  us, 
the  Spirit  of  the  Windt?,  who  rules  the  track  of  that  mighty  ocean-river,  came  whiz- 
zing along,  scattering  dirty  squalls  of  wind  and  rain,  sometimes  tolerably  heavy,  at 
others  light  as  vapor.  *  Shorten  sail  !*  one  instant,  *  Make  sail  !'  the  next,  are  the 
orders  of  the  day ;  for  although  it  will  not  do  to  trust  the  squalls,  no  one  wishes  to 
lose  a  moment  in  crossing,  if  the  course  permits.  Very  *  tricky*  is  tho  weather  in 
the  Gulf.  You  shall  see  the  clouds  gatliering  on  the  horizon  ;  the}'  begin  to  look 
black ;  they  rise  rapidly ;  t!io  rain  comes  ou  with  them,  shortening  and  shortcuiog 
the  rango  of  sight.  <  In  top-gallant-sails!'  *  Up  main-uail  and  spanker!*  <  Stand 
by  to  clew  down  tiic  top-sails  !*  Poh!  it  *s  nothing  but  rain,  or  as  Jack  calls  it,  't 
paddy's  hurricane,  right  up  and  down.'  Once,  twice,  thrice,  a  half  dozen  timfi 
this  occurs.  But  lull  yourself  to  security,  aud  trust  it  the  next  time.  Over  goei 
your  ship,  lee-guns  in  the  water  ;  whang !  hang !  crack !  goes  your  light  spars  ;  pop! 
ter-r-r-r !  away  go  some  of  your  sails,  as  a  heavy  gust  passes  over  you  and  leaves  t 
job  of  clearing  away  the  wreck.  We  had,  as  I  before  obser^-ed,  a  south-westerly 
wind,  which  runs  along  with  and  soothes  the  current.  Lucky  for  us  !  Had  there 
been  a  north-wester  or  a  north-easter  roughing  its  surface  and  opposing  its  way,  then 
there  would  have  been  seen  the  anger,  tho  fury  of  the  mighty  stream  ;  leaping  in 
wild  ragft  toward  the  skies,  llushing  in  raging  spniy,  tumbling  in  mad  phalanxes  of 
waves  toward  us,  Sk  if  arrayed  expressly  for  the  destruction  of  our  devoted  hark. 
Oh  !  a  wild,  a  fearful  scene  is  the  Florida  Gulf,  chafed  by  opposing  storms !  For- 
tunately it  does  not  take  long  to  cnMS,  aud  we  were  soon  over.    T^e  water  begu 
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to  cool ;  the  ^If-weed  was  seen  ranged  in  long  wind-rows ;  the  breeze  became 
steady  ;  the  rain -squalls  ceased ;  the  sky  became  clear.     We  are  on  the  fair  open 
wa !     Let  us  make  the  most  of  it.    Clear  of  the  influence  of  land  and  of  shoals, 
there  is  an  honesty,  a  decorum  about  an  ocean,  that  is  highly  to  be  respected.     One 
can  easily  fancy  that  Neptune  in  all  the  dignity  of  his  personal  presence  is  presiding 
there.     Along-shore  the  regulation  of  affairs  is  entrusted  to  his  understrappers,  and 
they  sometimes  play  the  very  devil  in  a  tricky  way  ;  but  when  it 's  himself  who  has 
hold  of  you,  you  know  him  and  esteem  him,  I  assure  you.     It  is  a  testy,  headstrong 
old  official  who  has  charge  of  the  tepid,  hissing,  snake-gliding  portion  of  his  domi- 
nions which  wo  have  just  left.     However,  let  us  not  get  back  to  it. 

*  Dump  hud  got  over  his  sea-sickness,  and  had  <  stowed  away'  a  meal ;  he  felt  that 
something  had  been  achieved  ;  in  short,  he  felt  well ;  and  like  most  green-horns  in 
this  stage  of  their  voyagings,  he  was  determined  to  appreciate  the  romance  of  his 
situation.     It  is  only  once,  and  alas  !  for  a  very  short  period  then,  that  people  who 
follow  the  sea  are  able  to  indulge  in  such  an  hallucination.     Dump  was  having  his 
luru.     He  looked  upon  the  heaving  expanse  of  waters  ;  cast  his  eyes  along  the  well- 
defined  edge,  where  sky  and  water  meet,  and  muttered  to  himself  sentiments  which 
'Iwo  days  before  it  would  have  nauseated  him  barely  to  have  thought  of:  *  There  is 
something  grand,'  said  he,  *  in  these  miglity  billows ;  something  sublime  in  this  im- 
mensity of  iminterrupted  space  I*     Something  grand  in  Lynnhaven  oysters,  sublime 
in  a  Norfolk  green  goose  I'  said  Bouee,  who  was  at  his  elbow.     '  I  '11  tell  you  what, 
"Mr.  Dump,  by  the  time  you  've  seen  as  many  of  these  *  mighty  billows,'  as  much  of 
this  '  immensity  of  uninterrupted  space'  as  I  have  ;  by  the  time  you  'vc  left  your  home 
lor  as  many  three  years'  cruises ;  been  borne  here  and  carried  there  ;  frozen  with 
cold  and  melted  with  heat ;  tossed  in  a  calm  and  blown  out  of  your  seven  senses  in 
a  hurricane  ;  you  '11  th'mk  salt  water  a  very  fine  place  for  commerce  and  fish,  and 
all  that  sort  of  tiling ;  and  at  Ponsacola,  where  the  crows  take  to  the  sea  for  a  livuig, 
very  good  for  them ;  but  let  me  assure  you  that  for  a  reasonable  being  it  's  one  of 
the  most  stupid  and  unprofitable  occupations  in  the  world,  this  going  to  sea.'      '  But, 
Mr.  BoGEE,'  said  Du.mp,  in  a  deprecatory  tone,  for  it  was  rather  a  damper  on  the 
new-bom  buoyancy  of  feeling  which  was  succeeding  the  settling  of  his  stomach,  to 
hear  one  of  the  undoubted  denizens  of  this  field  of  his  romance  speak  in  such  a 
matter-of-fact  style  on  a  subject  upon  which  he  was  disposed  to  be  so  enthusiastic  ; 

*  but,  Mr.  BooEE,  if  it 's  so  bad,  why  do  n't  you  resign  V  ♦  Resign  the  d  —  1 1'  ejacu- 
lated BoGEE. 

*  That  day,  the  weather  being  fair,  and*  bottle  of  fine  East-India  Madeira  hav- 
ing gone  the  rounds,  become  a  marine,  and  been  succeeded  by  another  of  the  same 
sort,  there  was  a  look  of  cheerful  coziness  and  satisfaction  visible  in  the  countenances 
of  all  hands  at  the  mess-table.  Toddungs  had  charge  of  the  deck,  so  that  Squiloee 
and  BoGEE  were  below  at  dinner.  *  SauiLOEE,'  said  Booee,  sententiously,  *  give  us  a 
yam-'  *  Oh  yes !  do,  Mr.  Souilgee,'  exclaimed  Dump  ;  *  I  've  heard  so  much  about 
sailor-yarns,  I  would  like  to  listen  to  one.'    *  Let 's  have  it,'  said  the  senior  Pilub. 

*  Well,  here  goes ;  but,  Mr.  Dump,  I  'm  afraid  I  can 't  gratify  your  wishes  on  this  oc- 
casion ;  and  Mr.  Bogee,  as  you  will  figure  extensively  in  what  I  *m  about  to  relate, 
I  beg  to  engage  your  particular  attention  to  my  story,  which  we  will  style  *  The  Ad- 
ventures of  a  Night* '  •  Never  mind  your  preface,'  replied  Booee  ;  *  drive  on  with 
yoor  yam.'    So  Squilqee  commenced :  <  It  was  a  calm,  clear  winter's  night  in  18 — » 
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that  BoGEE  and  myself  crossed  the  ferry  into  Brooklyn,  with  the  intention  of  going 
on  board  the  receiving-ship,  where  we  were  domiciliated  at  that  time.  We  had  jost 
left  a  dinner-party  at  the  old  City-Hotel,  where  there  had  been  something  more  than 
a  moderate  quantity  of  wine  drank,  and  quite  a  number  of  the  conyivialists  left  under 
the  table.  Among  our  party  were  Cottrel,  Bogee  and  your  humble  servant.  The 
former  got  into  one  of  his  obstinate  fits,  and  would  not  accompany  us ;  so  we  were 
obliged  to  leave  him. 

*  The  moonlight  was  shining  upon  the  beaten  snow,  and  the  intense  cold  caused 
our  ears  and  noses  to  tingle  again,  as  we  walked  toward  the  yard.  Going  at  a  brisk 
pace  we  soon  came  in  sight  of  the  gate,  having  reached  that  delectable  portion  of 
Brooklyn  which  is  known  to  the  naval  world  under  the  title  of  *  Irish-Town.* 

*  *  Deuced  lucky  for  us,  is  n't  it,  Squilgee,  that  there  is  no  seven-bell  regulation 
on  board  the  Guardo  ?  I  often  feel  a  wish  to  have  myself  called  of  a  morning,  for 
no  other  reason  but  to  vent  my  spleen  against  the  intruder  on  my  repose  ;  to  ask  him 
how  he  dare  disturb  a  gentleman  at  such  an  unseasonable  hour ;  to  curse  him  hear- 
tily, and  end  by  ejecting  him  ;  not  forcibly,  for  that  would  require  me  to  leave  my 
warm  bed,  a  thing  not  to  be  done  for  a  light  cause  on  these  cold  mornings ;  but  I  would 
most  vehemently  threaten  to  do  so/  *  You  are  thinking  of  old  *  Jingle*  and  his 
rules,'  said  I,  laughing;  Uhere  was  no  laying-in  after  hours  on  board  the  Panther. 
However,  let  us  make  the  most  of  our  immunities,  for  this  night  at  least  It  must 
be  nearly  morning,  and  there  is  rather  loo  much  dissipation  in  the  idea  of  playing  the 
owl  for  two  nights  in  8uccesi>ion.  Tiie  Colonel  and  his  party  may  find  their  prospect 
of  a  bed  in  the  city  a  bad  one ;  it  is  later  thau  we  any  of  us  thought  for.* 

*  What  a  good  joke  if  they  should  have  their  walk  for  nothing,  and  be  obliged  to 
return,  after  all !     What 's  the  countersign  ?' 

*  *  Hanged  if  I  know  !     Have  n't  you  got  it?' 

*  *  I  ?  No ;  that  confounded  fellow  Cottrel  went  for  it  to  the  first  Luff.,  and 
d  —  n  him!  he  has  forgotten  to  give  it  to  us.  Little  has  he  to  care,  however,  for 
I  suppose  that  by  this  time  he  is  warm  in  bed  at  the  *  City.'  Lord,  Squilobc  !  how 
my  teeth  chatter !     What  shall  we  do,  now  ?     We  can 't  climb  the  wall,  can  we  V 

*  *  I  had  rather  not  run  the  risk  to-night,  for  to  tell  the  truth,  my  breeches  are  so 
infernally  tight  that  it  would  be  a  clew-up  and  a  furi  with  them  if  I  were  to  make 
the  attempt.     We  had  hotter  turn  back  and  try  to  get  into  some  tavern.* 

<  *  I  am  decidedly  for  scaling  the  battlements,  breeches  or  no  breeches  !*  said  Bogbb, 
merrily.  *  You  may  go  back,  if  you  like  ;  but  /  go  over  the  wall  —  that 's  certain ! 
You  had  better  try  it  too,  mau.  I  know  an  excellent  point  for  an  escalade,  at  the 
long  shed.  There  is  no  sentry  posted  in  that  neighborhood ;  the  coast  is  all  clear,  and 
there  is  a  good  coal-fire  and  a  comfortable  cot  awaiting  you  on  board  the  Guardo. 
Come  on,  man  !  —  only  think  what  an  uncomfortable  walk  you  *11  have  down  this 
dreary  street !     Come  on  I     Sacrifice  your  unmentionables  to  your  comfort.' 

*  *  Really,  Bogee,  I  do  not  feel  myself  competent  to  the  attempt.  You  seek  your 
lodgings  after  your  plan,  and  I  after  mine.     Good  night  !* 

*  *  Well,  an  obstinate  man  must  have  his  way.  A  fine  laugh  we  '11  have  at  you 
though,  when  you  come  wading  through  the  drift  to  the  ship  !     Good  night  !* 

*  Bogek  walked  briskly  off  for  the  scene  of  his  intended  exploit,  and  I  turned  to 
retrace  the  dreary  road  we  had  just  travelled  so  bootlessly,  cursing  the  carelessneaB 
we  had  exhibited,  for  both  of  us  knew  the  utter  hopelessness  of  gaining  admisnon 
into  the  Navy-Yard  without  the  <  open  sesame.'    The  jingling  of  the  sleigfa-bells 
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liad  long  ceased  ;  a  few  dark  and  dirty-looking  houses  gloomed  at  intervals  along  the 
onlighted  way  ;  and  an  old  starved  horse  was  the  only  living  creature  visible  in  the 
whole  route.  Presently  however  I  heard  some  one  talking  behind  me  ;  and  looking 
back,  I  discovered  a  solitary  individual  emerging  from  a  cross-road  into  the  street. 
A  second  look  told  me  it  was  Cottrel  ;  and  as  there  was  no  one  with  him,  I  at  once 
eoQcluded  that  the  wine  he  had  drunk  was  at  work  withm  him,  and  that  he  was 
oonveraing  with  himself  for  want  of  better  company.  He  paid  no  attention  to  me ; 
but  seeing  the  half-dead  horse  I  had  passed,  walked  up  to  him  with  an  air  of  no 
small  concern.  '  Ah  !  old  feHow  !'  said  he,  *  you  have  no  doubt  been  toilmg  all  day 
in  harness,  dragging  the  bloody  meat  of  some  equally  bloody  butcher,  or  the  flour- 
covered  bread  of  some  floury  baker;  or  perhaps  you  have  been  carting  oysters  from 
the  ferry  to  glut  the  palates  of  greedy  epicures  ?  A  milk-man's  horse  you  are  not, 
fitf  they  are  sleek  and  well -fed ;  at  all  events,  you  are  iomebody*8  horse ;  that  I  think 
even  you  will  not  dispute,  indignant  as  you  must  feel  at  the  man  who,  after  working 
yoo  all  day,  has  turned  you  loose  at  evening, '  all  alone  for  to  die  !' ' 

'  This  last  part  he  sang  in  a  regular  'forecastle  whine  ;  then  seizing  the  unresist- 
ing animal  by  the  mane,  he  continued :  *  But  droop  not,  old  friend !  —  here  is  one 
Wlio  will  devote  himself  to  your  comfort,  hoping  thereby  to  deface  from  your  memory 
the  many  wrongs  his  race  have  rendered  to  your's.     I  will  be  your  friend  ;  you  shan't 
mtSer  any  longer,  old  fellow  !     You  shall  go  with  me  ;  you  shall  have  lodging,  food, 
ri^iinent  and  a  coal-fire.     I  '11  stick  to  you  like  a  brother,  my  old  friend !    Come  with 
Ay,  splash  away  —  I  will  not  be  angry  ;  but  d  —  n  you  !  do  n't  tread  on  my 
So,  come  on  ;  forgive  my  harshness  ;  *  forget  and  forgive !' ' 

*  •  Who  comes  there  ?'  shouted  the  sentry  at  the  gate. 
« •  Friend  and  company,'  was  Cottrel's  reply. 

*  *  Stand,  company !     Advance  friend,  and  give  the  countersign  !' 

<  <  One  moment,  my  dear  friend,'  said  Cottrel,  apologetically,  to  his  four-legged 
^vrnpanion ;  and  then  advancing,  gave  the  countersign,  *  Charity/  so  loud  that  it 
reached  my  ears. 

< '  Countersign 's  correct ;  pass,  *  friend  and  company,' '  said  the  sentry,  coming 
^  a  0tiflr  shoulder-arms  ;  and  the  lamp-light  showed  that  he  did  not  move  a  muscle 
c^  his  countenance  as  the  singulariy-assorted  pair  entered  the  gate  and  passed  on  ; 
C^onrTREL  saying  to  the  horse,  *  *  Charity,'  you  see,  is  the  order  of  the  day  here ; 
*  Charity*  lets  you  in  at  the  gate,  and  <  Charity'  shall  furnish  you  with  a  bottle  of 
^e  and  a  cold  collation.' 

'  I  immediately  used  the  countersign  thus  oddly  thrown  in  my  way,  and  passing 
Vy  the  building  in  which  were  temporarily  situated  the  office  of  the  commodore  and  an 
^ipartment  used  by  the  officer  of  the  guard,  (who  was  then  in  bed  in  a  room  above,)  I 
perceived  that  Cottrel  had  taken  the  liberty  of  entertaining  his  company  in  the( 
latter,  having  no  doubt  chosen  it  from  an  idea  of  the  difficulty  of  taking  his  friend 
over  a  frigate's  gattg-way  ;  beside  which,  the  remains  of  a  coal-fire  was  burning  in 
the  grate,  and  Cottrel  appeared  by  his  subsequent  movements  to  know  of  several 
other  advantages  which  this  place  possessed  for  the  accommodation  of  the  distin- 
guished stranger ;  for  after  replenishing  the  fire,  he  produced  a  candle,  and  lighting 
it,  went  to  a  small  closet  and  brought  forth  a  loaf  of  bread,  a  bottle  containing  some 
drinkable  or  other,  several  *  cold  cuts,'  and  a  large  boiled  lobster ;  the  neglected  lunch 
of  the  rightful  proprietor  of  the  place.    The  horse  stared  sleepily  at  the  light,  yet 
with  no  sign  of  dissatisfaction ;  he  seemed  rather  to  be  well  pleased  with  so  very 
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superior  a  specimen  of  stabling.    Cottrel  gave  him  a  huge  riice  of  bread,  wfaid 
he  munched  with  infinite  grusto. 

*  Humph !  how  d'  ye  like  it,  old  boy  ?  Is  n't  it  prime  ?  Do  you  nee  butter 
Sherry  or  Madeira?  Immaterial,  eh?  Well  enough  that  it  is  so,  too,  for  deril  tfa* 
taste  of  either  has  old  Shakings  got  here  ;  but  here  *b  brandy ;  a  small  touch  of  ik^ 
won't  hurt  you  after  your  walk.  By-the-by,  you  must  be  cold  there  about  your  quu 
ter-galleries,  for  I  see  you  can^t  got  in,  altogether ;  you  ain't  good  stowage,  my  friend 
but  here,  this  will  servo  your  turn.'  And  as  he  spoke,  he  took  down  the  wateh-offi 
cer's  cloak  and  placed  it  gently  on  the  hinder-extremities  of  his  quadrupedal  guenl 
There  was  a  split  in  the  back  part  of  the  garment,  as  was  the  fashion  at  that  tune 
and  through  this  the  —  the  —  dorsal  termination  of  the  animal  protruded,  and  thn 
supported  it  in  its  place. 

*  All  comfortable  and  snug  now  ?  Take  a  lobster  ?  No  dressing,  thou^ ;  yn 
must  excuse  that,  my  dear  Bucrphalus.  Cut  of  veal,  eh  ?  Here 's  more  bread 
Well  done !  By  the  ugly  phiz  on  the  Jezabel's  cat-head !'  he  exclaimed,  in  gTMl 
glee,  as  the  starved  creature  devoured  whatever  was  handed  him  ;  *  who*U  say  yoi 
have  n't  a  a  taste  for  dainties  as  well  as  a  human ' 

*  The  harangue  was  cut  short ;  for  the  incautious  tone  which  Cottkel  hadbythi 
time  assumed,  together  with  the  stamping  of  his  four-legged  friend,  who  liking  thi 
treatment  he  was  meeting  with  began  to  make  himself  quite  at  home,  had  the  efic 
of  breaking  the  deep  slumbers  of  the  tired  watch-officer,  who  was  heard  haatily  do 
scending  the  staur-case.  His  head  peered  through  one  door  at  the  same  instant  tha 
Cottrel,  having  extinguished  the  light  at  the  first  alarm,  made  his  exit  through  tb 
other,  between  the  legs  of  the  horse. 

*  Who 's  this?  —  the  devil  I  — hell-o !  —  what  does  this  mean !'  shouted  the  officer 
*  get  out,  you  d — d  rascal !  —  out  with  you  !'  Then  came  a  sound  as  of  a  chair  in  tb 
act  of  being  broken  over  some  object  of  tolerable  solidity  ;  the  heavy  irregular  i 
of  the  horse,  as  he  endeavored  to  back  out  of  the  presence,  *  tilon  Its  regie*  de  i 
and  presently  Cottkel's  late  guest  made  his  appearance,  flymg  toward  the  gate  wit! 
the  watch-cloak  dangling  about  his  heels.  Not  caring  to  be  identified  in  any  manne 
with  the  affair,  I  hurried  on  board,  expecting  to  meet  the  triumphant  Bogeb,  but  hi 
cot  was  empty,  and  he  was  not  in  the  ward-room  which  we  then  occupied  as  on 
berth.  Cottrel  came  on  board  just  as  I  was  addressing  myself  to  sleep,  and  mad 
directly  up  to  me,  as  I  had  left  a  light  on  a  camp-stool  near  the  head  of  my  cot,  fo 
the  convenience  of  blowing  out. 

<  Well,  Squiloee,  my  man,  just  turned  in?  I  thought  you  were  fast  long  ago  u 
the  arms  of  Murphy,  as  the  Irish  mate  used  to  say,  on  board  the  Bull-Dog.' 

*  But  what 's  the  matter  with  you  ?'  I  asked  ;  *  you  look  confoundedly  out  of  muU 
Colonel thought  you  were  going  over  to  the  city  to  sleep.' 

<  Yes,  but  you  see  I  met  with  a  friend,  got  into  a  scrape  on  his  account,  and  had  t 
run  for  it ;  so,  as  you  may  perceive  with  half  an  eye,  here  I  am.' 

<  I  wanted  sleep  too  mucli  to  encourage  Cottrel's  conversational  powers  by  ox 
plaining  how  much  I  had  seen,  and  was  therefore  silent  on  the  subject  I  slept  unti 
nearly  eleven  the  next  day,  notwithstanding  the  sky-larking  of  somo  twenty  mid 
shipmea  who  had  been  up  in  the  ward-room  two  or  three  hours  before,  and  who,  a 
all  first  lieutenants  in  the  service  will  bear  me  witness,  are  not  the  most  quiet  aet  c 
young  gentlemen  in  Uie  world.  At  the  moment  I  awoko  they  were  around  Boou 
and  commenting  ou  a  narrative  he  was  giving,  by  inuuoderate  fits  of  laughter.    A 
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•oon  as  I  was  dressed  I  joined  the  groop.    *  Avoid  thee !'  exclaimed  Booee,  as  I  ap- 
pfOBched,  <  thou  base  deserter  of  thy  comrade  in  the  hour  of  trial !' 

*  At  all  events/  said  I,  *  I  reached  the  rendezvous  before  you ;  but  in  what  par- 
ticiilar  way  did  you  amuse  yourself  among  the  snow-drifts  last  night?* 

<  *  I  am  thinking  that  I  was  rather  more  amusing  than  amused/  he  replied.  In  fact, 
it<Same  near  being  any  thing  but  an  amusing  matter  to  my  old  ship-mate ;  and  noth- 
ing, to  use  his  own  paraphrase  of  Dibdin's  words,  but  '  the  sweet  little  cherub  that 
■its  up  aloft,  to  keep  watch  on  the  fate  of  bad  reefers/  saved  him  from  being  reported 
to  the  Department  It  seemed  that  after  leaving  me  he  made  directly  for  the  *  ex* 
cellent  point  for  an  escalade*  which  he  mentioned.  All  was  quiet  when  he  reached 
it;  and  without  farther  ado  he  mounted  the  *  long  shed/  and  was  proceeding  exult- 
ingly  to  the  *  consummation*  of  a  warm  bed,  <  so  devoutly  to  be  wished'  for  in  his  case, 
when  the  measured  tramp  of  the  *  relief  was  heard,  apparently  approaching  that  part 
<rf  the  yard.  *  Strange,  too  !*  thought  Bogee  ;  *  but  lie  low  ;  they  *11  be  past  in  a  mo- 
ment* The  fates  were  against  him  in  this  particular,  however ;  for  to  his  utter  hor- 
ror and  surprise,  a  voice  directly  under  where  he  was  crouching  gave  the  challenge 
and  was  answered  by  the  relief.  A  sentry  had  been  but  that  day  posted  there.  The 
new  man  was  left  to  walk  his  weary  round,  and  the  one  relieved  was  marched  off  on 
an  airy  promenade  around  the  yard  for  the  purpose  of  picking  up  others  who  like  him- 
self were  to  be  '  relieved.* 

*  Blxcellent !  beautiful !  fine  !*  internally  ejaculated  the  mid.,  intending  the|:eby  to 
be  sarcastic  with  himself  for  his  want  of  foresight ;  *  but  *  faint  heart  never  won  fair 
lady/  and  if  I  give  up,  may  I  be  d  —  d  !*  He  thought  too  of  the  laugh  that  would 
be  had  at  his  expense,  and  this  determined  him  to  get  into  the  yard,  sentry  or  no  sen- 
try. Creeping  cautiously  to  the  edge  of  the  shed,  he  looked  down  upon  the  uncon- 
scious soldier.  The  rehef  was  out  of  sight ;  there  was  not  a  sound  to  be  heard  except 
the  footsteps  of  the  man  beneath  him  ;  who  for  his  part,  as  he  walked  to  and  fro  in 
the  moonlight,  little  thinking  that  there  was  any  human  eye  upon  him,  cut  up  a  va- 
riety of  diverting  antics.  He  would  hum  a  short  tune,  or  whistle  a  stave,  and  anon 
would  break  into  a  regular  shuffle  ;  then  he  amused  himself  by  kicking  the  little 
olnmps  of  snow  from  his  path,  in  the  most  disdainful  manner  ;  then  he  would  stretch 
himself  with  a  yawn,  and  sigh,  and  effect  the  most  singular  contortion  of  his  limbs* 
At  last  he  leaned  his  musket  against  the  building,  and  using  his  arms  as  the  fabled 
phcenix  was  supposed  to  use  her  wings,  endeavored  to  infuse  warmth  into  his  body. 
*  Oh  V  thought  Bogee,  *  if  I  could  but  reach  that  musket  !*  The  musket  was  out  of  his 
reach,  however,  and  the  sentry  soon  resumed  it.  He  thought  at  first  of  giving  him  a 
trial  of  the  supernatural ;  but  a  moment's  reflection  told  him  that  playing  the  ghost 
would  bring  matters  to  a  crisis  just  as  probable  to  take  a  turn  against  him  as  in  his 
favor ;  it  would  depend  altogether  on  the  amount  of  superstition  with  which  his  in- 
tended subject  might  be  endowed,  and  would  be  certain  to  call  attention  to  himself; 
which,  if  his  attempt  failed,  would  as  surely  defeat  farther  proceedings.  By  this  time 
the  marine  had  begun  his  regular  pace,  taking  the  whole  length  of  the  shed  in  his 
walk.  Now  at  one  end  of  this  shed  was  a  tree  growing  in  the  yard,  but  partly  con- 
cealed by  the  building,  agrainst  and  over  which  grew  some  of  its  branches.  By  means 
<rf  this  tree  Bogee  had  proposed  to  reach  the  ground  inside  ;  for  the  shed,  although 
low  on  the  outside,  and  easily  mounted  by  means  of  small  buildings  and  fences  placed 
ilgainst  it,  presented  m  frx>nt  an  elevation  of  some  twenty-five  feet,  exposed  to  the 
view  of  the  sentinel,  and  poaieBBed  of  no  conveniences  for  descending.    He  deter- 
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mined  to  watch  hia  opportunity,  when  the  man  was  at  the  opposite  end,  and  then  gel- 
ting  down,  run  along  the  wall  which  for  some  distance  was  screened  by  the  projectign. 
If  he  escaped  the  notice  of  the  sentry  at  the  first  torn,  he  was  quite  certain  of  making 
good  his  undertaking ;  for  a  short  run  would  bring  him  to  a  set  of  sheda  and  the  tbi^ 
houses,  entirely  clear  of  all  question.  Accordingly,  rolling  over  and  over,  in  order  t» 
avoid  the  creaking  of  the  snow  under  his  foot-steps,  and  to  prevent  hia  shadow  iroia 
being  seen  on  the  ground  underneath,  he  at  length  reached  the  desired  spot,  jnsl  tm 
the  marine  turned  to  retrace  his  steps  from  the  same  point  <  Now  or  never !'  aaid  be  ; 
and  holding  on  to  the  branches,  he  swung  into  the  body  of  the  tree  and  commenced 
his  descent,  *  bear-fashion.'  *  Hurra !'  said  he  to  himself;  <  here  goes  by  the  run,  Uks 
a  spanker  out-haul  in  a  squall !'  and  he  was  slipping  down  with  no  easy  yelocity,  when 
a  dry  limb,  the  presence  of  which  he  had  not  observed,  or  had  forgotten,  brought  him 
up  with  a  crash. 

*  *  Who  comes  there !'  shouted  the  sentry,  running  to  the  spot,  and  placing  his  shioiag 
bayonet  in  close  proximity  with  that  portion  of  the  human  person  which  touches  the 
chair  when  in  a  sitting  posture. 

*  *  Officer,*  returned  the  <  treed*  individual,  hugging  the  tree,  and  looking  down  as 
well  as  he  could,  to  ascertain  the  situation  of  matters. 

*  *  Advance,  officer,  and  give  the  countersign !' 

<  <  Well,  take  your  iufernai  bayonet  from  under  me,  and  I  will  advance ;  bot  really^ 
the  counteraign  is  one  of  those  few  things  in  the  way  of  information  which  I  regret 
to  say  I  can't  impart  to  you.' 

<  <  You  see,  I  thought  that  by  a  little  coolness  and  what  is  termed  in  the  vemacnlar 
<  high  dick,'  it  was  possible  for  me  to  get  off;  meanwhile  I  was  hugging  the  tree  bear^ 
fashion.  The  sentry  seemed  to  have  a  proper  conception  of  my  condition,  and  to  be 
aware  that  one  could  not  consistently,  at  least  not  comfortably,  descend  while  his  bayo> 
net  hold  that  relative  position  in  regard  to  one's  body ;  so  he  withdrew  a  short  <<w^flnftft, 
keeping  his  musket  at  a  charge.  As  soon  as  the  ground  was  reached,  *  Sentry,*  Mud  I, 
how  late  is  it?'  <  About  three.  Sir,'  he  replied.  <  Cold.'  'Yea,  Sir.'  Which  do 
you  think  is  the  shortest  way  to  the  Guardo  7*  *  That  way,  down  by  the  office ;  but 
I  can't  let  you  go  till  the  relief  comes  round.  Sir.'  <  The  d  —  1  yon  can't !  I  'm  goof 
to  my  own  ship,  and  I'm  inside  the  yard.'     <  Yes,  Sir ;  but  I  saw  yon  up  in  the  tiMb' 

*  Poll !  that  be  shot  I  I  was  only  roosting  thctre.'  *  Ah !  well.  Sir ;  in  ooniae  yon 
have  a  right  to  roost  where  you  please  ;  but  really  I  do  n't  think  you  conld  have  been 
very  comfortable,  playing  fowl  up  there  of  a  cold  night  like  this.'  <  Oh !  yet,  veiy ; 
I  like  it  for  the  air.  Seutry,  good  night,  and  be  more  particular  in  future  abont  your 
dancing.'  *Ho!ho!  ho!  — ha!  ha!  ha!  Good  night.  Sir!'  *  And  thna,'  aud 
BoGEE, '  I  got  off,  though  I  have  scarcely  told  you  half  that  occurred '  for  reaaons  why.' 

*  Squilgeb'  adds  in  a  note  to  the  foregoing :  <  It  is  to  be  borne  in  mind,  that  firaiioi 
such  as  are  here  described  are  of  rare  occurrence  now.  A  different  tone  prevaib  ill 
the  service  at  the  present  day.  Those  I  have  attempted  to  figure  forth  *  came  el^' 
like  *  the  days  when  we  went  blackberrying,  *  a  long  time  ago.'  ' 

Thus  much  for  one  taste  of  ^Lohacouse ;'  a  term,  by-the-by,  which  it  may  not  be 
amiss  to  say,  indicates  a  sort  of  OUapodrida,  made  of  sea-biscuit,  hung-beef,  potateee, 
etc.,  a  favorite  '  stew'  with  seamen.  There  is  another  rich  dish  m  preparatkm  for  tbe 
palates  of  our  friends,  which  will  be  served  up  '  smoking-hot'  hereafter,  with  all  pro* 
per  condiments  and  seasoning. 
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<  Mt  F1K8T  Love  :*  by  the  late  Willis  Gaylord  Clark.  —  We  little  thought 
ever  again  to  have  the  pleasure  of  handing  to  the  printer  an  unpublished  article  in 
the  hand-writing  of  the  lamented  <  Ollapod  ;'  but  the  following  sketchi  lately  found 
mislaid  in  a  pacquet  of  his  letters,  has  never  before  appeared,  and  is  placed  in  type 
from  his  own  manuscript  We  can  call  to  mind  no  prose  subsection  of  the  *  OUapo-* 
diana'  papers  of  superior  freshness,  or  more  replete  with  unstudied  grace  and  beauty. 

MY    Fir.ST    LOVE. 

— —  'the  thochtaof  by -gone  yean 
Stin  fling  their  shadows  o'er  my  path, 

And  blind  my  eon  wi'  tears : 
They  blind  my  sen  wi'  iiaut,  saut  tears, 

And  sair  and  sick  1  pine, 
As  memory  brinif  ctli  to  my  view 

The  blithe  blinks  o'  Lang-Syne.*  Motb>rwxz.z.. 

Gentle  Reader,  do  n't  bo  frightened.     I  am  not  going  to  inflict  upon  you  a  cata- 
Xogne  of  sighs  and  tears,  and  the  everlasting  concomitants  of  <  raven  tresses'  and 
^  bright  eyes,'  and  all  that  forlorn  sort  of  thing,  in  which  your  regular  tale-wright  deals 
>vithal.     I  feel  in  a  retrospective  mood  this  afternoon,  as  I  sit  wielding  my  gray  goose 
■^uill  by  an  open  window  near  my  table,  and  which  looketh  toward  the  west :  the  sun 
Ss  rolling  down  behind  the  mountains  in  the  distance  ;  and  I  can  peer  over  the  roofis 
of  the  city,  beyond  the  river,  and  see  his  radiant  smiles  quivering  above  a  long  sweep 
of  waving  foliage,  over  which,  against  an  amber  sky,  there  are  long  bars  of  beautiful 
clouds,  of  various  shapes  and  sizes,  and  in  lots  to  suit  observers  ;  floating  along,  turning 
their  gay  borders  to  the  breeze,  and  apparently  rejoicing  in  the  proud  thought  that 
there  is  nothing  so  brilliant  as  they.    Never  do  I  look  upon  such  a  scene,  but  I  think 
of  the  days  beyond  the  flood  of  time  ;  of  the  vernal  shores  of  boyhood  and  youth, 
that  I  have  left  forever ;  and  from  which  even  Memory  herself,  that  solemn  and  sad 
antiquarian,  hath  scarcely  a  flower  left  in  her  hand.     Many  and  sober  are  the  reflec- 
tions which  a  glance  at  the  evening  west  can  awaken  in  my  mind.    Friends  that  are 
distant  and  hopes  that  are  dead,  never  more  to  be  revived  with  the  freshness  where- 
with they  shone  of  yore  ;  ambition  that  was  thwarted,  confidence  betrayed,  impres- 
sions changed,  fantasies  dissolved  —  these  are  a  few  of  the  associations  with  which  I 
gaze  upon  the  regions  of  the  setting  sun.     I  think  how  many  visions  that  were  as 
radiant  as  that  flery  sphere  have  wrapped  themselves  in  darkness  and  made  the  clouds 
their  pavilion ;  how  the  gorgeous  creations  have  disappeared  like  the  golden  exhala- 
tions of  the  dawn  or  the  dews  of  the  evening,  leaving  the  thoroughfare  over  which  I 
was  passing  more  arid  and  dreary. 

Now  some  clever  reader,  who  fancies  that  fair  words  butter  no  parsnips,  and  who  is 
fond  of  incident,  will  be  likely  to  ask,  what  all  the  preceding  matter  has  to  do  with 
my  first  love  7  Nothing,  in  particular,  my  good  friend  ;  it  is  only  a  sort  of  overture 
to  that  delicious  symphony  of  details  which  I  shall  soon  arrange  under  thine  eye,  on 
these  pages.  It  is  my  wish  to  give  a  prelusive  quaver,  a  delectable  cadence  or  two, 
before  I  give  way  to  that  narrative  flood  of  reminiscence,  which  will  bear  thee  nolens 
v§len*  onward  over  its  bosom,  and  marvellously  endanger  thy  sensibiUtieB,  if  indeed 
thou  art  a  christian  soul,  and  thy  heart  be  fashioned  of  penetrable  materiel. 
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I  take  it  of  couree,  beloved  reader,  that  you  have  been  to  school.  Did  yoa  ever 
experience  any  thing,  in  all  your  days,  so  sweet  as  Saturday  afternoon,  when  the 
school  was  kept  only  half-a-day,  and  you  could  go  off,  with  a  few  boon  good  friendi» 
gathering  strawberries  in  the  fields,  or  filling  your  dinner-basket  with  hedge-bliickber- 
ries  that  grew  along  the  borders  of  the  meadows,  and  which  you  could  take  home  and 
eat  with  white  bread  and  sweetest  cream  ?  Oh  !  delicious  are  those  days  to  my  recol- 
lection !  I  feel  at  this  moment  a  kind  of  juicineBS  about  the  throat,  simply  from  their 
remembrance 

Well,  it  was  in  one  of  these  simple  excursions  that  my  firtt  Un>e  began.  It  was 
my  last  summer  at  school.  I  was^fteen  ;  a  good-looking  boy  then,  with  rosy  cheeks, 
collar  open,  tied  with  a  black  ribbon,  and  fastened  below  with  a  brooch  which  my 
father,  honest  man,  gave  my  mother  in  their  first  wooing.  I  was  graceful  enough  for 
a  country  lad,  and  somehow  or  other  had  contrived,  during  the  winter  previous,  to 
make  myself  the  first  among  the  boys  in  the  estimation  of  the  girls,  at  the  evening 
weekly  spelling-schools ;  eras  in  the  young  scholar's  existence,  where  if  he  be  a 
wight  of  parts  he  cannot  fail  to  make  his  best  qualities  known. 

It  was  on  one  of  thotic  very  Saturday  afternoons  I  speak  of,  that  I  "fixst  discovered  the 
power  of  that  blear-eyed  urchin  Cupid  in  my  soul.  Julia  Mat,  the  companion  of 
my  ramble,  was  one  of  those  sweet  capricious  creatures  that  you  cannot  describe.  I 
know  of  no  word  which  can  express  her  peculiar  loveliness.  She  was  young,  and 
what  the  Irish  call  streelishf  being  scarcely  fourteen  years  old.  She  was  petite  in 
form ;  but  her  hair  parted  so  richly  on  her  forehead,  and  clung  with  such  bright  brown 
lustre  about  her  downy,  fruit-like  cheeks ;  her  eyes  were  of  such  melting  Une, 
Heaven's  own  color ;  her  lips  so  ripe,  so  freshly  red,  and  her  smile  so  sweet,  that  my 
heart  was  gone  into  her  keeping  almost  as  soon  as  we  knew  each  other.  Our  ac-  ' 
quaintance  began  in  the  winter,  at  one  of  those  private  little  cottumeless  exhibitioni 
of  theatricals,  with  which  country  teachers  sometimes  indulge  their  scholan.  The 
teacher,  (he  boarded  with  my  father  in  the  district,  and  I  was  his  favorite,)  knew  my 
predilection  for  Julia,  and  he  cast  us  in  one  of  those  simple  dialogues  containing  only 
two  interlocutors.  It  was  a  wooing  piece  ;  we  played  it  to  perfection  ;  and  there  our 
friendship,  cordial  and  trusting,  began.  We  shared  in  the  triumph  which  our  en- 
deavors produced,  and  we  regarded  each  other  the  more  fondly  that  our  triumph  wu 
in  unison. 

One  Saturday,  in  Jime,  the  school  was  dismissed  at  noon  ;  ai^d  as  it  was  a  granted 
holiday,  and  we  had  the  leave  of  both  of  our  parents,  Julli  May  and  I  wandered  off 
together,  on  a  visit  to  my  cousin  Lucy's,  nearly  of  Julia's  age,  who  was  going  to  gire 
a  strawborr>' -party ;  namely,  invite  a  few  of  her  friends,  each  with  his  own  cup  or 
basket,  to  stray  into  some  of  the  broad  meadows  of  her  father,  and  after  all  had  filled 
their  vetisels,  meet  in  the  middle  of  the  largest  meadow,  by  the  side  of  a  clear  streamy 
and  underneath  the  shade  of  a  wide  beech  along  whose  fantastic  roots  it  ran.  Then, 
OS  was  the  custom,  the  lad  and  the  lass  who  filled  their  vessels  the  soonest  were 
wont  to  repair,  and  await  the  coming  together  of  the  bright  young  company  to  whick 
they  belonged. 

I  recollect,  as  if  it  were  but  yesterday,  the  kindling  delight  with  which  we  tet  off 
over  the  green  fields  to  my  cousin's.  We  were  alone,  and  we  strayed  along  through 
tlio  verdant  gras8,  her  white  and  soft  little  hand  clasped  in  the  meanwhile  in  mine. 
With  what  pleasure  did  I  let  down  the  bars  of  every  *  lot,'  and  assist  her  over  the 
stile !     We  did  not  hurry ;  we  felt  that  the  sense  of  existence  in  each  other's  com- 
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pany  was  pleasure  sufficient :  hope  was  swallowed  up  in  present  thiition.    No  stormy^ 
desires  nor  withering  passions  stained  our  spontaneous  affection :  we  knew  that  each 
loved  and  was  beloved,  though  no  confession  had  been  made.     That  was  a  h^py 
time,  reader,  and  I  am  sure  I  never  shall  witness  its  like  again.     When  you  have 
read  my  whole  story,  you  will  think  with  me. 

We  reached  my  cousin's  just  as  the  assembled  company  of  young  folks  were  on 
the  point  of  setting  out  en  matse  upon  their  expedition.  These  particulars  may  be 
dry ;  but  my  good  friend,  now  honoring  me  with  a  perusal,  we  were  both  children  once  ; 
and  I  have  doubts  about  the  purity  of  his  heart  who  caunot  look  back  with  delight  upon 
the  dreams  of  his  earlier  years.  They  formed  the  morning  of  our  endless  existence ; 
they  had  their  griefs,  but  they  were  transient ;  and  they  were  full-fraught  with  rap- 
tures which  no  success  nor  joy  of  manhood  can  parallel ;  for  then  the  heart  was  a 
novel,  and  its  transports  were  new,  although  too  bright  to  endure: 

•  What  though  those  days  return  no  more? 

Their  vweet  remembrance  ii  not  vain, 
For  Heaven  is  waiting  to  restore 
The  childhood  of  the  soul  again  *' 

And  thus  ends  this  little  record  of  the  heart.  It  was  but  the  simple  precursor  of  a 
■tory  which  would  have  appeared  in  these  pages  had  not  the  writer  been  early  called 
to  renew  the  childhood  of  his  soul  in  a  '  better  land.' 


The  Drama  :  Park  Theatre.  —  This  establishment  was  reopened  for  the  season 
on  Monday  the  seventeenth  ultimo,  with  Mr.  Coluns,  an  Irish  actor  new  to  the 
American  boards,  but  whose  reputation  had  preceded  his  d6b\xi  in  the  United  States. 
We  hardly  erer  saw,  in  any  other  hands  than  the  lamented  Power,  a  richer  perform- 
ance than  his  McShane  and  Teddy  the  Tiler.  Both  were  rendered  to  the  life,  and 
the  effect  was  irresistible.  Mr.  Collins  possesses  a  good  gentlemanly  brogue,  a  hu- 
morous countenance,  and  a  happy  delivery.  His  characters  are  portraits,  not  caricar 
tares ;  inferior  certainly  to  those  of  his  great  prototype,  that  consummate  comedian,  to 
whom  he  bears  that  resemblance  which  a  similarity  of  genius  cannot  fail  to  create. 
His  laugh  is  infectious,  and  he  always  appears  in  the  best  possible  humor  with  himself 
and  the  audience.  Mr.  Collins  too  has  acquired  considerable  celebrity  as  a  vocaUst, 
and  gives  Irish  melodies  in  a  most  delightful  style.  He  has  a  fine  and  flexible  voice, 
with  considerable  knowledge  and  execution ;  sings  strictly  in  tune  ;  and  his  songs  are 
always  encored.  The  success  of  Mr.  Collins  with  the  New- York  public  has  been 
complete ;  laughter  and  enthusiastic  applause  nightly  crown  his  efforts  ;  yet  a  few 
presses  have  seemed  disposed  to  treat  him  with  harshness,  and  we  fear  injustice. 
Unbiassed  criticism  is  of  service  both  to  the  actor  and  the  pubUc,  and  cannot  fail  of 
having  due  weight  on  all  occasions.  But  it  often  happens,  we  apprehend,  that  under 
the  mask  of  criticism,  personal  antipathies  are  introduced,  intended  to  destroy  a  man's 
reputation  and  prospects  in  life,  by  exposing  him  to  the  petty  shafts  of  envy  and  the 
torture  of  caprice.  An  actor  like  Mr.  Collins,  who  from  long  experience  and  pain- 
liil  apprenticeship  has  attained  a  professional  respectability,  may  feel  assured  of  the 
protection  of  the  public.  The  healthy  impulse  which  was  given  last  season  toward  a 
wholesome  reformation  of  the  drama,  we  are  glad  to  find  is  to  be  carried  out  with  an 
earnest  spirit  in  the  production  of  *  King  John'  and  *  Macbeth.'  Every  true  lover  of 
the  drama  must  wish  the  manager  success  in  his  arduooa  undertaking. 
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GosBip  WITH  Readera  AND  CORRESPONDENTS.  —  Looking  the  other  day  tX  Mt 
Belden's  extraordiDary  '  Model  of  New- York,'  (that  most  faithful '  picture  in  litUe* 
of  our  great  metropolis,)  and  admiring  the  admirable  proportion  which  has  been  id 
accurately  preserved  in  every  feature  of  the  vast  miniature  city,  we  were  iitesiilibly 
led  to  think  of  Gulliver  in  Lilliput.  Indeed,  it  required  nothingr  but  a  thousand  or 
two  diminutive  *  humans*  bustling  through  the  little  streets,  to  have  made  the  illusioo 
complete.  And  speaking  of  Gujlliver,  reader,  did  you  ever  think  of  the  great  gfeniv 
displayed  in  the  history  of  that  veracious  gentleman,  and  the  narrative  of  his  adven- 
tures in  Lilliput  and  Brobdignag,  especially  the  former  ?  Could  any  thing  be  moie 
felicitous  than  the  accuracy  with  which  all  his  proportions  are  preserved,  and  the 
manner  in  which  his  mind  conforms  to  the  dimensions  of  every  thing  around  him? 
With  what  solemnity  he  talks  of  the  stately  trees  in  His  Majesty's  park  at  Lilliput,  the 
tops  of  some  of  which  he  could  hardly  grasp  with  his  clenched  hand ;  and  with  what 
becoming  admiration  he  celebrates  thf*  prodigious  leap  of  one  of  the  imperial  huntsmen 
over  his  foot, '  shoo  and  all !'  Nothing  surely  could  be  more  inimitable  than  the  im- 
perceptible mode  by  which  he  assimilates  our  ideas  of  proportion  to  those  of  his  fittle 
people.  Observe  the  perfection  of  the  scale  by  which  his  personal  wants  are  gradoatad 
by  the  Lilliputians.  After  his  measure  liad  been  taken  by  the  help  of  a  qnadnn^ 
three  hundred  tailors  were  ordered  to  make  him  a  suit  of  clothes ;  he  had  the  tallow 
of  three  hundred  cowh  to  grease  his  boots  ;  and  his  supply  of  meat  and  drink,  estab- 
lished by  an  accurate  measurement  of  his  corporeal  capacity,  was  exactly  sufficient 
for  the  support  of  seventeen  hundred  and  twenty-four  Lilliputians.  The  beef  fbr- 
nishcd  him,  he  tells  us,  was  excellent ;  and  often  a  sirloin  would  be  ao  large  that  ho 
was  forced  to  make  three  bites  of  it  The  poultry  to  be  sure  was  '  not  much  to  qpoak 
of,'  although  ho  once  saw  a  cook  plucking  a  chicken  that  was  considerably  laiger 
than  a  fly.  When  he  first  visited  the  Emperor  at  his  palace,  (which  was  BunoDnded 
by  an  impregnable  wall  more  than  two  feet  in  height,)  His  Majesty  bad  his  sword  in 
his  hand  to  defend  himself  if  the '  Man-Mountain'  should  chance  to  break  loooe.  It 
was  a  torritic  blade,  nearly  three  inches  in  length.  The  voice  of  the  great  potentato 
who  wielded  it,  although  shrill,  was  yet  very  clear  and  articulate,  for  the  *  Man- 
Mountain'  could  distinctly  hear  it  when  he  stood  up.  What  a  sensation  was  created 
among  the  littlo  folk,  when  by  means  of  puUies  they  drew  from  the  deep  Charybdis  of 
his  watch-fob  the  '  prodigious  engine,'  which  made  *  a  loud  and  incessant  noise  like 
that  of  a  water-mill !'  How  astounded  were  they  when  they  climbed  by  the  aid  of 
ladders  over  the  side  of  his  pnuff-box,  and  on  descending  to  the  bottom,  found  them- 
selves '  mid-leg  deep  in  a  sort  of  dust'  that  made  them  well-nigh  explode  with  soeei- 
ing  !  Gulliver's  own  impressions,  on  the  other  hand,  were  equally  vivid  at  seeing  a 
daring  rope-dancer  sporting  upon  a  tight-rope  as  big  as  a  thread,  and  fiiU  six  inches 
from  the  floor,  and  a  young  girl  threading  an  invisible  needle  with  invisible  silk. 
What  could  be  more  ridiculous  than  the  manner  in  which  the  '  Man-Monutam*  lopeli 
the  slander  that  he  had  been  guilty  of  too  great  familiarity  with  the  Lilliputian 4raa- 
surer's  wife,  whom  Scandal  had  reputed  as  having  once  come  privately  to  his  lodgingaf 
*  It  was  not  so ;  to  be  sure,  he  had  sometimes  had  her  in  his  hand,  and  had  freqoently 
lifted  her  carriage  upon  his  table,  around  which  the  coachman  had  driven  while  ho  sat 
looking  at  the  occupants  ;  but  she  had  always  on  such  occasions  two  or  throe  oom- 
panions  with  her.    No ;  he  defied  any  informer  to  prove  that  he  was  evor  goilty  af 
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any  improper  conduct  with  the  treasurer's  wife  !'    It  must  have  been  rather  a  diffi- 
cult matter  for  Swift,  when  he  had  brought  Gulliver  into  Brobdignag,  to  reyerte 
entirely  the  order  of  his  narrative  ;  yet  nothing  could  be  more  successfully  accom- 
plished.    The  *  Man-Mountain'  becomes  himself  a  Lilliputian  the  moment  he  sees  a 
Brobdignagian,  as  tall  as  an  ordinary  church-steeple,  advancing  toward  him,  ten  yards 
at  a  stride.     Accidentally  discovering  him,  he  takes  him  up  by  the  middle  from  behind, 
as  if  afraid  that  he  would  scratch  or  bite  him,  and  brings  him  within  three  yards  of  his 
eyes,  that  he  may  examine  him  more  closely ;  then  takes  him  home  ;  places  him  on 
a  table  about  thirty  feet  high  from  the  floor,  and  scrutinizes  him  minutely.     Hif 
great  captor's  features,  as  he  looked  up  at  him  at  a  distance  of  sixty  feet,  appeared 
very  Well  proportioned.     He  was  much  amused  with  a  little  dim-sighted  old  man, 
scarcely  more  than  forty  feet  high,  who  put  on  spectacles  to  examine  him  crittcally. 
*  His  eyes  appeared  like  a  full  moon  shining  into  a  chamber  at  two  great  round  win- 
dows.'    The  ladies  of  the  court  were  much  delighted  with  him,  and  one  of  them 
carried  him  around  to  exhibit  to  her  friends,  covering  him  up,  to  prevent  his  escape, 
with  a  fine  white  handkerchief,  *  larger  and  coarser  than  the  main-sail  of  a  ship.' 
The  habits  of  the  Brobdignagians  were  very  disgusting  to  him.     He  could  not '  abide' 
to  see  them  eat ;  craunching  with  a  loud  noise  the  wings  of  larks  that  were  nine  times 
lar^ger  than  English  turkeys,  bolting  huge  pieces  of  bread  containing  at  least  three 
twelve-penny  loaves,  and  drinking  out  of  large  vessels  more  than  a  hogshead  at  a 
draught.     The  knives  were  twice  as  long  as  a  scythe,  and  set  strait  upon  the  handle, 
and  the  forks,  spoons,  etc.,  were  in  proportion.    When  ten  or  a  dozen  of  these  enor- 
noojs  knives  and  forks  were  lifted  up  together,  by  ranks  of  voracious  eaters  at  a  table, 
it  was  a  sight  terrible  to  behold .    The  annoyances  of  the  reduced  *  Man-Mountain' 
were  neither  few  nor  small.    Flies,  larger  than  ravens,  alighted  upon  his  food  and  face, 
leaving  behind  them  that  viscous  matter  which  naturalists  tell  us  enable  them  to  walk 
with  their  feet  upward  upon  a  coiling ;  the  children  plagued  him ;  one  little  boy,  not 
more  than  twenty  feet  high,  came  near  knocking  his  brains  out  with  a  hazel-nut  as 
large  as  a  pumpkin ;  another  mischievously  dropped  him  into  a  silver  bowl  or  circular 
Tat  of  cream,  where  if  he  had  not  been  an  expert  swimmer  he  must  inevitably  have 
perished ;  moreover,  on  one  occasion  a  dog,  to  his  great  terror,  took  him  up  in  his 
mouth  while  walking  in  the  garden,  and  ran  with  him  strait  to  his  master,  wagging 
his  tail  all  the  way ;  fortunately  the  animal  bore  him  between  his  teeth  so  gently  that 
he  neither  hurt  him  nor  tore  his  clothes.   It  is  evident  however  that  these  desegrament 
mnst  have  soured  the  ci-devant  *  Man-Mountain'  against  Brobdignag,  and  caused  him 
to  underrate  its  attractions.     Something  of  this  feeling  no  doubt  induced  his  depre- 
ciating estimate  of  the  tower  of  the  chief  temple :  *  It  greatly  disappointed  me.     It 
was  not  above  three  thousand  feet  high,  at  the  outside  ;  and  this  is  not  equal  in  pro- 
portion to  Salisbury  steeple.'     It  requires  a  *  trusting  spirit'  to  read  Gullfver  aright 
He  seems  himself  to  have  been  aware  of  the  necessity  of  this ;  for  he  tells  us  dis- 
tmctly  that  a  *  severe  critic  of*  his  pages  might  think  that  he  had  enlarged  a  little,  as 
travellers  are  often  suspected  to  do ;'  but  he  repels  the  imputation  in  his  own  case  with 
becoming  indignation.  .    •    .    The  sadly  self-contemplated  death  of  the  late  Willum 
BL  Price  has  created  a  profound  sensation  in  this  community.    A  lawyer  of  eminence, 
widely  known  for  so  many  years  not  only  for  his  rare  legal  endowments  and  especially 
for  his  distmguished  eloquence,  but  also  for  the  surpassing  urbanity  of  his  manners ; 
an  urbanity  which  sprung  from  the  natural  kindness  of  a  warm  heart ;  he  has  passed 
from  among  ns,  leaving  behind  him  the  regretful  remembrances  of  all  who  best  knew 
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him  and  his  eventftd  history.  Those  who  have  heard  in  past  years  the  eloquent  ex- 
ordium fall  in  silvery  tones  from  his  lips  at  the  bar ;  who  have  seen  him  in  better 
days  the  chief  adornment  of  the  social  board  ;  who  have  known  his  genius  and 
tested  his  heart ;  while  they  lament  his  loss,  will  look  with  a  lenient  eye  upon  his  sur- 
render at  last  to  a  resistless  despair.  With  his  mental  powers  frozen  to  indifference, 
his  heart  ossified  with  melancholy  forebodings,  his  soul  shrouded  in  clouds  of  gloom, 
no  consolation  could  break  the  death-like  calm,  no  love  warm  the  pent-up  heart ;  no 
sunbeam  dispel  the  cloud.  Think  of  this,  all  ye  who  condemn,  and  drop  a  tear  to 
the  memory  of  one  whose  own  heart  was  seldom  untouched  by  the  wants  or  the 
afflictions  of  his  fellow-men.  •  .  •  We  recognize  in  the  following  the  hand- writing 'of 
the  correspondent  who  favored  us  with  a  pleasant  poetical  epistle  from  the  same  wa- 
tering-place last  season : 

THE    LAY   OF   VAN    DAWDLE. 


Where  Sharon's  bubbling  waters 

In  sulphuroiu  streams  ari<»e, 
And  Gotham's  fair-haired  daughters 

Employ  their  witching  eyes ; 
Where  Messrs.  Landons  cater 

For  country  appetites, 
Their  omelettes  and  their  batter 

Puddiugs  and  other  bites ; 
Where  on  the  long  piazza 

Beaux  and  their  luved  ones  walk, 
And  every  couple  has  a 

Most  sentimental  talk ; 
Where  Mr.  Harris  drives  the 

Canajoharie  stage, 
And  wholesome  air  revives  the 

Vitality  of  age  ; 
Where  tambourine  and  jaw-bones 

At  eve  invite  to  dance, 
And  Bowen's  ancient  raw-bones 

At  morn  are  wont  to  prance  ; 


Where  every  ancient  sinner 

And  every  time-worn  damo, 
In  brimstone  before  dinner 

Renews  life'ij  fltckeriug  flame; 
Where  muidenti  seek  for  husbaudi, 

And  bachelors  for  wives, 
And  the  lover  of  the  picturesque 

To  Cherry  Valley  drives ; 
Where  easy  indolence  maintains 

Its  undisputed  sway, 
And  the  gouty  man  regains 

His  trotters  for  a  day  ; 
Where  tlie  bowling-alley's  balls 

And  the  billiard  table's  cue, 
And  strolling  to  the  falls 

Employ  the  restless  few ; 
There  may  I  meet  again 

With  thee,  my  Caroline, 
And  pouring  forth  my  sweetest  strain. 

Essay  to  make  thee  mine  ! 


That  most  '  reverend'  satirist,  Dean  Swift,  in  the  following  passage  has  hit  off, 
even  better  than  *  Punch'  in  '  The  Seaman's  Pipe,  or  the  Battle  and  the  Breeze,'  the 
minute  accounts  of  storms  and  naval  manoeuvres,  so  common  in  the  writings  of  lite- 
rary '  land-lubbers'  in  our  own  day.  *  The  sea-terms,'  says  his  editor,  <  are  put  to- 
gether at  random,  but  in  such  accurate  imitation  of  the  technicalities  of  the  art,  that 
seamen  have  been  known  to  work  hard  to  attain  the  proper  mean'mg  of  them  :* 

*  Finding  it  was  likely  to  overblow,  we  took  in  our  sprit'sail  and  stood  by  to  hand  the  fore-rail ; 
but  making  foul  weather,  we  looked  the  guns  were  all  fast,  and  hauded  the  mtzzen.  The  ship  lay 
very  broad  off,  so  we  thought  it  belter  cpooniiig  before  the  sea  than  trying  or  hulling.  We  reefed 
the  fore-sail  and  set  him,  and  hauled  aft  the  fure-sheet ;  the  helm  was  hard  a-weathcr,  for  the  ship 
was  making  a  little  water.  But  xho  wore  bravely.  We  belayed  the  fore  down-haul ;  but  the  sail  wh 
split,  and  we  handed  down  the  yard  and  got  the  sail  into  the  nliip  and  unbound  nil  the  things  clear  of 
it  It  was  a  very  fierce  storm  ;  the  sea  broke  strange  and  dangerouN.  Wo  hauled  off  upon  the  lao- 
iard  of  the  whip-staff  and  helped  the  man  ut  the  helm.  We  would  not  pot  down  ourtop-ma«t,  but  let 
all  stand,  because  she  scudded  before  the  sea  very  well ;  and  wc  knew  that  the  top-mast  being  al<rft 
the  ship  was  wholesomer.  and  made  better  way  through  the  spa,  seeing  wc  had  sea-room.  When  the 
storm  was  over,  we  set  forn-»ail  nml  main-sail,  and  brought  the  ship  to.  Then  wo  set  the  mizzen, 
main-top-sail,  and  the  fore-top-sail.  Our  course  was  ea^t-no^th-ca^t,  the  wind  was  at  south-weat. 
We  got  the  starboard-tacks  aboard,  and  cast  off  our  weather-brace»  and  lifts;  wc  set-in  the  lee- 
braces,  and  hauled  forward  by  the  weather-liowlings,  and  hauled  them  tisht,  and  belayed  them,  and 
hauled  over  the  mizzen-tack  to  windward,  and  kept  her  full  and  by  as  near  as  she  would  lie.* 

This  description. is  as  vivid  and  clear  as  any  thing  that  could  be  picked  out  of  any 
one  of  '  Professor'  Lngraham's  weekly  *  novels'  for  the  last  five  years.  •  •  •  Much 
praise  has  been  awarded  by  the  press  to  the  *  City  Article*  in  our  last  number.  The 
truth  is,  the  public  will  have  amusements,  and  all  classes  of  the  public,  too ;  and  well« 
conducted  theatres  are  not  objectionable  on  the  score  of  morals.    Hear  the  late  Rev. 
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Sydney  Smith  on  this  Yery  point :  *  There  is  something  in  the  word  play-house  which 
seems  so  closely  connected  in  the  minds  of  some  people  with  sin  and  Satan,  that  it 
stands  in  their  Yocabulary  for  every  species  of  abomination.  And  yet  why  1  Where 
is  every  feeling  more  roused  in  favor  of  virtue,  than  at  a  good  play?  Where  is  good- 
ness so  feelingly,  so  enthusiastically  learned  ?  What  so  solemn  as  to  see  the  excellent 
passions  of  the  human  heart  called  forth  by  a  good  actor,  animated  by  a  great  poet? 
To  hear  Siddons  repeat  what  Siiakspeare  wrote !  To  behold  the  child  and  his 
mother,  the  noble  and  the  poor  artisan,  the  monarch  and  his  subjects,  all  ages  and  all 
ranks  convulsed  in  one  common  passion,  wrung  with  one  conmion  anguish,  and  with 
loud  sobs  and  cries  doing  involuntary  homage  to  the  God  that  made  their  hearts  1 
What  wretched  infatuation  to  interdict  such  amusements  as  these  !  What  a  blessing 
that  mankind  can  be  allured  from  sensual  gratification,  and  find  relaxation  and  plea- 
sure in  such  pursuits  !  As  to  the  spectacles  of  impropriety  which  are  sometimes  wit- 
nessed in  parts  of  the  theatre,  such  reasons  apply  in  a  much  stronger  degree  to  not 
driving  along  any  of  the  great  public  streets  of  London  after  dark  ;  and  if  the  virtue 
of  well-educated  young  persons  is  made  of  such  very  frail  materials,  their  best  resource 
is  a  nunnery  at  once.  It  is  a  ver>'  bad  rule,  however,  never  to  quit  a  house  for  fear 
of  catching  cold.'  Would  that  tlie  spirit  which  dictated  the  above  was  more  preva- 
lent on  this  side  the  Atlantic  !  We  should  then  hear  less  denunciation  in  certain 
quarters  of  the  innocent  exercise  of  dancing,  and  of  the  occasional  perusal  of  enter- 
taining works  of  fiction.  Who  has  not  felt  his  frame  invigorated  and  his  spirits  enli- 
vened by  hearty  trippings  on  the  *  light  fantastic  toe'  to  the  pleasant  airs  of  Scotland 
and  Ireland,  or  our  own  African  refrains?  *  Who  does  not  derive  a  more  distinct  idea 
of  the  state  of  society  and  manners  in  Scotland  from  the  Waverley  novels  than  from 
the  best  of  its  historians?  —  of  the  condition  of  the  Middle  Ages  from  the  single 
novel  of  *  Ivauhoe'  than  from  all  the  volumes  of  Hume  or  Hallam?*  And  yet  there 
are  thousands  of  carpers  among  us,  brim  *  full  of  piety,  go  to,'  who  would  never 
permit  a  dancing-step  to  be  taken  nor  a  novel  to  be  read  by  a  member  of  their 
families.  The  reign  of  Cant  is  not  yet  over ;  but  *  there 's  a  good  time  coming,* 
when  it  loill  be.  ...    <  Bootes'  must  have  been  takmg  a  lesson  or  two  of  *  Rosa 

Matilda'  in  *  The  Rejected  Addresses.'     His  «  Stanzas  to *  are  quite  in  the 

sounding  and  utterly  meaningless  style  of  that  '  benign  cerulean.'     Hear  him : 

'  Etf.rnal  glows  the  glassy  morn,  • 

The  rose  is  on  the  wave, 
The  deadly  dew-drop  and  the  thorn 
To  shiver  or  to  save. 

*  Wide  o*er  the  welkin  sweeps  the  west, 

Id  summer  beauty  set, 
Im purpling  on  its  azure  vest 
That  deathless  word  —  forget ! 

'  *  Foi^et'  thee,  silent  sleeper !  — no! 

Though  SUDS  should  cease  to  swell* 
Though  raving  winds  and  circling  snows 
Their  melting  murmurs  telL 

*  Ah !  blossom  of  the  budding  tree, 

Ah !  glory  of  the  grove, 
The  saddened  sinner  sets  me  free, 
And  wildly  whispers — *  Love  I* 

« 1  've  had  several  pieces  like  the  above,'  writes  the  author,  *  printed  in  the  Ladies' 
Magazines ;  and  one  editress  told  me  that  the  Imes  I  send  you  were  *  very  sweet'   I 


272  Ediior's  Table,  [September, 

think  they  are,  myself.'  ...  It  was  a  sad  thing  just  now,  in  the  gay  and  boiy 
Broadway,  under  a  sunny,  cloudless  Bky,with  the  healthful  current  of  life  conrring  joy- 
ously in  our  own  veins,  to  relinquish  the  feverish  and  wasted  hand  of  a  friend  at  whose 
door  Death  will  call  ere  long,  and  walk  with  him  through  the  Dark  Valley.  *  I  am 
going,'  said  he,  in  a  voice  scarcely  above  a  whisper ;  <  I  am  fast  going;  I  shall  leave 
all  this  ;*  and  he  turned  his  glassy  eyes  upward  to  the  calm  clear  heavens,  and  waved  hii 
hand  toward  the  busy  crowds  that  rolled  through  the  street  or  pattered  with  hasty  stepi 
upon  the  pave  ;  <  I  shall  8oon  leave  all  this !'  <  It  is  but  too  true  I'  thought  we,  as  we 
turned  to  watch  his  slowly -receding  footsteps: 

'  Ykt  a  few  day*,  and  thee 

The  all-beholding  tun  shall  see  no  more  ' 

In  all  his  course ;  nor  yet  in  the  cold  ground, 
Where  thy  pale  form  was  laid,  with  many  teart, 
Nor  in  the  embrace  of  ocean,  Mhall  exist 
Thy  image.' 

May  he  be  able  to  say  with  joy,  when  the  Last  Messenger  shall  await  his  departofe, 
<  Come  Death  to  this  frail,  failing,  dying  body !  come  the  inmiortal  life !'  .  .  .  Tm 
last  number  of  the  Londpn  <  United  Service  Magazine'  has  a  graphic  descriptionifrom 
the  pen  of  Sir  J.  E.  Alexander,  of  *  The  Burning  of  the  St,  Louis  Theatre  mt 
Quebec*  There  is  an  instance  of  <  the  ruling  passion'  recorded  m  it  which  seems 
almost  incredible.  While  the  flames  were  rolling  down  from  the  top  to  the  bottom  of 
the  stairs  tliat  led  into  the  pit ;  while  every  head  below  seemed  on  fire,  and  the  swollen 
tongues  of  the  victims  prevented  an  utterance  of  their  awful  agony,  a  woman  was 
rescued  *  who  in  the  midst  of  her  terror  called  out  for  her  bonnet !'  *  Where  is  my 
bonnet !'  she  cried,  as  the  betrothed  bride  and  her  lover  dropped  into  the  arma  of  death 
together,  the  child  sank  into  tho  fiery  flood,  and  the  aged  wife  and  husband,  ann-in- 
arm  as  in  life's  long  journey,  yielded  up  their  spirits;  *  Where  is  my  bonnet  ?*  Did 
the  lady  find  her  hat  ?  .  .  .  Many  years  ago  a  group  of  persons  were  assembled 
at  a  private  house  in  a  certain  town  in  the  northern  part  of  Vermont,  for  the  puipoae 
of  holding  what  they  termed  a  *  religious  conference.'  The  good  old  parson '  took 
the  lead,'  as  was  his  custom,  in  the  *  exercises'  of  tlie  occasion.  After  the  introduc- 
tory hymn  and  prayer,  he  read  the  first  chapter  of  tho  Second  Epistle  of  Pma, 
and  proceeded  to  expound  the  same  for  the  edification  of  the  brethren  and  the  in- 
struction of  sinners.  Having  finished  his  exposition,  he  remarked,  according  to  cus- 
tom, that  *  opportunity'  would  then  be  given  to  any  of  the  brethren  who  might  have 
any  thing  to  communicate  to  tho  assembly.  A  long  pause  following  thii  announce- 
ment, and  no  one  oflbring  to  Hpeak,  the  parson  gave  out  a  hymn.  He  then  repeated 
the  call  upon  the  brethren  to  '  free  their  minds*  if  they  had  any  thing  to  say.  No 
one  seemed  disposed  to  respond,  and  the  pause  at  last  became  not  a  little  embanaa- 
ing ;  for  the  people  were  unaccustomed  to  *  silent  meetings,'  and  considered  as  wasted 
all  the  time  that  was  not  employed  either  in  speaking,  reading,  singing  or  praying. 
The  parson's  face  began  to  exhibit  signs  of  anxiety  lest  the  meeting  should  come  to 
a  dead  halt,  and  *  flat  despair'  brooded  over  the  minds  of  the  congregation.  Thb 
good  minister  at  length  coaxingly  remarked,  that  possibly  his  exposition  of  Scripture 
had  not  been  altogether  clear,  and  that  some  of  the  brethren  might  perhaps'  like  to 
interrogate  him,  with  a  view  to  elicit  farther  explanations.  If  such  were  the  fact, 
he  hoped  there  would  be  no  lieKitation  in  putting  the  necessary  questions.  Another 
'  awful  pause,'  longer  and  more  painful  than  that  which  preceded  it,  followed  the 
parson's  hint     Sauits  and  simicrs  now  became  decidedly  <  fidgety,'  and  the  meeting 
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was  on  the  point  of  '  breaking  up/  when  a  deacon  of  the  chuicb,  who  probably  felt 
that  the  minitter  had  a  right  in  such  an  emergency  to  look  to  him  for  auccor,  after 
some  alight  bodily  twicbinga  indicating  his  embarraasment,  broke  the  silenee  thus: 

*  There  is  one  passage  in  the  chapter  read  by  our  minister  which  his  remarks  did 

not  make  altogether  plain  to  me.    Perhaps  others  understood  it,  though  I  did  not ; 

but  if  there  is  no  objection,  I  would  Uke  to  ask  a  question.'    The  parson  hoped  he 

would  do  so  without  hesitation.    The  deacon,  who  was  more  remarkable  for  zeal 

than  for  grammatical  or  exegetical  knowledge,  being  thus  encouraged,  remarked  that 

the  passage  which  he  did  not  quite  comprehend  was  contained  in  the  tenth  veise, 

where  the  Apostle  said,  *  Wherefore  the  rather,  brethren,  give  diligenqe'  to  make 

your  calling  and  election  sure.'     He  would  ask  what  class  of  brethren  was  referred 

to  by  the  term  *  rather -brethren  I*     It  was  now  the  minister's  turn  to  squirm.     It 

was  becoming  evident  that  the  gravity  of  bis  face  could  scarcely  hold  out  against 

the  exhibition  of  such  ridiculous  ignorance,  when  he  found  words  to  explain  that 

'  he  supposed  the  phrase  *  rather'  did  not  designate  any  particular  class  of  brethren, 

but  was  simply  an  adverb,'  etc.     Wo  think  we  should  have  explained  that  *  rather- 

brethren'  were  a  species  of  <  so-so'  religionists,  whose  stupidity  as  far  exceeded  their 

piety  as  their  zeal  was  above  their  knowledge.  *    *    •  We  invite  the  reader's  attention 

to  the  '  Ghost' Story  told  by  a  Ghost,*  in  preceding  pages.     There  is  something  very 

mysterious  in  the  manner  in  which  the  manuscript  came  into  our  possession.     It  was 

just  at  the  late  twilight  of  a  hot  and  thundery  afternoon,  when  the  clerk  was  about 

tifling  to  close  the  shutters  of  the  publication -office,  that  a  tall,  thin  man,  clad  in 

what  seemed  a  long  white  linen  loose-gown  or  robe,  suddenly  stood  in  the  door-way, 

in  strong  relief  against  the  fading  western  light.    It  was  particularly  remarked  of 

the  strange  visitor,  that 

'  from  hit  cavernous  eye* 

Pale  flashes  seemed  to  rise, 

As  when  the  northern  skies 

Gleam  io  December ;' 

and  the  clerk  does  not  hesitate  to  aver  that  a  feeling  of  indefinable  awe  came  over 
him  as  the  voiceless  Figure  *  made  a  long  arm,'  and  extended  toward  him  a  manu- 
script, which  he  had  no  sooner  taken,  than  the  bearer,  *  staying  no  question,'  was  gone. 
The  manuscript  itself  was  as  remarkable  as  the  manner  of  its  acquisition.  The 
sheets  were  glued  together  in  several  places  by  map-like  patches  of  brown  mould, 
which  had  almost  obliterated  the  yellowish-green  ink-marks,  some  of  which  were 
only  deciphered  with  great  difficulty ;  and  there  was  an  odor  exhaled  from  the  de- 
ca3ring  leaves  like  the  first  cold  air  that  issues  from  an  old  vault,  newly  opened.  We 
have  thought  it  proper  to  mention  these  circumstances,  although  we  admit  that  they 
have  little  to  do  with  the  merits  of  the  story  in  question,  concerning  which  we  have 
no  desire  to  forestall  *  public  opinion.'  •  •  •  When  we  took  steamer  at  Piermont,  on 
our  return  from  the  ever-memorable  excursion  to  the  trout-streams  of  Sullivan  county, 
Siog-Sing,  across  the  broad  Tappaan-Zoe,  arrested  for  a  moment  our  attention.  The 
state-prison  gleamed  a  white  speck  in  the  fervid  sun ;  but  what  a  world  of  sorrow 
was  condensed  in  that  little  focus !  We  thought  of  the  wretched  horde  there ;  of 
the  coane  garb  of  shame  and  the  coarser  fare  ;  of  the  long  files,  dingy  '•  ith  dust  or 

*  begrimed  with  black,'  sliding  with  grating  step  and  locked  feet  to  their  narrow 
estls ;  of  men  dying  in  the  hospital ;  the  last  look  of  the  glazing  eye  resting  upon 
bolts  and  bars  and  armed  guards  ;  without  hope,  without  sympathy,  without  friends. 
Yet  not  altogether  without  friends ;  for  there  is  a  spirit  abroad  which  will  not  reft 
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until  Humanity  reigns  triumphant  in  the  management  of  American  priMMM.  Tlie 
good  work  has  begun  at  Charlestown  and  is  advancing  at  Sing-Sing.  All  honor  to 
those  who  have  engaged  in  this  *  labor  of  love'  for  their  erring,  repentant  brother 
Man  !  •  •  •  Reader,  *  did  you  ever  see  a  wild-goose  a-sailing  on  the  ocean  ?'  That 
is  *  a  sight,'  no  doubt ;  hut  it  strikes  us  that  the  amphibious  stalking  Flamingos 
around  the  fountain  at  the  Bowling-Green  are  objects  even  more  to  be  admired.  A 
Transcendental  correspondent  of  ours,  who  had  just  been  reading  a  *  chorus  of  spirits' 
in  a  new  German  play,  improvised  the  following  lines  the  other  day,  while  looking 
through  the  rusty  iron  pickets  at  that  bit  of  '  chaste  practice'  in  fountain-architec- 
ture, the  pile  of  rocks  that  rises  in  '  ragged  majesty'  within  the  pales : 

NATURAL      HIS  TORT:      THE      FLAMINGO. 

FIB8T    VOXOB. 

'Oh!  tell  me  have  you  ever  seen  a  longleg'd  Flamiujro? 
Oh !  tell  me  have  you  ever  seen  in  the  water  him  go?' 

BBOOKD     -voice. 

'  Oh !  yes,  at  Bowling-Greeu  I  *ve  soon  a  long-leg*!!  Flamingo, 
Oh  !  yev,  at  Bowling-Green  I  'vo  seen  in  the  water  him  go.' 

TIK8T     VOICB. 

*Oh !  tell  me  did  you  over  »ee  a  bird  so  funny  stand-o, 
When  forth  he  from  the  water  comei,  and  get«  upon  the  laud-o  t' 

8BCOMD     VOICB. 

*No !  in  my  life  I  ne'er  did  see  a  bird  so  Ainay  stand-o, 
When  forth  he  from  the  water  comes  and  gets  upon  the  land-c' 

TTUST     VOXOB. 

'  He  has  a  leg  some  throe  feet  long,  or  near  it,  so  they  wy.  Sir, 
Stiff  upon  one  alone  ho  btauds,  t'  other  he  stows  away,  Sir.' 

BBCOKO     VOICB. 

'  And  whot  an  ugly  head  he 's  got !  I  wonder  that  ho'd  wear  it, 
But  rather  more  I  wonder  that  his  long  klim  nock  can  bear  iL* 

FII18T     VOICB. 

'  Aiiti  think,  thin  length  of  neck  and  legs,  (no  doubt  they  have  their  uses,) 
Are  mcmberti  of  a  little  frame,  much  smaller  than  a  goose's!* 


'  Oh  !  is  n't  hn  a  curious  bird,  that  red  long-leg'd  Flamingo  f 
A  water-bird,  a  gawky  bird,  a  sing'lar  bird,  by  jingo  !* 

The  first  edition  (five  thousand  copies)  of  Mr.  Cooper's  last  work, '  The  RedBhim 
or  Indian  and  Injin,^  vfas  entirely  exhausted  before  our  last  number,  annooncing  S 
current  publication,  had  reached  its  destination.    This  is  an  un-lyiug  <  fignry-lac* 
which  literally  *  speaks  volumes*  in  the  author's  favor ;  but  it  is  a  test  which 
hardly  be  applicable  to  the  slow-moving  elaborations  of  certain  <  novelists' 
whom  ono  sometimes  hears  amusingly  enough  cited  as  possessing  kindred 
and  repute.  •    •    •  We  regret  to  be  obliged  to  record  the  death  of  Dr.  Huon  M' 
one  of  our  oldest  and  most  distinguished  medical  practitioners.    As  a  phyncian  T 
was  preeminently  skilful.     He  possessed  great  professional  integrity  and 
was  benevolent  and  humane  ;  an  accomplished  musician,  an  instructive  and  enl 
taining  companion,  and  a  gentlemcm,  in  the  best  sense  of  that  mooh-abosed  tera 
We  had  last  the  pleasure  to  meet  him  at  a  musical  soiree,  where  his  critical  and  m 
preciative  comments  gave  an  added  zest  to  the  entertainment    To  adqA  the  \m 
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guage  of  our  friend  and  correspondent,  Dr.  Francib,  <  by  the  death  of  Dr.  McLean 
we  are  called  upon  to  mourn  the  loss  of  an  enlightened,  eminent  and  benevolent 
physician  ;  and  our  Knickerbocker  aasociates  of  the  St.  Nicholas  Society  will  unite 
in  sorrow  at  the  final  departure  of  their  senior  medical  adviser  and  friend,  who  lived 
respected  and  died  lamented.*  •    •    •  <  Never  go  to  France,'  says  Thomas  Hood, 
*  unless  you  know  the  lingo  ;*  and  he  gives  several  amusing  illustrations  of  the  penalty 
to  be  incurred  by  a  disregard  of  this  injunction.     The  same  advice  will  apply  in  the 
case  of  Italy,  according  to  Dickens  :  *  There  was  a  travelling  party  on  board  our 
steamer,  of  whom  one  member  was  very  ill  in  the  cabin  next  to  mine,  and  being  ill, 
was  cross,  and  therefore  declined  to  give  up  the  dictionary,  which  he  kept  under  his 
pillow;  thereby  obliging  his  companions  to  come  down  to  him  constantly,  to  ask 
what  wad  the  Italian  for  a  lump  of  sugar,  a  glass  of  brandy-and-water,  *  what 's 
o'clock  ?'  and  so  forth ;   which  he  always  insisted  on  looking  out,  with  his  own 
sea-sick  eyes,  declining  ^o  entrust  the  book  to  any  man  alive.'     *  Ignorance'  was 
scarcely  *  bliss'  in  this  case,  howsoever  much  folly  there  might  have  been  in  being 
'wise.'  •    •    •  The  lines  assuming  to  be  *  descriptive'  of  *  The  Battle  of  Resaca  dt 
la  Palma^  are  quite  too  sanguinary.     They  are  revolting.     It  is  not  minutely-de- 
scribed horrors  that  convey  the  most  forcible  pictures  of  a  battle-field.     Accessories, 
naturally  cited,  are  far  more  effective.     Does  our  correspondent  remember  Camp- 
bell's account  of  his  first  sight  of  the  *  circumstance'  of  war ;  the  returning  dragoons 
"Wiping  their  bloody  swords  on  the  manes  of  their  p£uiting  horses,  after  a  victory  ? 
Or  did  he  ever  hear  the  eloquent  Hoffman  depict  the  scene  on  board  the  President 
before  her  engagement ;  when,  the  guns  being  ready,  and  the  boldest  *  holding  his 
breath,'  the  saw-dust  was  spread  upon  the  deck  to  drink  the  yet  unshed  blood? 
These  are  not  minutite,  but  *  additaments'  of  description  far  more  striking  and  pow- 
erful. *    ■    -The  summer  solstice  is  generally  a  period  in  which  our  artists  disport 
themselves  in  the  country.     We  found  one  of  them  the  other  day,  Mr.  Charles 
Jarvis,  enjoying  the  pleasant  groves  and  life-giving  sea-air  of  Bath,  on  Long-Island. 
He   was  combining  business  with  pleasure,  however  ;  being  engaged  in  painting 
several  members  of  the  family  of  a  distinguished  patroness  of  his,  Mrs.  Douglas 
Cruger.     We  were  glad  to  learn,  from  the  best  source,  that  he  had  been  very  suc- 
cessful.    Apropos  of  paintings :  our  Boston  friends  will  find  in  their  Athonseum  ex- 
hibition two  or  three  pictures  by  our  friend  Elliott,  to  which  we  desire  to  call  their 
attention.     There  is  a  female  portrait  among  them,  a  fair,  sunny  face,  concerning 
which  we  should  like  to  collect  their  sufirages.  *    *    •  The  thoughtful  reader  will  re- 
mark, in  the  opening  of  the  present  number  of  the  '  St.  Leger  Papers,'  some  reflect 
tions  upon  faith,  imagination  and  the  ideal,  which  we  commend  to  their  careful  con- 
sideration.    We  consider  it  one  of  the  most  important  of  all  spiritual  subjects,  and 
one  on  which  most  christians  seem  to  us  to  be  astray.     While  therefore  the  writer's 
positions  will  be  likely  to  attract  criticism,  they  can  yet  scarcely  fail  to  be  sustained  by 
all  deeply-reflective  minds.  -    •    -  The  patriot,  the  accomplished  musician,  the  kind- 
hearted  man,  the  good  Maroncelli  is  no  more.     '  After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  sleeps 
well,'  lamented  by  all  who  had  the  happiness  to  know  him.     He  has  joined  his  fel- 
low-captive, the  long-suffering  Pellico,  in  a  land  where  the  *  prisoner  rests  from  his 
labor,  and  hears  not  the  voice  of  the  oppressor.'    Requiescat  in  pace .'  •    •   •  There 
has  always  seemed  to  us  to  be  a  great  deal  of  pathos  in  the  ensuing  stanzas. 
The   lady  to  whom  the  writer  (whose   name   was   Morton)  was  attached  was 
married  to  another.    Morton  was  present  at  the  marriagei  and  was  never  seen  to 
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smile  afterward.     He  died  at  Corfu;   and  a  portrait  was  found  in  his  port-folio 
wrapped  np  in  these  lines : 

'  I  SAW  thee  wedded ! — thou  did«t  go 

Within  the  sacred  aisle. 
Thy  young  cheek  in  a  blushing  glow, 

Between  a  tear  and  smile : 
Thy  heart  was  glad  in  maiden  glee, 
But  he  it  loved  so  fervently 

Was  faithleM  all  the  while ! 
I  hate  him  for  the  vow  ho  spoke, 
1  hate  him  for  the  vow  he  broke  I 

'  I  hid  the  love  that  could  not  die. 

Its  doubts  and  hopes  and  fears, 
And  buried  all  my  misery 

In  secrecy  and  teare : 
And  days  passed  on,  and  thou  didst  prove 
The  pang  of  unrequited  love 

E'en  in  thy  earlier  years  ; 
And  thou  did'st  die,  so  fair  and  good, 
In  silence  and  in  solitude ! 

'While  thou  wert  living,  I  did  bide 

Affection's  secret  pains ; 
I  'd  not  have  Khocked  thy  modest  pride 

For  all  the  world  contains : 
But  thou  bast  perished ;  and  the  fire 
That  often  checked,  could  ne'er  expire, 

Again  unbidden  reigns ; 
It  is  no  crime  to  speak  my  vow, 
For  ah  I  thou  canst  not  hear  it  now! 

'  Thou  sleep'fet  beneath  the  lonely  stone 

That  dark  and  dreamless  sleep ; 
And  he,  thy  loved  and  choMn  one, 

Why  goes  ke  not  to  weep  f 
He  does  not  kneel  whore  I  have  knelt, 
He  cannot  feel  what  I  have  felt. 

The  anguish  still  and  deep : 
The  painful  thought  of  what  has  been, 
The  canker-worm  that  is  not  seen. 

'  But  I,  as  o'er  the  dark  •blue  wave 

Unconsciously  I  ride, 
My  thoughts  are  hovering  o'er  thy  grave. 

My  soul  is  by  thy  side : 
There  is  one  voice  that  wails  thee  yet, 
One  heart  that  cannot  e'er  forget 

The  visions  that  have  died  ; 
And  aye  thy  form  is  buried  there, 
A  doubt,  an  anguish,  a  despair !' 

The  clever  *  Citt/  Itenu*  man  of  the  Tribune  daily  journal,  alluding  to  the  state- 
ment of  some  medical  authority,  (probably  a  steam-doctor,)  that  if  people  would  keep 
their  mouths  shut  in  time  of  a  steam-boat  explosion,  they  would  not  be  so  likely  to  be 
fatally  scalded,  recommends  that  a  notice  be  conspicuously  posted  on  our  steam -boats 
to  *  Keep  your  mouth  shut  when  the  boiler  bursts  !*  A  capital  thought ;  but  there 
should  be  yet  another  regulation,  that  in  case  of  an  explosion  all  stray  legs  and  anv 
should  be  landed  before  the  baggage.  Passengers  have  only  to '  stick  up  for  their  rigfati' 
in  relation  to  the  final  disposition  of  their  limbs,  to  obtain  thenL  *  Hence  we  view' . 
the  great  force  of  *  associated  effort'  •  •  *  Wk  have  many  and  many  a  time  in  the 
country  felt  the  force  of  *  M.  D.  P.V  *  Noontide-Scene  in  Summer'  There  m 
scarcely  any  thing  which  so  forcibly  arrests  the  attention  of  the  denizen  of  the  city, 
when  after  a  long  interval  he  revisits  the  country,  as  the  audible  stillness  which  per- 
vades the  air  around  him.  Not  more  perceptible  to  a  country  lad  on  his  first  vieit  to 
a  great  metropolis  is  the  eternal  hum  of  *  multitodee  commercing'  and  the  roaring  of 


t46.J 


Editor'9   Table. 


277 


I  wheels.  We  stood  lately  for  an  hoar  overlooking  the  beautiful  scenery  that  snr- 
tndi  the  village  of  Bloomingburgh,  and  not  the  faintest  sound  reached  the  ear,  save 
ilaintive  moan  which  came  from  a  distant  point  in  the  nearer  landscape,  where  a 

ter 

'  forgot  to  graze,  and  itood 

Leaning  his  horns  into  the  neighbor-field, 
And  lowing  to  hia  fellows ;' 

1  even  that  faint  note  in  the  minor  key  rather  illustrated  than  broke  the  silence  that 

^ed  around.     Milton  could  find  nothing  so  like  the  stillness  of  death  as  *  sum- 

r's  noontide  air.'  •    •    •    If  we  had  not  had  in  these  pages  so  many  descriptions  of 

>  ocean,  *  in  calm  or  gale  or  storm/  we  would  gladly  accept  the  spirited  lines  of  our 

idiBon-coimty  correspondent,  *  The  Sea,  from  the  Telegraph- Station,*    We  know 

I  well  the  *  sensation  which  a  first  view  of  the  great  deep  awakens  in  the  mind  off 

K>y,'  for  we  have  ourselves  often 

'  climbed  the  lofty  mountain-top  to  view 

From  far  the  cloud-like  waste  of  ocean  blue  ;' 

d  we  shall  never  forget  the  impression  that  the  first  glance  through  a  wooded 
tta  at  a  lake  of  fresh  water  made  upon  our  almost  infant  mind.  Its  wavelets  sparkle 
en  now  in  the  sunlight  of  that  clear  October  day,  so  long  buried  in  the  <  dark  back- 
ud  and  abysm  of  time.'  •  •  •  Our  readers  have  more  than  once  welcomed  the 
mmunications  of  the  snug  and  contented  bachelor  who  sends  us  the  annexed  pic- 
re  of  his  room.  He  has  Uttle  envy  of  those  who,  having  more  than  much,  are  yet 
sking  more,  for  they  are  in  want,  and  are  therefore  poor.  Poor  are  their  riches, 
ih  his  poverty ;  for  '  Content  hath  all,  and  who  hath  all,  is  rich :' 


Mankind  may  boast  their  gathered  gear, 
Their  honors  and  their  fame. 

But  for  myself,  I  'm  happy  here. 
Though  dcbtitutc  of  name. 

This  little  room  my  blazing  fire 
Makes  cheerful  with  its  light; 

My  books  are  friends  that  never  tire 
In  th'  longest  winter's  night. 

Secluded  from  the  busy  throng, 

My  hours  glide  swift  away. 
Oft  ending  with  a  cheerfUl  song 

The  labors  of  the  day. 

And  when,  with  daily  toil  oppressed, 

I  to  my  room  repair. 
In  my  old  working-jacket  dressed, 

I  feel  asflreeasair. 

And  sometimes,  just  to  please  myself, 
I  write  —  in  prose  or  rhyme ; 

Or  take  a  book  from  yonder  shelf. 
And  read  away  the  time. 

My  furniture  is  very  scant. 

To  buy  I  am  not  able, 
I  have  two  chairs,  (they  're  all  I  want,) 

A  bedstead  and  a  table. 

A  looking-glass  hangs  on  my  wall, 
'T  is  cracked  —  a  sad  disaster ! 

A  book-case  too,  it  is  but  smalt, 
A  Wasuinoton  iu  plaster. 

A  bureau  stands  in  snuggest  pNce, 

It  holds  my  scanty  liuun. 
And  over  it,  to  fill  the  space, 

Muuu.o'8  beggars  grinning. 
▼OL.   ZXVIII. 
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Of  pictures  I  have  faw  to  boast; 

A  profile  or  engraving, 
So  poor  they  're  dear  at  anycoct, 

And  hardly  worth  tha  saving. 

A  razor  that  would  fright  a  monk, 

A  wash-stand  and  a  basin ; 
So  dull  the  first,  it  tries  my  spank, 

The  last  I  wash  my  fkce  in. 

A  shoe-brush  and  abo]^  of  Lu 
And  Thompson's  '  fir«t-rate  blacking ;' 

A  razor-strop  that  coat  me  three 
And  sixpence — 't  waa  a  *  take-in !' 

A  sponge,  tootb-powder,  and  a  broon^ 
(And  something  I  can't  montkm,) 

Complete  the  Urines  of  my  room, 
My  property's  extension. 

Oft  hare  in  quiet  and  alone, 

1  sit  in  meditation ; 
These  pleasant  hours  I  call  my  own. 

Free  from  tha  world's  temptation. 

With  booka  I  quietly  eonverae 
In  English,  Francl^  or  German, 

And  think  with  them,  in  proae  or  varie', 
As  Fancy  may  determine. 

Then  what  is  all  thft  florid  to  me. 
When  by  these  things  surrounded  ? 

I  now  enjoy  the  liberty 

With  curses  to  confound  it  t 

Then  here 's  conAision  to  the  strife 
With  which  the  world  '■  attended  t 

And  Kke  my  varies,  may  my  lift 
With  chearflilnaM  be  ended. 
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A  LEBSON  in  plain  English  is  conveyed  in  a  circumstance  recorded  in  a  CincinBaSi 
journal,  of  a  grocer  who  wrote  by  the  steamer  Simmons  for  a  *  lot'  of  cranhprrics, 
which  word  his  correspondent  could  not  make  out,  but  <  send  a  hundred  bushelB  per 
Simmons*  was  clear  to  his  perception.  He  collected  all  the  boys  in  the  neighborbood, 
and  filled  the  order  he  had  received  as  near  as  he  could,  by  despatching  et^Afy  bushels 
of  persimmons  to  his  friend  the  grocer,  with  a  promise  to  send  the  remainder  in, the 
very  next  boat !  •  •  •  We  have  to  return  our  thanks  to  the  Associated  Alumni 
of  Middlebury  College,  Vermont,  and  of  Lafayette  College,  Pennsylvania,  for  the 
honor  they  have  done  us  in  electing  us  an  honorary  member  of  their  aasociatioii. 
We  shall  be  glad  at  any  time  to  be  advised  how  these  pages  may  aid  the  cause  of 
literature  and  learning  in  either  of  these  flourishing  institutions.  •  .  •  Oue  fHand 
Chandler,  of  that  pleasantest  of  diumals,  the  <  United  States  Gazette,*  sajrs  well 
and  truly :  *  No  man  can  talk  well  who  has  not  read,  but  no  mata  can  talk  well  who 
talks  what  he  has  read.  The  pabulum  of  the  mind  must  be  digested ;  and  we  must 
derive  our  advantage  from  the  tone  and  character  which  good  reading  has  given  to 
the  conversation.*  Would  that  certain  professional  talkers  (portentous  bores !)  whom 
we  could  name,  understood  this  gentlemanlike  conception  of  true  oonveiaation !    The 

*  art  of  conversation'  is  an  unpleasant  phrase.  The  power  of  conversing  well  is  least 
agreeable  when  it  assumes  the  character  of  an  art.  To  listen  well  is  an  accomplish- 
ment, and  bespeaks  a  kind  and  unselfish  heart.  Some  people  appear  to  be  in  a  violent 
hurry  while  others  speak  ;    hastening  them  on,  and  interrupting  them  with  *  ah/ 

*  yes,*  *  very  good,'  etc. ;  others  stare  like  an  owl  upon  the  speaker,  with  whom  they 
seem  to  have  no  sympathy.  All  these  vices  of  manner  are  avoidable,  and  are  avoided 
by  well-bred  people.  .  •  *  S.'s  ^Leaf  from  the  Album  at  Niagara*  reminds  us  of  a 
kindred  measure  in  the  old  and  well-known  song  of  the  <  University  of  Gdttingen.' 
We  take  two  illustrative  stanzas  from  the  *  Leaf  :* 

'  Ifil  ad.'  had  surely  been  lupprcss'd,  '  Forever  may  thy  waters  flow. 

Had  not  that  paffan  Horace  lack'd  i  And  rush  and  fall  with  vatt  impact ; 

The  privilege,  with  which  we're  blessed,  I       Then  boil  and  howl  and  hiss  below. 

To  gaze  upon  this  grand  majest-  '  Then  speed  again,  most  omnipo- 

Ic  cataract  I  Tent  caUract  I* 

Our  Yankee  brethren  *  down  east'  are  literally  '  supplying  pulpits'  at  the  Sand- 
wich-Islands. The  editor  of  that  clever  journal, '  The  Polynesian,*  tells  us  that  a 
huge  pine-wood  pulpit  recently  made  its  appearance,  flights  of  steps  and  all,  in  the 
streets  of  Hawaii,  covered  with  carved  work  and  faded  cushions,  whose  lustre  had 
somewhat  faded  through  long  service  at  home.     *  If  an  Esquimaux,*  sajrs  the  editor, 

*  clothed  in  skins,  and  redolent  with  train-oil,  had  been  suddenly  dropped  into  our  prin- 
cipal thoroughfare,  he  would  not  have  been  more  astonished  at  the  heat  than  the 
recipients  of  this  bounty  were  at  its  magnitude.  From  its  tout-ensemble,  we  are  not 
surprised  that  its  original  proprietors  were  pleased  to  get  it  twenty  thousand  miles  from 
home.'  .  .  .  The  *  Elegiac  Stanzas*  of  *  G.  L.  S.,*  of  Sandusky,  have  much  deep 
feeling  but  little  melody  of  rhythm.  Nor  are  they  quite  original.  Take  the  first  four 
lines  of  the  third  stanza,  for  example,  *  6.  L.  S.,*  and  tell  us  whether  Burns  did  not 
write  something  very  like  them,  when  he  penned  the  following : 

'  O  PALB,  pale  now  those  rosy  lips 
I  aft  hae  kissed  sae  fondly, 
And  closed  for  aye  the  sparkling  glance 
That  dwelt  on  me  sae  kindly !' 

The  feeling  was  original,  no  doubt,  with  our  correspondent ;  the  words  are  his  wlio 
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gavetothefnunefBeliiigBuchmatchlMiezpretikminhis'HigfaluidMAmT.'  •  •  •  <In 
Schoharie  county,'  writes  an  obliging  friend,  <  there  lirea  a  man  whose  addiction  to 
profanity  is  such  that  his  name  has  become  a  by-word  and  a  reproach ;  but  by  some 
internal  thermometer  he  so  graduates  his  oaths  as  to  make  them  apply  to  to  the  pecu- 
liar case  in  hand ;  the  greater  the  mishap  or  cause  for  anger,  the  stronger  and  more 
frequent  his  adjurations.  His  busineas  is  that  of  a  gatherer  of  ashes,  which  he  collects 
in  onall  quantities  and  transports  in  an  ox-cart  Upon  a  recent  occasion,  having  by 
dint  of  great  labor  succeeded  in  filling  his  vehicle,  he  started  for  the  ashery,  which 
Mands  upon  the  brow  of  a  steep  hiil ;  and  it  was  not  until  he  reached  the  door  that  he 
loticed,  winding  its  tortuous  course  down  the  long  declivity,  a  line  of  white  askes, 
while  something  short  of  a  peck  remained  in  the  cart  <  The  dwellers  by  the  way- 
Mde  and  they  that  tarried  there*  had  assembled  in  great  force,  expecting  an  unusual 
aoathemal  display.  Turning  however  to  the  crowd,  the  unfortunate  man  heaved  a 
■gfa,  and  simply  remarked :  *  Neighbors,  it  *s  no  use ;  /  earCt  do  justice  to  the  sti&- 
Jeet  /'  •  *  •  Let  one  who  had  tested  the  utter  vanity  of  seeking  *  more  than  was 
meet*  illustrate  this  true  philoeophy :  *  I  have  enjoyed,'  says  the  renowned  Earl 
Chxstbkfixld,  *  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  and  consequently  know  their  futility, 
and  do  not  regret  their  loss.  I  appraise  them  at  their  true  value,  which  in  truth 
is  very  low ;  whereas  those  who  have  not  experienced  always  overrate  them.  They 
only  see  their  gay  outside,  and  are  dazzled  with  their  glare ;  but  I  have  been 
behind  the  scenes.'  And  so  he  had.  •  •  •  We  wish  to  make  you  acquaintedf 
reader,  with  a  couple  of  advertisers,  one  of  whom  is  a  perfect  Caleb  Quotem,  residing 
at  South  Framingham,  (Mass.,)  and  the  other  a  Spanish  Don,  whose  knowledge  of 
segars  is  unquestionably  greater  than  his  knowledge  of  the  English  language.  He  is 
*  up'  to  tobacco  in  the  shape  of  segare ;  he  may  be  equal  to  a  conception  of  cavendish 
for  ruminating  chewers ;  but  he  is  not  quite  <  up  to  snuff*  in  the  finer  kinds  of  com- 
position: 

*  SI.  jTuUer 


*  W0UI.D  raapoctfuUy  ialbnn  the  inhabitants  of  South  Framiarhani  and  Ticinity  that  he  has  fitted 
_p  a  shop  at  his  house  formerly  occupied  by  Mr.  F.  Habon  as  a  bonnet  manufactory,  where  he  will 
attend  to  the  manufacture  of  Blind  Pasts,  which  for  cheapness  and  convenience  and  durability, 


surpass  any  in  the  market ;  make  feUffeniug  and  lappet  knives  for  shoe  manufacturers ;  cut  fifures 
on  cast-steel  for  marking  boots  and  shoes ;  cut  brands  and  atencil  work ;  percussion  and  repair  guns ; 
fit  keys  and  repair  all  kinds  of  locko ;  manufacture  curriers'  steels  of  all  descriptions ;  cement  all 
kinds  of  broken  earthen,  china  and  gloss  ware ;  grind,  polish  and  repair  razors,  knives,  shears,  scis- 
sors, etc. ;  repair  umbrellas,  parasola  and  sun-shades ;  also  do  soldering  and  brazing;  turning  done 
on  wood,  brass,  iron  and  steel ;  file  and  set  saws ;  gliding  and  silvering  done  by  the  electro-galvanie 
battery  ;  clocks  cleaned,  repaired  and  warranted,  and  liikcwige  do  all  jobs  in  iron,  brass  and  steel 
nsoally  done  in  a  small  machine-shop ;  and  should  the  Dominik  be  sick  or  absent,  wiU  preach  when 
occasion  shall  require  it.  Singing-school  will  be  open  every  Wednesday  and  Saturday  evenings  at 
eight  P.  x. ;  Ainerals  attended  at  the  shortest  notice.   Orders  respectfully  solicited.' 

'  Spanisf)  Segars. 

'Nonce  is  given  that  having  been  hired  the  Establishment  Dos  Axioos.  where  this  Segars  are 
manufisctured,  by  Mrs.  Pla,  Ramon  and  Co.,  the  proprietor  now  has  put  himself  again  to  the  ad- 
ministration ;  and  that  the  tenanU  have  opoued  anoter  of  the  Same  nature  under  the  siD|  Dos  Amt- 
OAS,  and  as  they  might  be  confounded,  whilst  they  only  can  be  distinguished  bv  the  mascuhne  termin- 
ation of  the  former  and  female  of  the  latter,  for  to  prevent  all  mistake,  the  boxes  and  casks  ef  the 
mark- Dos  Amioos  wil  henceforth  bear  on  their  inside,  besides  the  aver  user  countermark,  this  no- 
tice in  the  English,  French  and  Spanish,  sucribed  by  my  son  Mr.  DoMiNOO  Hxkmaiidss  Abmmu, 
witkottt  the  verification  of  whom  they  are  not  genuine.' 

Ma.  J.  S.  REonELD,  Clinton-Hall,  has  issued,  in  a  very  handsome  miniature  vol- 
mie,  the  *  Complete  Poetical  Writings  of  the  late  Willie  Qaylord  Clark:  We 
ihall  add  nothing  to  the  announcement  of  the  fact  of  its  publication.  •  •  •  Eveiit 
body  will  recollect  Swift's  *  reading  Latin  into  English/  as  thus:  '  LmtMSf^fit^^ 
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etc.,  for  *  Let  us  pack  ojf/  etc.  A  Scottish  friend  of  ours,  who  admits  that  he  ze- 
members  <  small  Latin  and  less  Greek,'  sends  us  the  following  from  the  latter : 

lor  Ka/icpov  K-afiepro  ir^atovdi  <piSt\To  deXaaats  ; 
*  Ion  Cameron  eamerto  plaionthe  Jidtlto  thelassis;' 

which  he  translates  thus :  <  John  Cameron  came  here  to  play  on  the  fiddle  to  the 
lasse's !  •  •  •  We  can  say  but  little  for  the  long  tale  of  our  Galena  correspondent 
Although  there  is  *  a  good  deal  therein  that  ought  to  be  thereout,'  yet  no  amount  of 
*  cutting  out'  or  *  pruning'  would  make  it  acceptable  to  our  readers.  *  Sorry ;  hot 
po  it  is.'  •  •  *  <  Jeames  de  la  Pluche,  Exquire'  evinces  in  the  decoration  of  his 
dining-room  a  sort  of  pictorial  loyalty,  which  we  have  often  had  occasion  to  admire 
in  the  British  subject  on  this  side  the  water :  *  Portricks  of  my  favorite  great  men  de- 
corate the  wall ;  namely,  the  Duke  of  Wellington.  There  's  four  of  His  Grace. 
For  I  've  remarked,  that  if  you  wish  to  pass  for  a  man  of  weight  and  consideratioa 
you  should  holways  praise  and  quote  him ;  I  have  a  valluble  one  lickwise  of  my 
QuEEND,  and  two  of  Prince  Halbert — has  a  Field  Martail  and  halso  as  a  private 
Gent.  I  despise  the  vulgar  snears  that  are  daily  hurlled  aginst  that  Igsolted  Pot* 
tentat.  Betwigxt  the  Prins  and  the  Duke,  hangs  mo.'  •  •  *  Our  friend  and  corres* 
pendent,  Mr.  Philip  Hone,  who  seldom  meets  us  that  he  has  not  some  pleasant 
thing  for  our  pages,  hands  us  the  following :  *  The  Commercial  Bank  of  Albany  re- 
ceived lately  one  of  their  own  notes  with  these  lines  endorsed  upon  the  face  of  it : 

'  BANK-notes,  it  is  said,  once  f^6\d  guineas  defied 
To  swim  in  the  current  of  Trade's  swoUing  tide ; 
But  ere  tbey  arrived  at  the  opposite  brink, 
The  notes  loudly  cried, '  Help,  cash  us  I  we  sink!' 

'  That  paper  should  sink  and  that  guineas  should  swim 
May  appear  to  some  folks  a  ridiculous  whim ; 
But  ere  they  condemn,  let  tbom  hear  this  suggestion, 
In  puD-making,  gravity  *s  out  of  the  question.' 

The  love  of  money  has  been  the  root  of  great  evil  in  a  local  case  which  has  lately 
come  to  our  knowledge.  One  of  our  wealthy  citizens  (who  was  so  fond  of  merely 
handling  money  that  he  would  always  take  his  seat  at  the  far-end  of  an  omnibus 
that  he  might  have  the  pleasure  of  scrutinizing  and  fingering  the  coin  of  the  pas- 
sengers before  passing  it  up  to  the  driver,)  has  recently  become  insane  from  anxiety 
in  relation  to  a  very  large  fortune  ;  from  the  sheer  excitement  of  *  buying  and  selling 
and  getting  gain.'  He  is  now  at  the  Lunatic  Asylum  on  Blackwell's  Island,  where 
he  was  adroitly  induced  to  go  to  look  at  a  '  piece  of  property'  there  that  was  to  be 
purchased  at  a  bargain.  The  ruling  passion  is  strong  upon  him ;  so  that  he  is  quite 
contented  in  his  new  position.  He  has  been  negotiating  with  the  keeper  for  several 
weeks  for  the  purchase  of  the  Asylum  and  the  adjacent  grounds ;  but  owing  to  a 
point  on  which  the  cunning  superintendent  higgles  a  good  deal,  the  papers  still  re- 
main unsigned.  •  •  •  Who  ever  conceived  a  more  beautiful  illustration  of  a  sub- 
lime text  than  the  following  by  Bishop  Beverioe  ?  *  I  am.'  'He  doth  not  say,  I 
AM  their  light,  their  guide,  their  strength,  or  tower,  but  only  *  I  am.'  He  sets  as  it 
were  his  hand  to  a  blank,  that  his  people  may  write  under  it  what  they  please  that 
is  good  for  them.  As  if  he  should  say,  *  Are  they  weak  ?  I  am  strength.  Are  they 
poor?  I  AM  riches.  Are  they  in  trouble?  I  am  comfort.  Are  they  sick?  I  am 
health.  Are  they  dying?  I  am  life.  Have  they  nothing?  I  am  all  things.  I  am 
wisdom  and  power ;  I  am  justice  and  mercy  ;  I  am  grace  and  goodness ;  I  am  glory» 
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beauty,  hcdiness,  eminency,  super-ominency,  perfection,  all-sufficiency,  eternity ! 
Jkhovah,  I  AM !  Whatsoever  is  amiable  in  itself,  or  desirable  unto  them,  that  I  am. 
Whatsoever  is  pure  and  holy  ;  whatsoever  is  great  and  pleasant ;  whatsoever  is  good 
or  needful  to  make  men  happy,  that  I  am.'  •  •  •  If  there  be  *  any  friend  that  loves 
Ds,'  let  him  take  our  advice,  and  when  he  visits  Philadelphia,  repair  at  once  to  the 
•  Franklin-House, [  kept  as  none  but  Mr.  DT  K.  Minor  (so  long  and  so  honorably 
known  in  Gotham,)  and  Sandbrson  the  Younger  can  keep  a  *  house  of  entertain- 
ment.*    Large  and  airy  parlors,  spacious  dining-rooms,  clean  bed-rooms,  whitest 

linen,  courteous  hosts,  and  8iieh  a  cuisine ! go  to  the  Franklin  .'  •    •    •  RsADnfo 

m  the  journals  every  day  or  two  of  the  arrest  of  Epeb,  the  Virginia  murderer,  and 
again  of  his  being  still  at  large,  we  have  been  led  to  think  what  the  sensations  of 
the  guilty  man  must  be.  Are  they  not  well  described  in  the  Book  of  books  ?  *  And 
thy  life  shall  hang  in  doubt  before  thee ;  and  thou  shalt  fear  day  and  night,  and 
■halt  have  none  assurance  of  thy  life.  In  the  morning  thou  shalt  say,  *  Would  God 
it  were  even !'  and  at  even,  thou  shalt  say,  *  Would  God  it  were  morning  !*  for  the 
fear  of  thine  heart  wherewith  thou  shalt  fear,  and  for  the  sight  of  thine  eyes  which 
thou  shalt  see  !'  •  •  •  There  was  quite  a  little  pimple  broke  out  this  season  on  the 
lace  of  the  sun.  The  spot  however  was  but  seven  thousand  miles  in  diameter,  and 
soon  passed  off.  It  was  a  mere  trifle,  occupying  with  its  fellow-eruptions  only  five 
times  the  size  of  the  number  of  square  miles  on  the  surface  of  the  globe,  as  near  as 
we  can  *  calculate.'  •    •    •   <  The  Storm-King*  commences  well,  and  that  is  all : 

'The  Storm-King  ragot  on  the  land, 
He  da«beB  down  the  rugged  steep, 
Nor  rocks  nor  trees  behind  him  stand, 
And  frighted  waves  before  hira  leap !' 

These  are  very  good  lines ;  but  for  the  rest,  it  is  nothing  more  than 

'  a  kind  of  hobblinr  prose, 

Which  limps  along,  and  tinkles  in  its  close.' 

*  J.  D.'s*  poetry,  from  *  Old  Pocumtuck,*  contains  *  things  both  new  and  old,  but 

the  old  are  the  best ;  although  this  compoundly -descriptive  couplet  is  not  amiss : 

'His  education  was  complete, 
He  was  six  feet  high  in  bis  stocking-feet !' 

'  J.  D.V  anecdote  is  better  than  his  *  poetry.'  Par  example :  *  At  the  time  the 
amall-pox  was  raging  in  New-England,  many  years  ago,  a  town-meeting  was  called 

in  the  town  of  D ,  in  the  southern  part  of  Vermont,  to  consider  the  expediency 

of  establishing  a  pest-house,  and  anticipating  the  arrival  of  the  disease  by  inocula- 
tion. After  grave  deliberation,  it  was  'Voted,  That  we  will  not  admit  the  small-pox 
into  town  by  inoculation  or  any  other  way*  This  was  a  *  scarlet  decree,'  and  the 
pit-marked  monster  has  duly  *  respected'  it  to  this  day.'  •  •  •  Wk  quite  agree  with 
oar  Charleston  (S.  C.)  correspondent  in  his  *  Thoughts  on  the  Affinities  of  Man  with 

Nature*    Without  doubt, 

'  there  radiates  from  our  own 

A  soul  that  lives  in  every  shape  we  see ; 

There  is  a  voice,  to  other  ears  unknown, 
Like  echoed  music  answering  to  ita  key.' 

The  cause  of  this  secret  affinity  *  we  know  not  now,  but  we  shall  know  hereafter.' 
In  the  meantime, '  away  with  every  saddening  memento  ;  away  with  sombre  colors 
and  gloomy  hues,  and  let  us  surround  ourselves  with  all  that  is  gay  and  cheerful, 
bright,  beaming  and  happy,  in  order  that  our  associations  may  be  of  a  sympathetic 
quality  ;  for  the  mind,  like  the  chameleon,  takes  the  hue  of  that  which  environs  it' 
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Literary  Record.  —  We  have  already  noticed  at  large  and  in  advance,  CoL  M'KKNmeT's  new 
work,  'Sketeket  of  Travels  among  the  Northern  and  Southern  Indiana  ;*  and  it  remains  only  to  add, 
that  the  volume,  admirably  printed  and  profusely  illustrated,  has  appeared,  and  is  on  sale  at  Pains 
AND  Burgess's  in  John-»treeL  .  •  •  Ws  welcome  with  sincerest  pleasure  two  beautiAiI  volumea 
from  the  press  of  Messrs.  William  D.  Ticknob  and  Compakt,  Boston,  containing  'Min$tr*lsjf,  Ju' 
cunt  and  Modem,  with  an  Introduction  and  Historical  Notes,  by  JFilliam  Motherwell  We  shall 
have  more  to  say  of  this  most  desirable  work  in  our  next  number.  ■  .  .  Messrs.  Hxnrt  M.  Ondkr- 
2>ONK  AND  Company,  John-street,  have  published,  with  improvements  and  additions,  the '£«<•» 
LaitH  Grammar,'  from  the  twentieth  London  edition.  •  .  •  From  the  Messrs.  Harpkxb  we  hnrm 
two  excellent  volumes,  in  their  'New  Mi8ce\\any,'KeppeVs* Expedition  to  Borneo,'  and  'The  Modem 
British  Plutarch.'  Both  works  demand  farther  uotice.  ^Draper's  Text-Book  of  Chemistry,'  for  the 
use  of  schools  and  colleges,  with  nearly  three  hundred  illustrations,  is  also  extant  from  the  same 
house.  .  .  .  The  last  two  issues  of  Messrs.  Appleton's  *  Literary  Miscellany' are  devoted  to  Jf. 
Ouitot's  'History  of  Civilization,'  which  has  excited  so  much  attention  in  the  orifinaL  •  .  *The 
Preludes,'  a  collection  of  very  clever  poems  by  Eugene  Lies,  U.  S.  N.,  *War  Songs  atul  BaUadSf* 
from  the  Old  Testament,  by  William  Plummer,  Jr., '  The  Probe,'  by  L.  Carroll  Judson,  Esq., 
and  *  Chambers'  Information  for  the  People,'  will  receive  speedy  attention.  •  •  •  Messrs.  Lea  and 
Blanchard,  Philadelphia,  are  pubUi<hing  a  series  of  '  Small  Books  on  Great  Subjects,*  Bt  tw«nty*(lve 
eents  per  number.  The  issues  before  us  are  upon '  The  Connection  between  Physiology  and  Intel- 
lectual  Science  ;*  '  The  Priuciplos  of  Criminal  Law  ;'  '  A  Brief  View  of  Greek  Philosophy,  up  to  the 
Ageof  Pericles;' *  Man's  Power  over  Himself  to  Prevent  or  Control  Insanity ;'  and  '  An  Introduction 
to  Practical  Organic  Chemistry.'  Tiiese  little  tomes  are  well  printed,  upon  fair  paper.  •  .  «  Wk 
have  from  the  press  of  Mo^nrs.  Oskeley  and  JV^pElrath  an  excellent  little  volume,  fVom  the  pen 
of  S.  S.  Randall,  Esq..  our  capable  State  SuperinTendrnt  of  Common  Schools,  containing  *  Incentives 
to  the  Cultivation  of  the  Science  of  Geology,'  ilve'ignoA  and  every  way  well  calculated  for  the  use 
of  the  young.  It  is  a  work  likely  to  meet  with  a  wide  diffusion.  The  same  publishers  have  issued, 
in  two  large  and  handsome  volumes,  Lardner's  popular  '  Lectures  on  Science  and  Art.'  .  .  .  We 
have  alluded  to  the  now  up-town  book  establishment  of  Mr.  Henry  Kernot,  late  with  Messrs.  Wilet 
AND  PoTNAM.  He  has  associated  with  himself  Mr.  Silvanus  Miller,  Jr.,  a  gentleman  likewiae  of 
thorough  ktiowloiUe  in  every  department  of  his  business;  and  the  first  fruits  of  their  union  is  an 
admirably-arranged  catalogue  of  a  large  and  valuable  collection  of  English  and  American  books, 
making  altogether  a  most  copious  '  Dictionary  of  Literary  and  Scientific  Wants,'  for  the  uw  of  the 
'  several' people  in  this  '  great  country.'  •  •  •  Mr.  Edward  Walker,  114  Fulton-street,  desorvea 
the  thanks  and  patronage  of  all  Americans  for  the  two  large  and  well-executed  volumes  which  he 
has  recently  isAued.  containing  the '  Addresses  and  Messages  of  the  Presidents  of  the  United  StateSf* 
inaugural,  annual  and  special,  from  1789  to  1846,  with  a  memoir  of  each  of  the  Presidents,  and  a  hi»- 
tory  of  their  administrations  ;  also,  the  constitution  of  the  United  States,  and  a  selection  of  impor- 
tant documents  and  statistical  information,  compiled  from  official  sources  by  that  indefatigable 
statist,  Edwin  Williams.  The  work  is  embellished  with  engraved  portraits  of  all  the  American 
Presidents  and  the  arms  of  the  several  states  •  *  •  At  the  late  hour  at  which  we  received' DoIotm* 
a  Novel  by  HarroHarring,'  (a  work  which,  owing  to  a  recent  literary  controversy,  has  excited  con* 
siderable  attention,)  we  were  only  enabled  to  dip  into  it  here  and  there,  and  cannot  therefore  pro- 
nounce definitively  upon  its  merits.  It  seems  to  us,  from  a  very  imperfect  perusal,  to  indicate  deep 
feeling  and  sensibility,  and  powers  of  description  o^  no  common  order.  Wo  may  take  another  occa- 
sion to  refer  to  the  work.  •  •  •  ♦  The  New-York  Mirror'  is  publishing  a  powerfUlly-written  tale, 
entitled  'Eighteen  Hundred  and  Forty-Four,  or  the  Power  of  the  S.  F.'  Its  purpose  is  to  develope 
the  secret  action  of  parties  in  the  late  exciting  election  canvass  ;  and  without  siding  with  either  of 
the  great  national  divisions,  we  have  reason  to  think  the  author  will  make  the  ears  of  both  (to  adopt  a 
catachrestieal  personification)  to  tingle  before  he  is  through  with  his  subject.  We  shall  see.  •  •  •  Thx 
last  three  numbers  of  Messrs.  C.  S.  Francis  and  Company's  '  Cabinet  Library'  are  devoted  to  Mr. 
Ware's  *  Zenobia,  or  the  FaUof  Palmyra,'  (two  volumes  concerning  the  merits  of  which  our  readers 
do  not  need  to  be  advised,  since  their  contents  originally  appeared  in  these  pages,)  and  *  T%e  Epieu' 
rsan,'  by  Thomas  Moors.  Both  works  are  well  printed  on  good  paper.  '  '  Messrs.  Bartlrt 
AMD  Welford's  'Catalogue  of  Books  fbr  Juif  and  August,  1846,'  has  appeared.  It  embraces  all 
the  recent  importations  of  rare  and  valuable  books,  for  which  this  house  has  established  a  high  repu- 
tation.   Messrs.  Baatlxtt  and  Wrlfobd  will  hereaflcr  publish  gratuitously  a  quarterly  catalogue. 
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A     DAY     AT      RHODOS. 


*  Dkindk  Khoiluin  appropiiiquHinus  ubi  taiita  ost  viriilitas  arborum  utque  amcDnitaif  tocoruoi,  quod 
est  mirabilo  ad  videudum  et  prusortim  Paradiaum  a  FloreiiliuU  factum. 

Cnui*T.  Booi>«x,iioNT«.  FtoaaaiT* 

Having  been  dismissed  from  the  Greek  service  in  consequence 
of  the  revolution  at  Athens  on  the  third-fifteenth  of  September, 
1843, 1  went  to  Smyrna,  where  I  joined  a  party  of  travellers,  who 
in  the  spring  of  1844  intended  to  undertake  a  voyage  to  Syria  and 
celebrate  the  Easter  festival  in  Jerusalem.  On  the  29th  of  February, 
1844,  we  embarked  on  board  the  fine  Austrian  steamer  *  Count 
of  Kollowrath,'  commanded  by  the  polite  Dalmatian  gentleman, 
Captain  Ventile  Flanowitch.  The  tumult  and  disorder  on  deck 
occasioned  by  the  hurried  arrival  of  quite  a  number  of  Turkish 
officers  with  their  harems  and  domestics  departing  for  Syria,  and  a 
still  larger  crowd  of  Greek  and  Armenian  Pilgrims,  was  highly  in- 
teresting. The  continual  shouts  and  clamors,  in  the  most  different 
dialects,  and  the  general  hurly-burly,  did  not  terminate  until  the 
signal  for  departure  was  given,  the  anchors  heaved,  and  we,  at  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  left  the  beautiful  roadstead  of  Smyrna. 

Running  close  up  to  the  castle  of  St.  Giacomo,  commanding  the 
narrow  channel  for  ships  oflarger  burden,  we  passed  the  batteries  and 
stood  away  westward  for  the  green  and  hilly  Durlachs  islands,  beau«- 
tifuUy  studding  the  large  gulf  of  Vurla.  The  Greeks  call  them  vfjat^ 
Td  dyyliaixa,  or  the  English  islands,  because  the  English  fleet  had  its 
principal  station  here  during  the  revolutionary  war,  and  the  ships 
generally  lie- to  and  water  at  the  plentiful  fountain  gushing  forth 
trom  the  rocks  near  the  shore.  These  little  conical  islands,  forming 
a  group  by  themselves,  are  covered  with  copse-wood  and  fragrant 
shrubs.  They  present  a  different  picture  from  the  rocky,  barren  and 
sun-burnt  cliifs  of  the  Cyclades  in  the  ^gean,  and  remind  one  of  the 
verdant  tropical  islands  of  the  West-Indies.  At  some  distance  from 
the  coast  the  white  domes  and  minarets  of  Vurla  are  seen  rising 
above  the  olive  groves.    The  ancient  city  of  Clazomenas  was  situated 
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farther  down  in  the  innermost  part  of  the  bay,  and  was  united  by  a 
bridge  to  a  small  island  off  the  shore.  Few  ruins  are  now  to  be  found, 
the  exuberant  fertility  of  the  soil  and  the  foundation  of  the  modem 
town  of  Vurla  having  caused  them  to  disappear  in  the  course  of  so 
many  centuries. 

At  sunset  we  doubled  the  high  and  eminently  picturesque  pro- 
montory of  Kara-Bumu  (Black  Cape,)  the  ancient  Melasna  Acra, 
with  many  Turkish  villages  peeping  forth  from  the  woods  covering 
the  steep  offsets  of  the  mountain,  and  steered  south  between  the 
island  of  Chios  and  the  Ionian  coast.  Night  was  already  setting 
in,  when  we  arrived  on  the  height  of  Chios,  but  the  many  lights, 
shining  over  to  us  from  the  shore,  indicated  that  we  were  just  pass- 
ing the  city  of  Chios,  once  so  happy  and  beautiful,  until  it  was  de- 
stroyed during  the  last  war  of  independence  in  1822,  by  the  barbarity 
of  the  Turks.  More  than  twenty  thousand  Christians  were  butch- 
ered by  the  Asiatic  hordes,  and  the  fairest  city  of  the  Levant  suffered 
a  destruction  from  which  it  never  will  be  able  to  revive  beneath  the 
tyrannic  sway  of  the  Turks. 

Although  I  have  undertaken  many  voyages  on  the  Mediterranean, 
still  I  have  never  met  with  any  company  on  board  so  singularly 
diversified  by  nations  and  tongues,  so  eminently  picturesque,  and. 
therefore  so  highly  interesting  to  an  occidental  traveller,  as  on  thi» 
Syrian  pilgrimage.     The  passengers  in  the  first  cabin,  consisting  o£* 
twenty-five  ladies  and  gentlemen,  formed  almost  a  society  by  them- 
selves ;  although  among  the  number  were  two  young  French  Laza- 
rists,  going  to  their  convent  in  Beyroot,  in  order  to  study  the  Arabic 
language,  and  get  promoted  as  teachei's  at  the  French  Schools  on 
the  Lebanon.     A  Turkish  colonel  from  Stambul,  Mohammed  Said- 
Bek,  who  spoke  a  few  words  in  French,  had  likewise  his  berth  in 
qur  cabin  ;  but  he  of  course  did  not  dine  along  with  us,  and  w{ifl 
served  by  his  black  slaves  on  deck,  where  all  the  Mahommedan 
families  were  quartered.     The  Turkish  ladies  with  their  black  girb 
were  sitting  in  large  wooden  cages,  built  for  that  purpose,  and  care- 
fully closed  with  curtains,  while  their  jealous  husbands  with  their 
tiresome  countenances  and  long  pipes  kept  the  most  severe  watch 
over  them. 

Although  the  Turks  had  been  disarmed  at  their  arrival  on  board, 
still  a  bearded  old  gentleman,  of  high  standing,  who  brought  three 
pretty  young  Turkesses  along  with  him,  had  obtained  the  permis- 
sion from  the  obliging  Captain,  Flanowitch,  to  place  his  armed 
Tsliibouksia,  or  pipe-bearer,  before  the  virgin-bower.  But  it  hap- 
pened, during  the  slumbers  of  the  old  gray-beard,  that  a  young 
Frank  traveller  approached  the  harem,  and  the  wind  just  blowing 
aside  the  curtain  and  showing  the  beauties  unveiled,  the  mischievous 
eunuch,  with  a  scream  of  horror,  instantly  snatched  his  pistol  from 
its  belt,  when  a  tumult  ensued  which  did  not  subside  until  the  cap- 
tain, hurrying  to  the  spot,  had  ordered  the  black  to  be  disarmed  and 
brought  off  to  the  main-deck. 

Here  a  number  of  Greek  pilgrims,  among  whom  were  many 
priests  and  monks  from  the  kingdom  of  Greece,  had  their  quattar. 
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Some  forty  Russians,  Cosacks  from  Bessarabia  on  the  Danube,  in 
their  sheep-skins  and  fur-caps,  attracted  the  attention  of  all  the  tra- 
Tellers  on  board.  These  good-natured  nomades,  who  appeared  to 
be  sufficiently  furnished  with  money,  would  sometimes  during  the 
bright  moonshiny  nights  entertain  the  company  with  their  pretty 
songs,  the  religious  melodies  of  w^ch  indicated  the  particular  care 
of  the  Russian  government  to  promote  a  general  instruction-  in  a 
melodious  church-music.  From  the  four  paits  of  the  world  travel- 
lers belonging  to  more  than  thirty  different  nations  were  united  on 
board  this  Austrian  steamer,  among  whom  almost  all  the  Christians 
had  made  the  sepulchre  of  our  Saviour  the  object  of  their  pil- 
grimage. 

Next  morning  at  sunrise  we  sailed  through  the  extensive  bay  of 
Ephesos.  Ancient  Ionia,  renowned  for  the  mildness  of  its  climate, 
the  wealth  and  beauty  of  its  flourishing  cities  and  its  early  civiliza- 
tion, now  lay  stretched  out  before  our  view,  a  dreary  and  solitary 
plain,  bounded  on  the  east  by  distant  mountains.  The  clear,  dark- 
blue  sky  is  still  the  same  ;  but  where  in  days  of  old  Lebedos,  Klaros, 
Ephesos  and  the  other  thriving  Greek  colonies  arose  in  the  beautiful 
plain  of  the  Kaystros,  no  villages,  nor  hardly  any  human  being,  is 
now  to  be  seen.  We  kept  on,  close  to  the  shore,  because  the  brisk* 
south-western  breeze,  setting  in  motion  the  hollow  surge  of  the 
Icarian  Sea,  forced  the  captain  to  steer  his  course  through  the 
Samian  straight.  The  coast  all  along  appeared  a  perfect  desert.  At 
noon,  on  approaching  the  island  of  Samos,  we  distinguished  a  mise- 
rable village,  Giaour-Kioi,  inhabited  by  poor  Christians,  who  may 
have  forgotten  their  native  tongue,  like  their  brethren  in  the  interior  of 
Asia-Minor.  The  wood-clad  heights  of  Mycale  now  arose  on  our 
sight,  and  in  the  distance  appeared  to  melt  away  with  the  lofly  ridges 
of  Samos.  We  passed  close  to  the  mountain  villages  of  Agios 
Constantinos,  Carlovasi,  and  others  almost  hid  in  the  far-spreading 
forests,  which' cover  in  part  the  precipitous  eastern  shore  of  the 
island,  the  impregnable  bulwark  of  the  independent  Samiotes  against 
their  Asiatic  tyrants. 

Quite  near  to  the  promontory  of  Mycale,  now  called  Santa  Maria, 
the  ancient  Trogylium,  we  discovered  the  straight  Kutschuk  Bogazi, 
or  small  entry  which  divides  the  continent  of  Asia  Minor  from  the 
Island  of  Samos,  and  which  since  the  days  of  the  Persian  wars  has 
been  the  theatre  of  so  many  interesting  events  in  Greek  history.    Its 
breadth  is  only  seven  stadia,  or  half  a  mile,  but  it  appears  to  be  more 
Harrow  on  account  of  the  high  peaked  mountains  skirting  it  on  both 
^ides.     We  then  passed  close  by  the  little  rocky  island  Trogylia, 
^ow^  called  Lerina,  and  doubled  the  projecting  cape,  the  south  side 
xyf  i¥hich  sinks  less  precipitously  and  in  several  onsets  down  on  the 
Xovv^  and  sandy  coast  of  Miletos.     Yonder,  at  the  foot  of  the  promon- 
tory, the  battle  was  fought,  wherein  the  Spartan  King  Leotychides 
^ind  the  Athenian  Xanthippos  vanquished  the  fleet  and  army  of  the 
^Persians  on  the  same  day  m  which  the  united  Hellenes  at  Platsea  in 
IBoeotia  destroyed  the  large  invading  army  of  Xerxes,  in  September, 
-479  before  Christ,  (Olymp.  75.  1.)    Jt  is  evident  from  the  rela* 
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tion  of  Herodotus,  that  the  battle  was  fought  on  the  south  side  of 
the  mountain,  the  Persians  having  despatched  their  Milesian  aux- 
iliaries to  the  heights  of  Mycale  in  order  to  secure  their  retreat 
to  Sardis  in  Lydia  in  case  of  a  defeat.  But  the  Milesians  turning 
their  arms  against  tlt^e  Persians  flying  from  the  field  of  battle,  a 
dreadful  slaughter  ensued,  and  only  a  few  dispersed  detachments  of 
retreating  Persians  were  able  to  force  the  mountain  passes  and  open 
their  way  back  to  Lydia. 

On  the  northern  descent  of  the  promontory  stood  the  fiaimous 
Panionion  temple,  consecrated  to  the  Helian  Neptune,  where  the 
Ionic  confederation  celebrated  their  annual  assemblies  and  games. 
The  large  southern  bay  of  Samos  extends  westward ;  and  at  a  dis- 
tance of  eight  miles  we  were  able  to  distinguish  the  gigantic  column 
of  the  ancient  temple  of  Juno  close  to  the  shore.  This  is  the  most 
fertile  part  of  the  island,  and  several  beautiful  villages  arc  seen  on 
the  slope  of  the  high  mountains,  embosomed  in  groves  of  olive  trees 
and  charming  vineyards,  descending  all  along  the  terraces  down  to 
the  plain.  Opposite  to  Mycale  arises  the  Posidonian  promontory  of 
Samos,  which  has  attained  a  historical  name  by  the  valor  of  the 
Samiotes  during  the  last  war  of  independence. 

The  Turks  having  assembled  a  large  camp  near  Mycale,  in  the 
year  1821,  the  Admiral  Kara-Ali  attempted  to  land  his  army  here 
on  a  place  called  Odondia,  (the  teeth,)  by  the  Greeks.  The  Sami- 
ans  awaited  quietly  on  the  mountains  the  descent  of  the  Asiatics, 
and  then  rushed  sword  in  hand  down  upon  them,  and  after  a  bloody 
conflict,  forced  them  to  fly  to  their  boats.  The  Turkish  Capitan 
Boy  now  mustered  his  fleet  along  the  strait,  and  cannonaded  with 
all  his  might  the  barren  rocks  of  Samos,  to  the  great  delight  of  the 
Greeks,  as  he  was  expending  in  vain  his  powder  and  balls ;  when 
all  at  once  the  appearance  of  the  vanguard  of  the  Greek  fleet  forced 
him  hastily  to  heave  his  anchors  and  stand  out  for  the  open  sea. 

This  attack  and  another  unsuccessful  attempt  in  June,  1825, 
when  the  brave  Constantin  Canaris  with  his  fire-ships  destroyed  a 
large  Turkish  frigate,  were  the  only  undertakings  of  the  Turks 
against  Samos  during  the  last  war.  The  brave  islanders  now  live 
quietly  beneath  the  sway  of  their  governor.  Prince  Vogorides,  and 
every  where  in  the  Levant  is  seen  their  blue-and-red  flag  with  the 
white  cross. 

South  of  Mycale  the  coast  again  appears  so  low  that  although 
the  steamer  passed  very  near,  we  did  not  recognize  the  site  of 
Prieue,  nor  the  mouth  of  the  river  Maeander.  The  only  promi* 
nent  point  is  a  Turkish  village,  with  a  mosque  situated  on  a  hillock 
near  the  shore,  where  several  high  antique  marble  columns,  still 
united  by  an  architrave,  present  themselves  as  the  only  remains  of 
the  splendid  temple  of  the  Didymaean  Apollo  at  Branchidce. 

Again  turning  off  from  the  continent,  and  leaving  the  high  peak 
of  Patmos  on  our  right,  we  struck  across  the  picturesque  giuf  of 
lasos,  studded  with  many  rocky  islands,  in  the  back-ground  of  which 
the  high  inland-peaks  of  Caria,  towering  in  three  or  four  ridges, 
one  above  the  other,  now  glittered  in  all  Uie  rosy  hues  of  the  settiDg 
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sun.  Twilight  was  setting  in  when  we  reached  the  height  of  Bu- 
druni,  the  ancient  Halicamassos,  and  we  continued  our  course  dur- 
ing the  night  along  the  eastern  coast  of  Cos.  At  dawn  of  day,  on 
the  second  of  March,  we  hurried  away  past  Cap  Crio,  on  the  Dorian 
peninsula,  and  steering  in  an  easterly  direction  among  the  small 
islands  of  Syme»  Telos  and  Nisyros,  we  speedily  approached  the 
desert  and  sandy  northern  shore  of  Rhodos. 

At  eight  o'clock  we  doubled  Cum-Burnu,  or  Sandy  Cape,  and 
the  delightful  city  of  Rhodes,  with  its  walls,  towers,  minarets  and 
straggling  palm-trees  ;  and  then  all  at  once  the  charming  environs 
with  the  numerous  villages,  vineyards  and  groves  opened  upon  us, 
just  as  we  passed  the  batteries  of  the  tower  of  St.  Nicolaos,  which 
protect  the  entrance  df  the  old  galley-harbor,  Darsena,  and  came 
to  anchor  in  the  large  harbor,  the  *  Porto  di  Mandracchio'  of  the 
Knights,  between  the  two  prominent  towers  of  St.  Michael  and  St. 
John. 

The  city  of  Rhodos  is  situated  on  the  north-north-east  coast  of 
the  island,  facing  the  high  mountains  of  Caria,  at  a  distance  of 
twenty  miles,  and  arises  gently  from  the  shore,  forming  a  crescent, 
enclosing  the  largest  of  the  harbors.  The  old  bastion  of  St.  Pietro, 
formerly  armed  with  immense  guns,  but  now  lying  in  ruins,  and  the 
high  square  tower  of  St.  Michel  separate  this  eastern  harbor  from 
the  northern  galley-port.  The  upper  town  (la  haute  ville)  ascends 
westward  to  the  Palace  of  the  Grand  Masters,  which  by  its  treble 
walls  and  bastions  in  its  high  situation  formed  the  castle  .or  citadel 
of  the  city.  It  is  still  separated  by  a  transverse  wall  with  round 
towers  from  the  lower  town,  (la  ville  casse,)  where  -in  the  times  of 
the  Order  of  St.  John,  the  Grreek  subjects,  the  Jews,  and  all  the  mar- 
ried citizens  and  retainers  of  the  order,  lived.  Even  to  this  day,  the 
Jews  have  their  quarter  in  the  eastern  part  of  the  city,  toward  the 
Baazar  and  the  large  inner  harbor,  while  the  whole  Greek  popu- 
lation, together  with  the  foreign  consuls,  inhabit  the  pretty  villages 
at  a  distance  of  a  mile  encircling  the  fortress.  The  Christians  have 
permission  to  enter  the  castle  only  after  sunrise,  and  on  penalty  of 
the  bastinado  are  obliged  to  leave  it  again  at  sunset. 

The  Turkish  commandant  occupies  the  ruinous  palace  of  the 
grand-masters  and  the  adjacent  buildings.  Hassan  Pasha,  the  go- 
vernor of  the  island,  has  his  residence  outside  the  gates  on  the  gal- 
ley-harbor, in  a  large  irregular  Turkish  serai. 

The  general  view  of  Rhodos,  as  it  is  seen  from  the  port  where 
^Vre  anchored,  is  highly  picturesque ;  nay,  you  would  suppose  your- 
self suddenly  transported  back  to  the  times  of  the  Knights  of  St. 
^ohn  ;  the  whole  line  of  walls  and  fortifications  extending  along  the 
inner  harbor  being  preserved  almost  in  the  same  state  wherein 
liie  city  three  centuries  ago  surrendered  to  the  victorious  arms  of 
Sultan  Suleiman  the  Second,  on  the  twenty-fiflh  of  December, 
1622. 

This  harbor, '  II  Porto  di  Mandracchio,'  has  the  form  of  a  horse- 
shoe, and  is  divided  by  a  small  mole  for  boats  and  the  roadstead  for 
Bhipt  of  larger  burden.     The  galley-port  is  smaller,  but  better  pro- 
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tected.  It  is  formed  by  an  immense  mole,  constructed  with  extra- 
ordinary expense  and  solidity  by  the  ancient  Rhodiens,  and  is  now 
termed  Molo  di  San  Niccolo.  The  entrance  is  obstructed  by  a 
barrier  of  rocks,  so  as  to  admit  the  entry  of  only  one  ship  at  a  time, 
but  it  offers  perfect  safety  against  wind  and  waves.  If  it  were  kept 
in  good  repair  it  would  still  be  an  excellent  refuge  for  the  light 
ships  of  the  Archipelago ;  but  the  fatal  indifference  of  the  Turks 
has  suffered  the  sands  to  accumulate  until  the  mouth  has  been  gra- 
dually choked  up ;  and  now-a-days  merchant  vessels  can  only  enter 
after  being  obliged  previously  to  unload  their  cargoes.  Barks  and 
small  vessels  enter  without  any  difficulty,  and  anchor  opposite  the 
palace  of  the  Pasha. 

The  other  harbor  is  larger :  within  the  two  projecting  turrets 
even  frigates  of  thirty  guns  find  a  convenient  anchorage  ground, 
although  they  are  sometimes  exposed  to  the  violent  north-east  storms, 
and  then  are  in  danger  of  being  dashed  against  the  walls  of  the 
city  or  the  rocky  coast.  During  the  sway  of  the  Order  of  St.  John, 
both  harbors  were  shut  with  huge  chains  in  time  of  war,  and  die 
Grand-master  Zacosta  imposed  in  the  year  1462  a  tax  on  all  ffoods 
and  merchant-men,  which  was  called  *  chain-money,'  (diritto  di  ca- 
tena,) and  was  employed  to  augment  the  fortifications  of  the  har- 
bors. One  of  these  strong  chains,  more  than  a  hundred  fathoms  ia 
length,  is  still  shown  to  the  traveller  in  the  vaults  of  the  ancient 
Hospitium. 

The  walls  surrounding  the  large  harbor  in  the  form  of  a  bow,  are 
built  of  fine  squared  free-stone.  They  have  strong  and  well-se« 
cured  battlements,  projecting  parapets  and  round  flanking  towers. 
Between  the  largest  of  these  is  situated  the  ancient  gate,  (Porta  di 
Santa  Caterina,)  now  walled  up.  It  is  ornamented  with  the  armo- 
rial bearings  of  the  order,  and  the  Grand  Master  Emeri  d'Amboise, 
with  the  date  A.  D.  1512.  The  present  entrance  into  the  city  ii 
through  a  postern  near  the  Turkish  custom-house. 

The  Saracens  of  Egypt  having  obtained  possession  of  the  king- 
dom of  Jerusalem  in  consequence  of  the  destruction  of  Acre  or 
Ptolemais  in  the  year  1291,  the  Knights  of  St.  John  or  Hospitali- 
ters  sought  a  refuge  on  Cyprus,  where  the  Knights  Templars  had 
already  obtained  large  estates,  and  King  Henry  the  Second  of  La* 
signan,  now  likewise  invested  them  with  the  town  and  castle  of  Li- 
misso.  There  the  order  erected  a  new  convent,  armed  a  fleet,  and 
escorting  the  pilgrims  to  the  holy  land,  carried  on  a  successful  war- 
fare with  the  Saracens. 

Still  the  enterprising  warriors  were  dissatisfied  on  the  island,  be- 
ing involved  in  the  feudal  dissensions  between  the  kine  and  the  Latin 
barons  ;  moreover,  they  found  their  sphere  of  activity  too  circam- 
scribed,  and  desired  to  establish  an  independent  dominion,  which 
they  shortly  afterward  effected,  when  the  Grand  Master  Fulco  de 
Villaret,  with  the  assistance  of  the  Pope  and  the  King  of  France, 
conquered  the  beautiful  island  of  Rhodes.  The  richness  of  its  soO 
and  the  purity  and  salubrity  of  its  climate  caused  it  to  be  considered 
in  antiquity  as  consecrated  to  Phoebus  Apollo,  and  as  the  Inith- 
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place  of  the  Heliades.  During  the  thirteenth  century  it  had  re- 
mained in  the  possession  of  the  noble  Genoese  family  of  Gavala, 
and  then  devolved  on  the  Greek  empire  of  Constantinople.  But 
during  the  weak  and  turbulent  reign  of  Andronicus  the  Younger, 
Turkish  and  Saracenic  corsairs  from  the  coast  of  Asia  Minor  and 
Syria  established  themselves  in  the  island,  united  with  the  Greek 
inhabitants,  and  extended  their  piratical  expeditions  over  all  the  ad- 
jacent islands  of  the  JEgean. 

Jn  the  mean  time  Pope  Clement  the  Fifth  proclaimed  a  new  cru- 
sade in  Europe,  with  the  pretext  of  conquering  Jerusalem  and  the 
holy  land  from  the  hands  of  the  Saracens ;  and  in  the  spring  of  the 
year  1310  large  bands  of  warlike  noblemen,  particularly  numerous 
German  knights,  assembled  at  Brindisi,  in  southern  Italy,  whence  a 
Neapolitan  fleet  transported  the  crusading  army  to  Cyprus.  There 
they  united  with  the  Knights  of  St.  John  and  unexpectedly  landed 
at  Rhodes.  Defeating  the  Saracens  in  several  naval  combats,  they 
laid  siege  to  the  city  ;  but  the  Crusaders,  being  disappointed  in  their 
hopes  of  conquest  in  Syria,  now  abandoned  the  Knights  of  St.  John, 
who  were  thus  obliged  on  their  own  part  to  sustain  a  fierce  con- 
test with  the  Greeks.  At  last,  on  the  Day  of  the  Virgin,  August 
15th,  1310,  they  stormed  and  took  the  city  of  Rhodes.  With  the 
holy  banner  of  the  order  in  his  hand,  the  brave  old  Fulco  de  Villa- 
ret  was  the  first  knight  who  ascended  the  wall ;  and  after  the  con- 
quest of  the  capital  soon  followed  the  surrender  of  the  strong  for- 
tress of  Lindos,  on  the  eastern  shore  of  the  island ;  but  it  was  not 
until  after  an  obstinate  warfare  of  four  years  with  the  Greeks  that 
the  knights  obtained  the  quiet  possession  of  the  whole  island.  They 
then  extended  their  conquests  to  the  surrounding  Archipelago  of 
Syme,  Chalkis,  Nisyros,  Cos  and  the  strong  fortress  of  Halicamas- 
808,  on  the  main  land  of  Caria,  fortified  then  with  castles  and  gar- 
risons, and  thus  laid  the  foundation  of  the  glorious  dominion  of  the 
Order  of  Rhodes,  which  for  more  than  two  centuries  held  the  sway 
in  this  part  of  the  Archipelago,  and  formed  the  bulwark  of  Christian- 
ity in  the  Levant  against  the  rising  power  of  the  Osmanlis. 

During  the  first  years  subsequent  to  the  conquest,  the  harbors  of 
Rhodes  were  only  defended  by  the  ancient  Saracenic  tower,  in  a 
later  period  called  *  Tower  of  St.  Michel ;'  but  in  the  year  1353, 
the  brave  Grand  Master  Deodat  de  Gozon,  the  renowned  champion 
of  the  Dragon,  constructed  the  extensive  fortifications  along  the  in- 
terior harbor,  uniting  the  city  with  the  ancient  mole ;  and  the  sub- 
sequent erection  of  the  strong  tower  of  St.  Nicolaos  at  the  mouth 
of  the  galley-port  in  the  year  1461,  perfectly  secured  the  harbors 
from  every  attack  on  the  sea-side.  Tne  defence  of  these  maritime 
^walls  was  entrusted  to  the  care  of  the  Castilian  knights  by  an  order 
of  the  Grand  Master  Zacosta ;»  and  still  many  Spanish  coats  of  arms 
«.re  seen  on  the  towers,  among  which  I  remarked  the  escutcheon  of 
Don  Hernando  de  Heredia. 

The  city  of  Rhodes,  generally  so  dull  and  silent,  presented  on 
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that  day  a  scone  of  unusual  life  and  bustle.  In  the  morning  three 
Hydriote  vessels  arrived  with  full  cargoes  of  pilgrims  for  the  Holy 
Land.  Having  obtained  permission  of  the  Pasha  to  buy  provisions 
in  the  city,  hundreds  of  men,  women  and  children  were  now  seen 
to  row  on  shore,  shouting  and  singing. 

Afler  breakfast,  our  own  party  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  followed 
the  example,  and  went  on  shore,  where  we  suddenly  found  our- 
selves in  a  press  of  Turks,  Christians  and  Jews,  crowding  about 
the  Bazaar.  Shops  and  tents  had  been  pitched  on  the  outside  of 
the  walls,  where  the  vociferous  Greeks  were  exhibiting  the  delici- 
ous fruits  and  productions  of  the  island,  while  all  the  coflee-houses 
wore  occupied  by  taciturn  Turks  gravely  smoking  their  long  pipes. 

At  the  gate  wo  enjoyed  the  ridiculous  sight  of  a  Turkish  guard 
of  regular  infantry  in  European  regimentals,  sitting  cross-legged  at 
the  entrance,  their  muskets  leaning  against  the  wall,  while  their 
lieutenant  seemed  to  take  a  comfortable  nap  in  the  shade.  Nothing 
looks  more  unwarliko  and  awkward  than  these  poor  Turkish  re- 
cruitf,  in  their  slight  dresses  and  misshapen  trowsers,  with  bare  feet 
stuck  in  their  down-trodden  slippers.  How  oflen  have  I  seen  offi- 
cers on  service  in  Constantinople  sitting  before  the  guard-houses 
knitting  stockings !  A  *  progress,*  certainly,  in  modern  Turkbh 
civilization. 

Inside  the  gate  we  arrived  at  a  fine  square,  surrounded  by  chival- 
resque  buildings  and  high  shadowy  plantains.  On  the  right  stands 
the  well-preserved  hospital  for  sick  and  wounded  knights,  which  the 
Grand  Master  Anton  do  la  Riviere  built  in  the  year  1436  from  bis 
own  private  fortune.  Opposite  is  seen  the  large  convent  of  the 
order,  highly  ornamented  in  the  Gothic  style,  with  two  front  sides 
facing  the  scjuare  and  the  Street  of  the  Cavaliers.  The  marble  stair- 
case is  still  in  good  repair,  but  an  entry  was  not  permitted,  both 
buildings  serving  at  present  as  barracks  for  the  Turkish  garrison. 
From  this  square  the  famous  Street  of  the  Knights,  (la  Hue  des 
Chevaliers,)  leads  westward  to  the  Palace  of  the  Grand  Masters. 
It  runs  on  four  hundred  paces  in  a  straight  line,  having  fourteen 
paces  breadth,  and  being  paved  very  neatly  with  a  mosaic  of  small 
black-and-white  stones.  Elevated  foot-paths  run  along  the  »ides. 
In  this  street  arise  the  dwellings  of  the  principal  knights  and  the 
auberges  of  the  eight  nations  or  tongues  wherein  the  order  was 
divided.* 

It  proved  to  be  a  happy  circumstance  that  we  found  in  our  own 
company  a  knight  of  the  modern  order  of  Malta,  a  British  captain, 
who  being  deeply  versed  in  the  science  of  blazonry  and  the  history 
of  the  Middle  Ages,  explained  to  us  every  coat  of  arms  still  orna- 
menting the  ancient  palaces.  The  noble,  venerable-looking  street, 
with  its  well-presei*ved  Gothic  buildings,  seemed  to  be  quite  solitary 
and  deserted  ;  not  a  single  human  being  was  to  be  seen,  and  with- 
out any  great  stretch  of  fancy  one  might  have  imagined  that  the 
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city  had  just  been  surrendered  and  abandoned  by  its  brave  de- 
fenders. 

All  the  houses  are  solidly  built  of  square  lime-stones.  The  cor- 
nices, architraves  and  high  oral  windows  are  richly  embellished  with 
festoons,  wreaths  of  flowers,  leaves,  and  other  arabesques  or 
Gothic  decorations.  The  coat  of  arms,  neatly  carved  in  white  mar- 
ble bas-reliefs,  in  the  very  best  style  of  the  cinque  cento,  stand  every 
where  above  the  principal  gate- way  or  beneath  the  windows  on  the 
front  side.  They  are  admirably  preserved,  owing  to  the  profound 
respect  with  which  the  "Turks  still  observe  the  command  of  the 
magnanimous  Sultan  Soleiman  on  the  capitulation  of  the  city,  ex- 
pressing his  admiration  of  the  heroic .  defence  of  the  knights,  and 
ordering  his  pashas  carefully  to  preserve  the  city  in  the  same  state 
in  which  it  was  surrendered,  as  a  glorious  memorial  of  the  invinci- 
ble strength  of  his  arms. 

The  windows  are  now  closed  up  with  boards  or  shut  with  Turk- 
ish verandahs,  indicating  that  the  buildings  are  still  inhabited  by 
Turkish  families.  The  interior  of  the  halls  and  apartments  isisaid 
to  present  many  interesting  traces  of  the  olden  time,  such  as  gilt 
mosaic  ceilings,  wainscotted  walls,  inlaid  pavements,  Gothic  chim- 
ney-pieces and  niches  ;  but  the  Turks  did  not  permit  us  any  where 
to  penetrate  into  their  sombre  retreats  to  make  inquiries  ourselves* 
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Hast  thou  stores  of  gold  from  tho  darkon*d  mine, 

Hast  thou  pearls  from  the  deep  blue  sea  ? 
Where  the  jewels  shine  'mid  the  ocean  brine. 

Hast  thou  culled  a  gem  for  me  ? 
Canst  thou  call  a  star  from  its  orbit  far 

In  the  azure  vault  of  Heaven, 
And  send  it  back  in  its  flaming  track 

To  the  source  whence  its  glory  *s  given  ? 

Canst  thou  people  this  ancient  earth  once  more 
With  the  mouldered  forms  of  the  days  of  yore. 

The  sage  and  the  hoary  seer. 
Who  walked  the  earth  in  its  early  prime. 
Who  looked  through  time  with  a  faith  sublime, 
And  pointed  its  sons  to  a  cloudless  clime, 

A  holy  and  hi4>py  sphere  ? 

Canst  thou  journey  swiftly  and  far  and  wide. 

Where  mortals  have  never  trod. 
Where  light  never  dims  with  the  eventide'. 
Where  beings  too  pure  for  this  earth  abide, 
The  unmarred  work  of  God  7 
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Canst  thou  follow  the  trail  of  the  shooting  star, 

Canst  thou  dip  Uiy  brush  in  the  hues  of  even? 
Canst  thou  paint  the  sun  in  his  chariot-car, 

A&he  gleams  afar  in  tlio  upper  heaven? 
Canst  thou  call  from  the  dim  and  shadowy  land 

The  early  loved  and  the  early  lost  7 
Canst  thou  gather  again  the  household  band. 

And  breathe  new  life  in  the  sleeping  dust  ? 

Canst  thou  kindle  afresh  the  holy  fire 

That  burnt  on  the  ancient  altar's  shrine  7 
Canst  thou  breathe  again  o'er  the  slumVring  lyre, 

And  waken  once  more  the  tones  divine  7 
Canst  thou  read  the  Present ;  survey  the  Past, 

From  what  hath  been,  to  what  shall  be  ? 
Canst  thou  rival  Time  in  his  flight,  and  cast 

A  glance  o'er  his  vast  Eternity  ? 

I  asked,  and  a  spirit  thus  answered  me, 
With  a  voice  like  the  wind  o'er  a  summer  sea : 

'  I  dwell  with  men,  and  a  power  is  mine 

To  Rootiio  the  soul  in  its  low  despair, 
To  raise  from  depression  to  light  divine, 

And  cancel  each  trace  of  corroding  care  : 
Thouph  the  body  languish  in  captive  chains, 

'T  is  n)ine  to  set  the  spirit  free, 
And  send  it  abroad  where  freedom  reigns. 

Unchecked  by  the  minions  of  tyranny  ! 

'  In  the  poot*8  mind  and  the  poet's  dreams 

I  give  the  rein  to  his  fancy's  flight, 
And  I  cull  for  him  holy  and  rapturous  themes. 

Till  his  vision  teems  with  a  new  delight ; 
And  ho  looks  on  Nature  with  other  eyes, 

And  I  haunt  him  with  visions  of  future  praise. 
And  he  sighs  for  a  place  in  the  memories 

Of  those  who  sliall  live  in  the  after  days. 

♦  O'er  that  which  the  spirit  hath  darkly  scanned. 
Where  the  light  of  the  mental  eye  grows  dim, 
O'er  the  mists  which  darken  the  spirit-land 

Where  the  harp  is  struck  by  the  seraphim  ; 
I  wave  my  wand,  and  a  light  appears 
That  pierces  the  gloom  of  the  coming  years. 

'  I  teach  the  wings  of  Faith  to  rise, 

And  bear  them  on  in  their  upward  flight, 
Till  she  can  gaze  with  unquailing  eyes 
On  the  fount  of  Heaven's  pellucid  light 

'  I  point  the  worn  and  weary  one 

To  a  place  of  final  rest  on  high, 
Wliere  tlie  light  dies  not  with  the  setting  sun. 

And  the  stars  fade  not  from  the  evening  sky ; 
Where  jHiro,  immortal  joys  abide. 

Such  joys  as  the  spirit  may  only  know. 
In  its  radiant  form,  all  purified 

From  the  crimes  that  darken  the  world  below.' 
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OLD     AGE. 

Thou  art  coining,  art  eoming,  old  Age!  old  Agp ! 

Tbou  art  coming,  old  Dot-and -go-one  I 
I  aoe  thee  now,  with  thy  fixed  look,  so  lage  — 
Thy  thin,  sbrivelled  choek,  like  a  parchment  page, 

Where  time  hath  recorded  the  cares  that  are  goae. 

Thou  art  coming,  aye  coming,  old  Ago  I  old  Age  I 

Thou  art  coming,  old  Picture  of  Fun ! 
Thy  white  locks  are  tossing  along  the  rude  blast. 
Thy  gait  is  a  stumble ;  andyet  comest  thou  fast! 

Thon  art  coming,  fast  coming,  old  Dot-and-go-ooe ! 

But  an  angel  floats  o'er  thee,  old  Age !  old  Age ! 

All  tranquil,  all  gentle,  all  changeless,  her  air — 
She  smiles  at  thy  turmoil,  and  wondereth  to  see 
All  the  fright  that  thou  causest  the  world  too  and  me  — 
Hark!  hark  now  I  onesoundeth!  'Etkbnitt!' 

'T  is  a  name  for  this  angel,  thus  changeless,  thoa  fUr !— Ox,s  Atbtjik. 

Irene  travelled  to  Epidaurus,  to  visit  Esculapius  in  his  proper 
:emple,  and  there  consult  him  in  person  as  to  the  nature  and  cure 
)f  the  various  maladies  that  afflicted  her. 

*  Son  of  Apollo  !'  said  she,  *  I  am  most  heartily  fatigued;  I  am 
ired,  even  unto  death.* 

The  oracle  politely  intimated  to  her,  that  she  had  accomplished 

I  long  and  arduous  journey,  which  had  probably  overtasked  her 
itrength  and  spirits. 

*  You  are  very  good,'  replied  the  Lady,  *  but  indeed  it  is  not  the 
oumey.  I  have  complaints  that  seriously  affect  my  enjoyment; 
md  that  produce  an  overwhelming  lassitude  of  mind  and  body. 
Wlien  I  rise  in  the  morning  for  example,  I  have  no  appetite  what- 
3ver  for  my  breakfast.* 

*  Eat  less  supper,*  said  the  God. 

*  And  then  at  night,  I  am  quite  troubled  for  want  of  sleep.  O  I 
»nnot  tell  you  how  very  restless  and  discomposed  I  am  !  how  often 
[  turn  and  turn  again  in  my  bed,  endeavouring,  but  ineffectually,  to 
ose  myself  in  the  delicious  slumber  that  I  once  enjoyed ;  that  came 
10  lightly  over  me,  and  dwelt  so  sweetly,  and  that  used  to  refresh 
Qe  so  much.     Those  nights  are  gone  from  me  !' 

*  You  must  pass  your  waking  hours  in  gentle  and  Benevolent  oc- 
apation.     Let  it  be  useful  and  regular.     Dismiss  from  your  mind 

II  anxious  and  all  ambitious  thoughts,  and  never  under  any  pre- 
jnce  suffer  yourself  during  the  day  to  nod  in  your  chair ;  nor  loll 
)r  a  moment  upon  your  couch.' 

*  Ah  !  but  then,'  said  she,  *  I  am  become  so  excessively  languid ; 
nd,  may  it  please  your  worship,  heavier,  and  heavier,  alas !  every 
ay  ;  sometimes  do  you  know  I  think,  every  hour !' 

'  You  should  force  yourself  to  get  up  before  noon,  my  lady ;  and 
ften  employ  those  pretty  limbs  of  yours  in  moving  about  from 
lace  to  place.  Perhaps  you  may  not  know  it,  but  they  were  given 
a  you  for  this  purpose.* 

*  Wine  hurts  me,'  said  the  belle.     *  Drink  water/  said  the  oracle. 
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*  And  my  sight  fails  me!*  —  *  Use  spectacles.'  *  And  then  as  for 
my  digestion,  good  God,  my  digestion!*  cried  she,  in  an  accent  of 

despair *  Diet  yourself;  never  eat  unless  you  are  hungry,  and 

then  less  always  than  you  desire.' 

*  No,  but  I  wish  you  fully  to  understand,'  replied  the  fair  patient, 

*  that  I  find  myself  altogether  weaker  than  I  used  to  be  ;  that  I  am 
no  longer  by  any  means  so  healthful,  and  vigorous,  and  fresh  in  the 
enjoyment  of  my  time,  and  of  the  pleasures  that  wait  now  almost 
unoccupied,  around  me  !  Life  itself  in  short  wears  no  longer  for 
me  the  gay,  and  the  elastick  charm  that  it  was  wont  to  possess  !• 

*You  grow  old,  my  friend,^  answered  the  God,- in  a  low  tone  of 
voice. 

'Old!  certainly!  bless  me,  yes!  we  all  do  that!'  exclaimed  th^   , 
Lady :  *but  I  have  come  now  to  ask  you  how  I  am  to  get  rid  of 
this  languor  and  stiffness  and  heaviness  and  incapacity  for  active 
enjoyment  that  harasses  me  thus  V 

*  The  shortest,  and  indeed  the  only  sure  method  that  you  can  re- 
sort to,  O  beautiful  Irene,  is  to  follow  the  example  of  your  mother, 
and  of  your  grandmother.' 

*  Ah  indeed  !'  said  the  Lady  ;  *  and  pray  if  you  please,  tell  me, 
what  was  that  V     *  To  die,'  returned  the  God. 

*  To.  DIE  !  to  DIE  !'  repeated  she  ;  *  and  is  this  the  counsel  that  you 
give  me  !  .  Is  this  the  result  of  all  that  vast  reputation  for  science 
which  is  associated  with  your  name  throughout  the  world  ?  which 
men  delight  to  publish  and  rehearse,  and  to  which  I  have  listened 
in  admiration  both  at  Athens  and  in  Rome  !  What  single  word 
have  you  now  told  me  that  is  either  oracular  or  even  novel  to  me  1 
Did  I  not  myself  know  every  one  of  the  remedies  you  have  pre- 
scribed before  X  had  stirred  a  foot  beyond  the  borders  of  Attica  V 

*  Why  did  you  not  then  avail  of  them  V  answered  the  God,  *  and 
spare  yourself  the  inconvenience  of  travelling  so  far  from  your 
comforts ;  abridging  as  you  have  done  the  short  remainder  of  life 
by  so  long  and  fruitless  a  journey  ]  A  person  of  your  accomplish- 
ments and  discernment  ought  to  know,  that  for  Old  Age  there  is  Ho 
other  remedy  than  Death.' 

This  story  of  Irene  is  a  recollection  from  La  Bruydre  ;  who  has 
himself  taken  ib  froip  Theophrastus,  the  ^  man  of  divine  words  ;*  of 
whoni  Cicero  has  written :  *  Who  is  there  in  language  more  abun- 
dant and  rich  than  Plato  ;  more  solid  and  vigorous  than  Aristotle  ; 
or  than  Theophrastus  more  delightful  and  sweet  V  *  Quis  uberior 
in  dicendo  Platone  1  Quis  Aristotele  nervosior?  Theophrasto 
dulcior  ]' 

I  often  advert  to  it  in  my  thoughts ;  often  speak  to  myself  in  the 
low  tones  of  the  oracle  at  Epidaurus,  *  You  grow  old,  my  friend;' 
and  generally  with  much  the  same  effect  as  that  impressed  upon  the 
mind  of  Irene.  I  admit  the  fact ;  indeed  I  feel  that  I  c&uinot  con- 
test it ;  while  the  inference  that  fellows  it  still  rests  inconceivable 
to  my  apprehension.  There  is  no  delusion  about  the  melancholy 
(State  itself;  the  difficulty  is  to  submit  gracefully  to  its  fatal  conse- 
quences, and  to  realize,  uncomplainingly,  that  it  has  at  last  come 
over  me. 
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*  Old !' the  sad,  sad  word  !     *  There  goes  John  Waters  the 

old  man  !'  what  a  melancholy,  what  &ui  uncourtly  phrase !  how 
much  preferable  that,  which  Shakspere  makes  Benedict  to  fear; 
and  yet  Benedict  was  a. brave  man.  It  is  absurd  to  say  that  I  am 
old  only  in  judgment  and  understaijding.  '  That  which  was  brown 
has  become  grey,  while  that  which  was  foolish  remains  foolish  still.' 
Alas  !  that  a  change  so  obvious  should  have  been  wrought  in  this 
physical  organization,  and  the  ethereal  structure  that  abides  within 
It  bear  so  slight  an  indication  of  the  approach  of  the  life  to  come  ! 
that  the  march  of  Death  with  all  its  *  pomp  and  circumstance'  should 
b^  palpable  to  every  sense  —  and  Immortality  remain  a  calm  con- 
ception only  of  the  soul ! 

O  who  that  examines  his  heart  can  ever  doubt  the  strong  neces- 
sity of  the  Revealed  Word ;  or  fail  to  sqe,  in  this  necessity,  an  ar- 
^ment,  upon  this  ground  almost  incontrovertible,  of  the  truth  of 
Its  Existence ! 

But  it  is  not  in  the  order  of  my  vocation  to  attempt  a  sermon, 
and  no  one  should  permit  himself  to  assail  the  world  with  a  lament. 
I  had  it  merely  in  my  thoughts,  when  I  sat  down,  to  describe  a 
vivacious  gentleman  of  a  certain  age  who  without  visiting  Epidaurus 
in  person,  had  cheerfully  and  contentedly  listened  to  the  whispering 
expression  of  the  God,  and  who  now  beheld  the  approach  of  age 
without  a  sigh. 

But  as  1  sat  in  my  nice  fauteuil  imagining  the  scene  in  the  Temple, 
and  picturing  gently  again  and  again  the  delicious  repose  enjoyed 
in  her  youth  by  the  beautiful  Irene,  I  anticipated  thee,  dear  Reader, 
by  sinking  fast  asleep  over  this  my  own  Essay,  and  I  shall  now 
close  it  by  imparting  to  thee  the  vision  that  ensued.  I  have  only 
to  express  the  hope  that  thine  own  dream  —  if  what  I  write  shall 
have  the  merit  of  inspiring  thee  one  —  may  be  a  thousand  times 
the  happier  of  the  two. 

Methought  then,  that  emancipated  from  all  the  remaining  ties,  of 
Earth,  my  spirit  stood  upon  the  Southern  side  of  the  base  of  the 
mountain  of  Life  ;  into  which  a  huge  pait  of  the  world  had  risen 
up  before  me  in  the  form  of  a  cone. 

Methought,  while  I  gazed  upon  the  vast  acclivity,  that  the  moun- 
tain-side grew  covered  over  with  myriads  of  my  own  race,  of  both 
sexes,  and  of  every  age  under  ripe  manhood  ;  all  climbing  diligently 
upward,  over  barren  passages  of  earth,  over  wild  extended  cover- 
ings of  heather,  or  through  flowers  and  shrubs  and  groves  of  end- 
less variety  of  leaf  and  fruit ;  or  beside  rocks  and  along  precipices 
that  were  quick  with  the  numbers  that  were  falling  over  them. 

At  every  step,  for  every  step  was  upward,  some  change  took  place 
in/the  appearance  of  each  Individual  in  form  in  height  in  beauty  or 
ini  grace.  Infants  became  young  girls,  and  girls  were  belles,  and 
belies  grew  matrons.  And  boys  who  escaped  the  dangers  by  which 
they  had  been  surrounded  in  like  manner  became  youths,  young 
men,  and  men. 

The  destruction  of  the  race  appeared  to  my  spiritual  sense  to  be 
by  no  means  whatever  limited  to  those  who  like  samphire-gathererB 
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come  down  and  pray  and  sing  a  verse  or  two,  and  we  shall  expect 
all  that  do  n't  want  to  be  written  damned  forever  to  comfi  forward 
while  we  are  doing  it,  and  kneel  down  in  the  altar.  Half  an  hour'g 
waiting  will  make  it  too  late ;  come  at  once,  all  that  will  come. 
Mercy  can't  wait  longer  for  sinners  that  deserve  damnation  for  every 
day  and  hour  of  their  lives,  (advancing  to  the  steps  and  still  rubbing 
his  hands.)  We  are  coming  down  now.'  After  this  regal  announce- 
ment, he  stepped  down,  w<alked  out  in  the  centre  of  the  altar,  and 
imperatively  commanded  one  of  the  sisters,  who  had  dropped  in  to 
share  the  labors,  to  pray.  While  this  was  being  done,  he  promenaded 
the  inclosure,  still  rubbing  his  hands,  smiling  on  those  whom  he 
wished  to  draw  within  the  circle ;  and  contemplating  those  who, 
alarmed  and  excited,  rushed  in  fi'om  time  to  time  and  buried  their 
faces  in  the  seats,  with  a  look  which  I  could  liken  to  nothing  but  that 
with  which  an  amateur  butcher  regards  a  fine  lamb.  When  the 
prayer  ceased,  the  verse  or  two  were  performed  ;  always  by  himself 
in  a  most  execrable  style  ;  a  ^ort  exhortation  was  then  delivered, 
generally  in  the  following  style  : 

•  Well,  we  have  prayed  and  sung,  and  some  of  you  that  want  to  be 
saved  have  come  in ;  but  you  have  n't  all  come.  We  '11  give  you  a 
little  longer  time  to  escape  from  hell,  and  then  if  you  won't,  you 
must  be  damned.     We  '11  sing  a  verse  or  two  more,  and  we  shall 

•  expect  you  all  to  come  in.  Do  n't  wait  to  think  what  other  folks 
will  say  to  see  you  come  in,  but  think  how  all  hell  will  roar  with 
laughter  for  every  one  that  stays  away.  Now  then,  while  we  sing, 
come  in.'  There  was  one  redeeming  feature  in  these  blasphemous 
exhortations.  The  daring  wretch  who  uttered  them  seldom  named 
the  name  of  God.  He  could  join  in  the  exultations  of  fiends  over 
lost  souls,  but  never  in  the  joys  of  purer  spirits. 

The  exercises  thus  introduced  were  termed  prayer  rings.  They 
were  scenes  of  confusion  of  which  the  most  powerful  language 
would  convey  but  a  faint  description.  I  expressed  something  like 
this  in  the  hearing  of  a  brother. 

*  Oh,'  said  he,  *  this  is  no  account,  nohow ;  wait  till  afler  night,  if 
you  want  to  see  the  meeting  awake.' 

I  did  so,  and  found  the  good  brother  had  not  exaggerated.  At 
dark  candles  were  lighted,  and  placed  in  the  trees,  on  the  posts 
around  the  stand,  and  along  the  tent  doors.  As  soon  as  this  was  done, 
Brother  Damall  rose  on  the  stand,  and  announced  that  a  prayer  ring 
would  be  formed  in  the  altar  for  the  salvation  of  lost  souls.  After 
the  usual  blasphemous  harangue,  he  advanced  to  the  steps,  and  said, 
*  We  are  coming  down  now  to  pray  for  you  lost  and  damned  sinners, 
and  if  you  do  n't  come  in  you  will  go  to  hell  in  spite  of  us.*  In  the 
filtar  were  a  few  seats  and  scattered  chairs,  across  which  several 
woiiien.  and  a  few  men  were  already  kneeling.  I  recognised  Sister 
Blowoph's  scanty  skirt  under  one  of  the  dropping  candles;  but 
whether  she  was  kneeling  or  not  it  was  impossible  to  tell.  When 
Brother  Damall  had  advanced  near  the  centre  of  the  altai',  he  turned 
abruptly,  looked  sharply  at  one  of  the  kneeling  figures,  and  speaking 
in  the  most  peremptory  tone,  ordered  Sister  Harris  to  pray.    She 
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Upward,  upward,  all  clomb  upward !  and  the  heart  of  every  cr^a-; 
tnre  occupied  the  expressions  of  his  face  !  Some  gazed  in  the  air 
with  wild  extatick  fervour,  imagining  that  which  was  not  yet  re- 
vealed ;  some  watched  the  ever-varying  colours  of  the  sky  and 
£arth,  and  God  loved  them  for  the  unmeasured  joy  with  which 
they  read  His  language ;  some  occupied  themselves  with  motes 
that  floated  in  the  sunbeams ;  and  not  a  few,  especially  among  the 
un -paired  climbers  of  ray  own  sex,  fastened  their  observations  upon 
the  soil,  and  every  now  and  then  dug  and  picked  up  and  encumbered 
themselves  with  valueless  pebbles,  whicn  they  falsely  esteemed  to 
be  the  richest  treasure  that  the  mountain  afforded. 

Upward,  upward,  all  clomb  upward  !  And  now  when  they  had 
attained  the  full  maturity  of  all  their  faculties,  the  few  that  survived 
the  countless  dangers  of  the  way  had  reached  the  apex  of  the  moun- 
tain ;  and  by  far  the  larger  portion  of  these  few  crossed  it  to  de- 
scend upon  the  northern  side.  They  were  wedded  to  Earth  ;  and 
to  them  it  appeared  as  if  nothing  had  been  accomplished  while  any 
thing  remained  to  be  gained  or  acquired.  They  nad  become  pos- 
sessed by  habits  of  accumulation,  by  habits  of  surmounting  difficul- 
ties and  dangers ;  and  they  preferred  that  mode  of  life,  and  to  pur- 
sue it,  even  alone,  than  to  retrace  their  course  by  gentle  paths  to 
the  tranquil  vale  of  years  that  extended  itself  along  the  southern 
base  of  this  vast  mountain. 

The  choice  to  return  was  freely  at  the  option  of  all  who  had 
reached  the  height  of  land,  but  it  was  generally  refused,  and  by 
those  who  afterward  perished  miserably  in  the  descent  upon  the 
northern  side,  haunted  as  it  is  by  the  thousand  Demons  of  avarice,  of 
malice,  of  ambition,  hatred,  sensuality  and  wordly  love,  who  enticed 
this  wretched  portion  of  our  race  into  the  frightful  caveras  of  Hy- 
pochondria and  Madness  or  Despair,  where  their  lives  were  ex- 
hausted in  the  severest  imaginable  grief  and  sufferance. 

It  was  a  pleasure  to  me  to  turn  from  such  a  fate  to  the  few  who 
had  chosen  *  that  better  part,'  and  were  descending  downward  on  the 
sunny  side  of  life.  Few  indeed  were  they  in  number ;  and  scat- 
tered as  they  were  amidst  the  vast  ascending  multitudes,  I  was  not 
for  some  time  conscious  of  the  paths  by  which  they  threaded  their 
way  against  the  upward  tide ;  and  I  had  falsely  imagined  that  all  were 
going  with  it. 

But  now  it  was  given  me  to  behold  them,  and  to  watch,  with  a 
serene  joy,  the  gentle  spirit  that  seemed  to  actuate  their  movements, 
as  they  accosted,  or  for  a  moment  paused  to  converse  with  the  young 
ascending  couples,  or  with  the  unpaired  climbers  of  either  sex. 

Step  afler  step,  they  took  every  step  downward,  some  thought- 
lessly; some  heedlessly;  some  reluctantly;  none  gladly.  For  the 
most  part  they  wore  *  a  longing,  lingering  look'  as  the  bright  eye, 
the  youthful  complexion,  the  fair  form,  the  elastick  footstep,  or  die 
gallant  and  resolved  bearing  of  the  young  and  ardent  upward-tra- 
veller caught  their  attention  upon  all  sides  and  gave  joy  to  existence : 
and  some  among  those  who  were  thus  descending  alone  were  un- 
wise enough  to  make  instant  lore  to  the  young  fii^efl  they  encoun- 


298  Old    Age.  [October, 

tered,  and  tried  in  vain  to  retrace  the  upward  path  with  those  they 
had  thus  incautiously  engaged.  But  nothing  could  he  shewn  to  be 
more  absurd  than  an  attempt  of  this  nature  between  individuals  who 
were  obviously  journeying  in  opposite  directions ;  and  often  at  the 
moment  that  they  joined  hands,  the  air  was  filled  with  a  laughing 
pleasantry  of  musick  that  rang  to  the  following  words  s 

*  Cbabbkd  Af  e  and  Youth 

Cannot  live  together ; 
Touth  18  full  of  pleasance, 

Age  is  full  of  care : 
Youth  like  Summer  Mom, 

Age  hke  Winter  Weather ; 
Youth  like  Summer  brave, 

Age  like  Winter  bare. 
Youth  is  fhll  of  sport, 
Age's  breath  U  short ; 

Youth  in  nimble,  Age  is  lamif  \ 
Youth  is  hot  and  bolo^ 
Age  is  weak  and  cold. 

Youth  is  wild,  and  Age  is  tame. 
Crabbed  Age  and  Youth 
Cannot,  cannot  live  together.' 

While  1  stood  for  a  moment  regarding  these  idle,  misjudging,  fri- 
volous old  fellows,  a  lady  whose  large  dark  contemplative  eyes  will 
never  fade  from  my  memory,  descended  with  a  movement  of  ex- 
quisite grace  and  gentleness,  and  yet  withal  a  fixed  determined  step, 
upon  her  lonely  way. 

Time,  the  Restorer,  had  calmed  the  griefs  of  earlier  life,  and 
quieted  the  one  great  disappointment  of  her  youth,  which  bad  de- 
prived her  of  that  wider  sphere  of  usefulness  that  sometimes  sur- 
rounds the  wife  and  mother.  But  usefulness  of  the  highest  order 
was  still  hers,  and  every  duty  was  fulfilled.  Tranquillity,  surpassing 
pleasure,  was  enshrined  in  her  face  ;  order,  propnety  and  meekness 
marked  every  act.  The  old  were  comforted  by  her.  The  sick  were 
solaced,  and  the  heart  was  cured.  Eyes  was  she  to  the  blind,  and 
strength  to  the  weak,  and,  to  the  dying,  Hope  in  prayer !  The  younff 
hailed  her  and  blessed  her  as  they  ascended  and  drew  near,  and  listened 
to  the  gracious  words,  and  watched  the  sainted  upward  look,  with 
which  she  awakened  in  their  spirits  a  holy  joy  '  while  life  itself  was 
new.'  They  called  her  *  a  Sister  of  Mercy ;  but  it  was  given  me  to 
know  that  her  style  in  Heaven  is  to  be  *  an  Angel  of  the  Little 
Ones,'  such  as  stand  before  The  Throne  ! 

I  know  not  how  much  longer  I  should  have  gazed  at  her,  but  my 
attention  was  at  the  moment  irresistibly  attracted  by  the  appearance 
of  a  half-jovial,  half-sentimental  old  fellow  who  drew  a  double  allotp 
ment  of  pleasure  and  pain  from  every  thing  that  was  going  on.  I 
saw  at  a  glance  that  he  was  endued  with  a  quick  and  nice  perception, 
a  profound  love  and  veneration  for  the  beautiful  and  the  good,  and 
a  gentle  incalescence  toward  those  charms  of  social  life^  the  table 
and  the  glass.  * 

He  seemed  to  have  a  share,  beside  his  own,  in  the  happiness  and 
in  the  cares  of  half  of  his  acquaintance  ;  and  he  strictly  followed, 
of  his  own  natural  bias,  the  injunction  to  mourn  with  those  who 
weep,  and  particularly  to  rejoice  with  them  that  rejoice.  His  chief 
desire,  so  far  as  his  own  concerns  were  in  question,  seemed  to  be  to 
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take  bis  steps  downward  with  a  certain  gentility  and  nicety  of  tact, 
but  bis  proprieties  were  sometimes  interrupted  in  the  ardour  of  his 
temperament. 

Ilis  own  affairs  he  took  for  the  niost  part  easily,  and  recon- 
ciled himself  with  an  adjusting  sort  of  philosophy  to  those  events 
which  were  beyond  his  controul,  or  which  happened  diversely  to 
bis  expectations  :  like  the  judicious  person  we  read  of  who  threw 
a  stone  at  a  dog  and  hit  his  cruel  stepmother  and  yet  soon  consoled 
himself  by  the  reflection,  that  although  he  certainly  had  failed  of  bis 
aim,  the  stone  was  not  altogether  lost. 

Now  among  the  young  faces  who  were  coming  Upward,  and  upon 
whom  his  eye  rested  with  an  unspeakable  joy,  was  one  of  surprising 
brilliancy  and  sweetness,  not  unaccompanied  with  an  air  of  much 
archness  and  espieglerie,  that  revealed  a  half-disposition  to  make 
game  and  sport  of  his  predilections  ;  and  I  was  just  prepared  to 
listen  to  the  song  I  have  recited  of  *  Crabbed  Age  and  Youth,'  when, 
happily  for  his  reputation,  he  sank  into  the  earth  upon  a  bed  of  roses 
while  his  look  was  yet  fastened  on  her  and  he  was  thus  lost  to  the 
mountain  forever !  When  she  saw  that  he  was  disappearing  fromi 
her  sight,  she  threw  toward  him  a  wreath  of  laurel  which  even 
while  sinking  he  caught  to  his  heart,  and  valued,  chiefly  because  of 
the  aflinity  it  bore  to  her  charming  name. 

I  was  so  shocked  at  his  fate,  that  I  started  and  awoke ;  and  it  was 
not  till  I  had  repeated  glass  after  glass  of  my  best  sherry,  which  hap- 
pened fortunately  to  be  at  hand,  that  my  mouth  was  relieved  of  a 

fancied  taste  of  rose-leaves  and  garden-gravel so  effectual  had 

been  my  sympathy  for  this  poor  light-hearted  old  fellow,  whose  fate 
even  while  I  write  I  cannot  but  think  an  hard  one,  though  I  laugh 
too  when  I  dwell  upon  the  fun  that  sparkled  in  her  bright  face,  and 
that  hung  enamoured  around  the  most  beautiful  mouth  in  the  world; 
I  will  go  muse  upon  it.  John  Waters 
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Sat,  where  is  the  violet  seen,  i      Take  me  to  the  leaflet's  shade, 

Summer's  joys  pursuing ;  I         Once  with  roses  strewed  ; 

And  the  flowers'  gentle  queen,  I      There  the  lover  souffht  his  maid« 

Her  path  with  wild  flowers  strewing  ?  i  Found  her  —  and  there  woo'd  2 

Youth,  the  flow'ret's  spring,  is  fled ;  Wind  and  hail  are  storming  sore, 

And  the  violet  is  dead  !  And  the  leaflet  is  no  more ! 

Say,  whither  has  the  bright  rose  flown,  I      Say,  where  has  the  maiden  fled? 

We  singing  pluck'd  at  mom  ;  |      .  Her  resting-place  reveal ; 

As  shepherdess  and  lover  prone,  I  mark'd  her  bow  her  humble  head. 

Their  breast  and  brow  adorn  7  And  to  the  violet  kneel : 

Maiden,  summer's  warmth  is  fled,  i      Youth,  that  beauty  all  has  fled. 

And  the  rose  lies  scentless  —  dead !  {      And  the  maiden  fair  is  dead ! 

Where 's  the  brook  flows  wild  along.  Where 's  the  singer  in  his  bower, 

And  violets  did  drink  ? 
Let  me  hear  its  murmuring  song, 

Ere  in  the  vale  it  sink  ! 
Air  and  sun  are  heated  sore. 
And  that  brook  is  now  no  more ! 

vol.  zzviii.  39 


Who  singeth  rural  lays ; 
Who  sang  &ie  shephexdess,  the  flower, 

The  leaf,  the  rivulet's  praise  7 
Maiden,  swiftly  life's  houra  fly ; 
And  the  anger  too  miMdie !     z..  k,  b. 
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LAST        OF        THE        RED         MEN. 


:iT    UIBS     M-.llT     «3SUI)INrR. 


I  SAW  him  in  vision  —  the  last  of  that  race 
Who  were  destined  to  vanish  before  the  pale-fiace, 
As  the  dews  of  the  evening  from  mountain  and  ynl; 
When  Night  from  the  sun£)am  flies  stricken  and  pale  ; 
Alone,  mid  the  wrecks  that  rise  great  in  decay, 
Gigantic,  sublime,  in  their  mantles  of' gray, 
Though  Nature  has  leagued  with  the  Spaniard  to  throw 
A  veil  o'er  the  records  of  might  and  of  wo ; 
Alone  with  tlie  Past  and  the  Future's  chill  breath, 
Like  a  soul  that  has  entered  the  Valley  of  Death  ! 

Ho  stood  where  of  old  from  the  Fane  of  the  Son, 
While  cycles  unnumbered  their  centuries  run. 
Never  quenched,  never  fading  and  mocking  at  Timet 
Blazed  the  fire  sacerdotal  far  o'er  the  fair  clime  ; 
Where  the  temples  o'ershadow  the  Mexican  plain, 
And  the  hosts  of  the  Aztec  were  conquered  and  slain ; 
Where  the  Red  Hand  still  glows  on  pilaster  and  wall. 
And  the  serpent  keeps  watch  o'er  the  desolate  hall. 
He  stood  like  the  lightning-ecath'd  oak  in  its  pride, 
All  leafless  and  hoar  on  the  bleak  mountain  side  ; 
But  stately  in  death  and  refusing  to  bend. 
To  the  blast  that  ere  long  must  its  frail  branches  rend ; 
With  the  ruin  around  him  unwept  in  his  fall. 
And  gazing  alike  on  the  sunshine  and  pall ; 
With  coldness  and  courage  confronting  Life's  care. 
But  the  coldness,  the  courage  that 's  bom  of  Despair. 

I  marked  him  where  winding  through  harvests  of  gold, 

The  *  Father  of  Rivera'  in  majesty  rolled ; 

Where  the  dark  mounds  in  silence  and  loneliness  stand, 

And  the  wrecks  of  the  red  man  are  strewn  o'er  the  land. 

The  forests  were  levelled  that  eret  were  his  home. 

O'er  the  fields  of  his  sires  glittered  city  and  dome ; 

The  chieftain  no  longer  in  green  wood  and  glade. 

With  trophies  of  fame  wooed  the  dusky-haired  maid. 

And  the  voice  of  the  hunter  had  died  on  the  air. 

With  the  victor's  defiance  and  captive's  low  prayer. 

But  the  winds  and  the  waves  and  the  firmament's  scroll 

With  divinity  s^ill  were  instinct  to  his  soul ; 

At  midnight  the  war-horee  still  cleaved  the  blue  sky. 

As  it  bore  the  departed  to  mansions  on  high  : 

Still  dwelt  in  the  rock,  and  the  shell,  and  the  tide, 

A  tutelar  angel,  invisible  guide  ; 

Still  heard  he  the  tread  of  the  Deity  nigh. 

When  the  lightning's  wild  pinion  gleamed  bright  on  the  eye, 

And  saw  in  the  Northern-Lights  flashing  and  red. 

The  shades  of  his  fathere,  the  Dance  of  the  Dead  / 

And  scorning  the  works  and  abode  of  his  foe. 

The  pilgrim  turned  far  from  that  valley  of  wo. 

His  dark  eaffle  gaze  to  the  sun-gilded  West, 

Where  the  uur  land  of  shadows  lies  viewles  «ad  1 
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Again  I  beheld  him  where  swift  on  its  way, 

Leaped  the  cataract,  foaming  with  thunder  and  spray. 

To  the  whirlpool  lielow  from  the  dark  ledge  on  tugfa* 

While  the  surge  of  its  waters  commixed  with  the  sky, 

And  the  Iris  celestial  arched  bright  o'er  the  swell, 

Like  a  vision  of  heaven  descending  to  hell. 

The  dense  earth  thrilled  deep  to  the  voice  of  its  roar ; 

With  the  *  Thunder  of  Waters'  shook  forest  and  shore ; 

As  he  steered  his  frail  bark  to  the  horrible  verge, 

And  chanting  his  death  song  went  down  with  the  surge : 

On  !  on  I  mighty  Spirit ! 

I  welcome  thy  spray  ; 
As  the  prairie-bound  hunter 

The  dawning  of  day ; 
No  shackles  have  bound  thee, 

No  tyrant  imprest. 
The  hand  of  the  pale«race 

On  torrent  and  crest. 

Their  banners  are  waving, 

O'er  hill  top  and  plain  ; 
-The  stripes  of  oppression 

Blood-red  with  our  slain ; 
The  stars  of  their  glory 

And  greatness  and  fame  ; 
The  signs  of  our  weakness, 

The  signs  of  our  shame. 

The  green  woods  no  longer 

In  majesty  rise. 
To  sport  with  the  lightning. 

The  God  of  the  skies: 
There  are  chains  on  the  meadow 

And  chains  on  the  stTieam, 
And  our  hunting  grounds  pass 

Like  the  shades  of  a  dream. 

The  hatchet  is  broken, 

The  bow  is  unstrung ; 
The  bell  peals  afar, 

Where  the  shrill  war-whoop  rung ; 
The  council  fires  bum 

But  in  thoughts  of  the  Past, 
And  their  ashes  are  strewn 

To  the  merciless  blast 

But  though  we  have  perished 

Like  leaves  in  their  fall, 
Unhonored  with  trophies, 

Unmarked  by  a  pall ; 
When  our  uames  have  gone  out 

Like  a  flame  in  the  sea, 
Pale-Faced  shall  oiur  curse 

Cling  forever  to  ye  ! 

On!  on!  mighty  Spirit ! 

Unchecked  in  thy  way ; 
I  smile  on  thine  anger 

And  sport  with  thy  spray  ; 
The  soul  that  has  wrestled 

With  Life's  darkest  form,  '         * 

Shall  baffle  thy  madness, 

And  pass  in  the  storm. 
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'  They  do  n't  git  the  spirit  yet,  nohow/  said  the  sister. 

*  No,  they  do  n't,'  replied  Uie  brother.  *  I  calculate  we  shan't  get 
▼ery  warm  afore  to-morrow.  We  always  have  to  wait  till  Sister 
Blowoph  comes :  she  '11  start  a  meetin'  better  thanadozen  preachen.' 

'  Oh  yes,  she  's  a  host  herself.  I  remember  two  years  ago  there 
war  n't  a  convert  made  till  Sunday  noon.  Then  she  c-ome,  and  there 
was  mor'n  twenty  converted  that  night,  and  a  right  smart  of  'em 
afore  the  meetin'  broke  up.' 

From  these  remarks  I  concluded  this  sister  must  be  very  efficient 
in  the  good  work ;  and  felt  no  little  curiosity  to  see  her.     About 
two  hours  after  our  return  to  the  meeting,  while  a  quiet  and  very 
honest  man  was  preaching  in  the  place  recently  occupied  by  Brother 
Damall,  there  was  a  considerable  bustle  for  a  few  moments  arouiid 
the  main  entrance,  and  a  woman  was  ushered  into  the  assemblage, 
who,  I  felt  assured,  could  be  no  other  than  Sister  Blowoph.    She 
was  really  a  striking  personage,  to  figure  on  such  an  occasion.    She 
was  about  four  feet  two  inches  in  height,  and  of  a  uniform  width  of 
.three  feet,  from  the  shoulders  downward.     The  outlines  of  her  pe^ 
son  had  not  the  slighest  visible  curve.     A  straight  sack,  of  her  height 
and  circumference,  stuffed  and  dressed,  would  have  been  as  symme- 
trical.    She  wore  a  dark  brown  dress  of  coarse  Circassian.    The 
sleeves,  very  slightly  enlarged  at  the  top,  were  placed  above  the 
shoulder,  and  rose  in  a  smart,  ambitious  little  pun*  on  each  side  of 
her  small  head.     The  latter,  wearied  apparently  with  a  fruitless  en- 
deavor to  sustain  itself  against  the  encroachments  of  '  the  flesh'  had 
abandoned  the  contest,  and  settled  down  quietly,  just  in  time  to  pre- 
serve the  organs  of  hearing  against  the  rapacious  enemy.     The  skiit 
of  her  dress  was  briefer  even  than  the  figure  of  the  wearer ;  and 
revealed  in  all  their  glory  the  tops  of  a  pair  of  cowskin  boots,  and 
the  middle  latitude  of  a  pair  of  home-knit  woollen  hose.     But  its 
brevity  was  by  no  means  a  striking  peculiarity,  compared  with  iti 
narrowness ;  and  each  was  more  distinctly  exhibited  from  opposite 
points  of  view  :  the  latter  when  the  wearer's  face  was  turned  from 
you,  the  former  when  this  position  was  reversed.     The  shoulders 
were  partially  covered  with  a  very  small  cape  of  light  blue  calico, 
and  the  head  was  honored  with  an  ancient  *  straw  scoop.'     This  ex- 
traordinary figure  rolled  across  the  camp-ground,  its  little  head  bob- 
bing and  smiling  in  a  charming  manner,  and  at  length  seated  itself 
on  a  chair,  which  was  vacated  by  a  nimble  little  woman  on  its  ap- 
proach.    Several  significant  nods  and  smiles  exchanged  between 
the  more  zealous,  convinced  me  that  my  first  conjecture  was  true. 
This  was  Sister  Blowoph,  the  woman  who  had  been  so  graphically 
described  as  a  host  in  herself.     It  yet  remained  to  ascertain  m  what 
her  efficiency  consisted.      She  was  still  panting  from  the  recent 
effort,  and  could  not  have  been  reasonably  expected  to  commence 
her  labors  till  she  had  enjoyed  a  brief  period  of  repose.     But  Sister 
B.  was  not  subject  to  the  mortal  weakness  of  resting,  though  she 
appeared  to  be  to  that  of  eating.     The  most  bitter  and  distressing 
ffroans  were  soon  heard  to  issue  from  her  panting  form  ;  her  face, 
instead  of  fading,  grew  redder  every  moment ;  her  eyes  became  sof- 
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eyes  were  deep-set,  and  half-shaded  by  brows  that  pointed  down- 
ward from  all  directions,  giving  an  expression  of  indescribable  vil- 
lany  to  the  little  black,  shining;  restless  balls  that  glared  from  these 
hairy  caverns.  The  forehead  was  low,  compressed,  and  covered 
with  a  yellow  skin  drawn  like  parchment  over  it.  Immediately 
below,  the  face  expanded  laterally  to  an  enormous  width,  from  which 
it  tapered  again  to  a  wedgelike  point  in  the  long,  projecting  chin. 
But  his  smile  was  repulsive,  chilling ;  it  froze  every  genial  spring  in 
the  bosom,  and  made  you  feel  that  humanity  was  degraded  in  being 
linked  to  such  a  face  and  nature.  I  studied  this  smile  after- 
ward, and  am  bound  to  say  that  it  grew  more'  and  more  diaboli- 
cal at  ©very  change.  1  was  so  lost  in  contemplating  the  ex- 
traordinary character  of  the  face,  that  I  paid  no  attention  to  the 
words  which  issued  from  it.  When  therefore  an  elderly  sister,  who 
bad  observed  my  earnest  look,  congratulated  me  on  having  arrived 
early  enough  to  hear  Brother  Damall,  and  requested  the  favor  of  my 
opinion,  I  was  obliged  to  solicit  a  longer  time  to  make  it  up.  I  took 
the  liberty,  however,  of  suggesting  that  if  good  doQtrines  came  out- 
of  that  face,  it  was  one  of  the  greatest  paradoxes  I  had  ever  seen. 

*  Pair  o*  does,'  she  replied.  *  I  do  n't  know  nothing  about  them, 
but  we  all  know  Brother  Damall  is  the  powerfulest  preacher  we  *ve 
ever  had,  and  there  's  been  a  heap  on  'em,  first  and  last* 

*  But  his  face,  Madam.  If  he  were  as  eloquent  as  Gabriel,  his 
face  would  ruin  him  any  where.' 

*  Brother  Gabriel  never  has  preached  here,  I  t-eckon ;  I  do  n't  re- 
collect him.  But  if  he  did,  I  do  n't  think  he  could  be  smarter  than 
Brother  Damall,  nohow.  His  face  ain't  handsome,  I  know ;  but  if 
you  know'd  him  as  well  as  we  do,  he  would  n't  look  bad  to  you.* 

*  Is  he  so  good  a  man,  then,  as  to  make  you  love  him  by  his  deeds?' 

*  Yes,  he  is  that.  I  never  know'd  a  man  that  was  so  quick  to  see 
any  thing  that 's  wrong,  and  he  'd  tell  his  best  friend  the  next  minute  ; 
he  don't  mince  it  either  I  can  tell  you ;  but  let's  you  know  mighty  quick 
where  you  '11  go  to  if  you  do  n't  stop.' 

*  Indeed,  he  must  be  a  very  valuable  man  in  your  neighborhood. 
Does  he  ever  do  any  thing  wrong  himself  1' 

*  Not  often,  I  calculate  ;  but  he  will  call  himself  a  sinner,  because 
all  men  are ;  and  he  says  he  feels  sometimes  as  if  he  was  the  great- 
est one  livin'.' 

It  was  plain  that  Brother  Damall  wished  his  people  to  believe  him 
a  sinner  in  the  abstract  only  ;  an  unwilling,  but  helpless  victim  to 
the  depravity  which  shackles  the  purest,  as  well  as  the  vilest  of  his 
race.  I  was  strongly  inclined  to  think  he  spoke  the  truth,  and  that 
he  was  really  one  of  the  greatest  of  sinners. 

.  Soon  afler  this  sermon  closed,  the  signal  for  dinner  was  given,  and 
about  half  the  congregation  retired,  in  good  order,  without  the  long 
line  of  tents  to  the  tables.  They  were  spread  with  the  greatest 
abundance,  and  were  really  tempting,  to  appetites  sharpened  by  a 
long  ride  and  the  fresh  air  of  the  grove.  While  we  were  eating,  a 
brother  and  sister  near  me  took  up  a  lamentation  over  the  smallneaB 
of  the  meeting,  and  the  coldness  of  those  present. 
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*  They  do  n't  git  the  spirit  yet,  nohow/  said  the  Bister. 

*  No,  they  do  n't,'  replied  die  brother.  *  I  calculate  we  shan't  get 
▼ery  warm  afore  to-morrow.  We  always  have  to  wait  till  Sister 
Blowoph  comes :  she  '11  start  a  meetin'  better  than  a  dozen  preachers.' 

'  Oh  yes,  she 's  a  host  herself.  I  remember  two  years  ago  there 
war  n't  a  convert  made  till  Sunday  noon.  Then  she  come,  and  there 
was  mor'n  twentv  converted  that  night,  and  a  right  smart  of  'em 
afore  the  meetin'  broke  up.' 

From  these  remarks  I  concluded  this  sister  must  be  very  efficient 
in  the  good  work ;  and  felt  no  little  curiosity  to  see  her.  About 
two  hours  after  our  return  to  the  meeting,  while  a  quiet  and  very 
honest  man  was  preaching  in  the  place  recently  occupied  by  Brother 
Damall,  there  was  a  considerable  bustle  for  a  few  moments  around 
the  main  entrance,  and  a  woman  was  ushered  into  the  assemblage, 
who,  I  felt  assured,  could  be  no  other  than  Sister  Blowoph.  Me 
was  really  a  striking  personage,  to  figure  on  such  an  occasion.  She 
was  about  four  feet  two  inches  in  height,  and  of  a  uniform  width  of 
three  feet,  from  the  shoulders  downward.  The  outlines  of  her  pe^ 
son  had  not  the  slighest  visible  curve.  A  straight  sack,  of  her  height 
and  circumference,  stuffed  and  dressed,  would  have  been  as  symme- 
trical. She  wore  a  dark  brown  dress  of  coarse  Circassian.  The 
sleeves,  very  slightly  enlarged  at  the  top,  were  placed  above  the 
shoulder,  and  rose  in  a  smart,  ambitious  little  pun*  on  each  side  of 
her  small  head.  The  latter,  wearied  apparently  with  a  fruitless  en- 
deavor to  sustain  itself  against  the  encroachments  of  *  the  flesh'  had 
abandoned  the  contest,  and  settled  down  quietly,  just  in  time  to  pre- 
serve the  organs  of  hearing  against  the  rapacious  enemy.  The  skirt 
of  her  dress  was  briefer  even  than  tlie  figure  of  the  wearer ;  and 
revealed  in  all  their  glory  the  tops  of  a  pair  of  cowskin  boots,  and 
the  middle  latitude  of  a  pair  of  home-knit  woollen  hose.  But  its 
brevity  was  by  no  means  a  striking  peculiarity,  compared  with  its 
narrowness ;  and  each  was  more  distinctly  exhibited  from  opposite 
points  of  view  :  the  latter  when  the  wearer's  face  was  turned  from 
you,  the  former  when  this  position  was  reversed.  The  shoulders 
were  partially  covered  with  a  very  small  cape  of  light  blue  calico, 
and  the  head  was  honored  with  an  ancient '  straw  scoop.'  This  ex- 
traordinary figure  rolled  across  the  camp-ground,  its  little  head  bob- 
bing and  smiling  in  a  charming  manner,  and  at  length  seated  itself 
on  a  chair,  which  was  vacated  by  a  nimble  little  woman  on  its  ap- 
proach. Several  significant  nods  and  smiles  exchanged  between 
the  more  zealous,  convinced  me  that  my  first  conjecture  was  true. 
This  was  Sister  Blowoph,  the  woman  who  had  been  so  graphically 
described  as  a  host  in  herself.  It  yet  remained  to  ascertain  in  whiU 
her  efficiency  consisted.  She  was  still  panting  from  the  recent 
effort,  and  could  not  have  been  reasonably  expected  to  commence 
her  labors  till  she  had  enjoyed  a  brief  period  of^  repose.  But  Sister 
B.  was  not  subject  to  the  mortal  weakness  of  resting,  though  she 
appeared  to  be  to  that  of  eating.  The  most  bitter  and  distressing 
ffroans  were  soon  heard  to  issue  from  her  panting  form  ;  her  face, 
instead  of  fading,  grew  redder  every  moment ;  her  eyes  became  Ba£- 
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fused ;  ber  chest  heaved,  and  she  appeared,  although  the  discourse 
then  in  progress  was  a  very  quiet  one,  to  be  laboring  under  a  high 
degree  of  excitement.  Her  groans  were  soon  responded  to ;  her 
wailings  and  ejaculations  seemed  to  harrow  every  bosom ;  and  when 
the  sermon  closed,  and  she  fell  on  her  knees,  there  was  a  general 
outburst,  and  response  of  prayers,  shrieks,  and  lamentations. 

Sister  Blowoph  enjoyed  no  undeserved  reputation.  Her  industry 
was  great,  her  zeal  greater,  and  her  power  and  readiness  surpassed 
them  both.  Her  energies  seemed  to  be  perfectly  kindled  by  the  short 
exercise  which  she  led,  after  the  sermon ;  and  she  rose  from  her 
humble  position,  evidently  prepared  for  any  thing  that  might  be  de- 
manded of  her. 

Brother  Damall  led  the  meeting  ;  preaching  frequently  himself, 
and  always  dictating  from  the  stand,  at  the  close  of  every  sermon, 
the  order  to  be  observed  till  the  horn  was  blown  to  summon  the 
audience  to  another.  One  of  his  favorite  injunctions  on  these  occa- 
sions was  to  gather  in  the  tents  to  prayer.  He  usually  delivered  it 
smiling  and  rubbing  his  hands.  He  exhorted  the  brethren  and  sis- 
ters to  remember  that  nothing  could  be  done  without  prayer ;  that 
ho  and  his  colleagues  might  preach  from  the  stand  till  doomsday, 
but  they  could  never  convert  a  soul  without  the  prayers  of  all.  He 
generally  added,  it  was  more  convenient  and  fitting  for  the  sisters  to 
assemble  on  one  siae  and  the  brethren  on  the  other,  and  he  hoped 
his  brother  ministers  would  distribute  themselves  among  the  tents, 
and  remember  that  their  hope  of  converting  souls  lay  in  prayer.  I 
watched  this  villain's  steps  and  deeds  closely,  in  order  to  ascertain 
whether  or  not  his  face  libelled  his  heart ;  and  became  convinced 
that  it  did  not  tell  half  the  truth.  He  never  entered  the  tents  in 
which  the  men  were  assembled  for  pi-ayer ;  but  he  could  be  seen 
standing  over  the  kneeling  form  of  some  trembling  girl,  and  look- 
ing upon  her  with  a  fiendish  smile  that  chilled  the  heart  of  the  be- 
holder. 

He  descanted  much  and  often  on  the  efficacy  and  want  of  prayer, 
but  never  opened  his  own  lips  to  utter  a  petition  during  the  whole 
time  that  we  witnessed  his  proceedings.  1  pondered  much  over  the 
cause  of  this  singular  conduct.  He  was  evidently  a  rank  impostor. 
But  he  either  had  too  much  moral  sense  left  to  dare  approach  his 
Maker  in  that  most  sacred  of  all  attitudes ;  or  else  he  was  too  in- 
dolent to  perform  a  duty  which  must  have  been  extremely  onerous 
to  a  nature  like  his  under  any  circumstances ;  but  more  especially 
so  there,  where  so  much  fire  and  zeal  were  demanded  by  the  feelings 
of  the  listeners.  Invainably  when  the  season  of  devotion  came,  he 
called  on  some  honest  brother  or  sister.  His  wishes  werer  always 
uttered  as  commands.  When  a  *  prayer  ring'  was  to  be  formed,  he 
announced  it  at  the  close  of  a  sermon,  in  something  like  the  follow- 
ing style,  rubbing  his  hands,  and  wearing  all  the  tirafe  bis  diabolical 
smile. 

*  We  are  coming  down  now  to  pray  in  the  altar  for  the  conversion 
of  souls  whose  damnation  isjust  going  into  the  record  books  of 
heaven.    We  are  going  to  ofier  them  one  more  chance.    We  sbaU 
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come  down  and  pray  and  sing  a  verse  or  two,  and  we  shall  expect  ^ 
all  that  do  n't  want  to  be  written  damned  forever  to  come  forwaid-^ 
while  we  are  doing  it,  and  kneel  down  in  the  altar.     Half  an  hour'iE' 
waiting  will  make  it  too  late ;    come  at  once,  all  that  will  come.^ 
Mercy  can't  wait  longer  for  sinners  that  deserve  damnation  for  ever^ 
day  and  hour  of  their  lives,  (advancing  to  the  steps  and  still  rubbing 
his  hands.)     We  are  coming  down  now.'     After  tnis  regal  announce^ 
ment,  he  stepped  down,  walked  out  in  the  centre  of  the  altar,  and 
imperatively  commanded  one  of  the  sisters,  who  had  dropped  in  to 
share  the  labors,  to  pray.  While  this  was  being  done,  he  promenadeJ 
the  inclosure,  still  rubbing  his  hands,  smiling  on  those  whom  he 
wished  to  draw  within  the  circle ;  and  contemplating  those  who, 
alarmed  and  excited,  rushed  in  from  time  to  time  and  buried  their 
faces  in  the  seats,  with  a  look  which  I  could  liken  to  nothing  but  that 
with  which  an  amateur  butcher  regards  a  fine  lamb.     When  the 
prayer  ceased,  the  verae  or  two  were  performed ;  always  by  himself     " 
m  a  most  execrable  style  ;  a  ^.ort  exhortation  was  then  delivered, 
generally  in  the  following  style  : 

•  Well,  we  have  prayed  and  sung,  and  some  of  you  that  want  to  be 
saved  have  come  in ;  but  you  have  n't  all  come.  We  '11  give  you  a 
little  longer  time  to  escape  from  hell,  and  then  if  you  won't,  you 
must  be  damned.     We  '11  sing  a  verse  or  two  more,  and  we  shall 

•  expect  you  all  to  come  in.  Do  n't  wait  to  think  what  other  folks 
will  say  to  see  you  come  in,  but  think  how  all  hell  will  roar  with 
laughter  for  every  one  that  stays  away.  Now  then,  while  we  sing, 
come  in.'  There  was  one  redeeming  feature  in  these  blasphemous 
exhortations.  The  daring  wretch  who  uttered  them  seldom  named 
the  name  of  God.  He  could  join  in  the  exultations  of  fiends  over 
lost  souls,  but  never  in  the  joys  of  purer  spirits. 

The  exercises  thus  introduced  were  termed  prayer  ringrs.  They 
were  scenes  of  confusion  of  which  the  most  powerful  language 
would  convey  but  a  faint  description.  I  expressed  something  like 
this  in  the  hearing  of  a  brother. 

*  Oh,'  said  he,  *  this  is  no  account,  nohow ;  wait  till  ailer  night,  if 
you  want  to  see  the  meeting  awake.' 

I  did  so,  and  found  the  good  brother  had  not  exaggerated.  At 
dark  candles  were  lighted,  and  placed  in  the  trees,  on  the  posts 
around  the  stand,  and  along  the  tent  doors.  As  soon  as  this  was  done, 
Brother  Damall  rose  on  the  stand,  and  announced  that  a  prayer  ring 
would  be  formed  in  the  altar  for  the  salvation  of  lost  souls.  AAer 
the  usual  blasphemous  harangue,  he  advanced  to  the  steps,  and  said, 
*  We  8Lre  coming  down  now  to  pray  for  you  lost  and  damned  sinnen, 
and  if  you  do  n't  come  in  you  will  go  to  hell  in  spite  of  us.*  In  the 
altar  were  a  few  seats  and  scattered  chairs,  across  which  several 
women  and  a  few  men  were  already  kneeling.  I  recognised  Sister 
Blowoph's  scanty  skirt  under  one  of  the  dropping  candles;  but 
whether  she  was  kneeling  or  not  it  was  impossible  to  tell.  When- 
Brother  Damall  had  advanced  near  the  centre  of  the  altar,  he  turned 
abruptly,  looked  sharply  at  one  of  the  kneeling  figures,  and  speaking 
in  the  most  peremptory  tone,  ordered  Sister  Harris  to  pray.    She 


1846.]  A  Camp-Meeting  in  Prairie  Land.  30i 

opened  her  petition  with  a  few  words  which  were  inaudible,  amid 
)£•  half  suppressed  groans,  and  the  bustle  of  people  hurrying  in 
&>m  their  seats  outside.  But  her  voice  soon  rose ;  the  groaUiS  and 
ejaculations  increased ;  shrieks  were  heard,  hands  were  clapped ; 
many  joined  in  with  the  leading  prayer,  others  took  up  short  pithy 
sentences  uttered  by  their  neighbors,  and  repeated  them  with  great 
jrAbidity.  One  man  prayed  that  they  might  be  *  led  out  of  the  cap- 
d^y  of  sin.'  His  next  neighbor  took  up  the  sentence,  and  shouted 
-la^Qudly  as  his  broken  breath  and  high  excitement  would  permit, 
^^Cjpad  us  out !  lead  us  out !  lead  us  out  !*  Another  prayed  that  they 
might '  be  held  up  in  their  trials  and  difficulties.'  This  was  seized 
upon  by  a  person  near  the  first  one,  and  they  shouted  alternately, 
•Hold  us  up/  *  lead  us  out,*  *  hold  us  up,*  *  lead  us  out,'  as  long  as  I 
was  wit1ii|i  bearing.  All  this  time  others  were  praying,  singing, 
shouting,  X^apping  hands,  swinging  to  and  fro  upon  their  knees, 
groaning,'  ^hheking,  screaming. 

The  altar  was  crowded.  The  voice  of  Sister  Harris  was  lost ;  and 
indeed,\iO  words  were  intelligible  save  those  uttered  by  persons  di- 
rectly at  your'side.  The  crowd  pressed  up  against  the  railing,  and 
the  situation  was  becoming  very  uncomfortable.  But  our  little  party 
maintained  its  union,  and  we  concluded  to  linger  a  few  minutes 
longer,  to  see  if  any  new  feature  could  be  added  to  a  scene  that 
already  beggared  all  description.  We  felt  some  interest,  also,  to 
learn  how  Brother  Damall  was  employed  during  this  extraordinaiy 
period.  1  was  satisfied  that,  if  any  convenient  opportunity  presented, 
oe  would  throw  off  the  assumed  character,  and  indulge  in  the  luxury 
of  ajiatural  manifestation.  Afler  some  etfort,  my  fnend  discovered 
him  'kneeling  across  a  chair,  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  altar ;  his 
hailds  clasped,  and  his  face  wearing  an  expression  of  the  niost  de-' 
yout  entreaty.  It  was  worth  some  effort  to  discover  whether  he 
was  really  engaged  as  he  appeared  to  be,  or  not.  But,  as  all  sounds 
were  becoming  more  indistinct  in  the  general  Babel,  it  was  impos- 
sible to  ascertain  this  without  placing  ourselves  close  beside  him. 
Accordingly,  keeping  the  inside  of  the  curious  and  excited  crowd, 
we  made  our  way  around  till  We  came  opposite  him*  His  lips 
moved,  but  the  sounds,  if  any  came  forth,  were  inaudible,  till  one  of 
us  bent  toward  him,  and  found  him  uttering  the  words,  *0h,  thunder ! 
thunder!  thunder  !'  in  a  tone  expressive  of  a  satisfaction  and  triumph 
that  were  irrepressible !  His  imposture  was  completely  unniasked. 
The  confusion  had  favored  his  desire  to  have  a  little  confidential  in- 
tercourse with  himself,  and  he  was  enjoying  it  in  the  elegant  terms 
just  stated  ! 

Shocked  and  disgusted,  beyond  measure,  with  the  whole  scene, 
we  went  to  a  little  cabin  near  the  camp  ground,  where  we  had  been 
very  hospitably  invited  to  take  beds  for  the  night,  and  attempted  to 
sleep.  The  noise  increased,  and  the  deep  wood  echoed  to  sounds 
more  frightful  and  abhorrent  than  the  war-whoop  and  death-song 
of  the  Indian,  till  past  midnight,  when  our  wearied  senses  were  lost 
in  sleep. 

At  early  sunrise  a  horn  was  bldwn  fic^m  the  stand,  and  in  a  few 
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moments  the  whole  camp-ground  presented  a  lively  sceBC  of  pre- 
paration for  the  day.  The  breakfast  fires  sent  their  light  blue  smoke 
curling  through  the  dewy  tree-tops ;  white  cloths  were  spread  about 
on  the  turf.  Forms  were  glancing  to  and  fro  among  the  tents ;  little 
children  who  had  forgotten  where  they  went  to  sleep  were  gazing 
delightedly  about,  and  endeavoring  to  recollect  how  they  came  in 
such  a  fairy  place.  A  few  tidy  maidens  were  sweeping  the  stand 
with  bough  brooms;  careful  matrons  were  depositing  articles  of 
dress  in  safe  places  ;  those  who  cooked  were  compounding  dodgers, 
biscuits,  etc. ;  coffee-kettles  were  bubbling ;  '  chicken  fixens'  were 
smoking ;  and  every  thing  indicated  that  a  lively  day  was  opening 
upon  us. 

BrotheV  Dam  all  delivered  a  short  discourse  before  breakfast,  in 
which  he  more  than  suggested  that  it  seemed  advisable  to  him  to 
change  somewhat  their  mode  of  proceeding.  And  as  prayer  had 
not  been  very  efficacious  in  awakening  the  damned,  he  thoaght  it 
best  to  exhort  and  sing  more.  He  would  recommend  less  public 
and  more  private  prayer ;  and  expressed  himself  decidedly  confi- 
dent that  the  secret  petitions  of  the  brethren  and  sisters,  seconded 
by  singing  and  exhoitation,  would  be  more  efficient  than  the  means 
they  had  previously  adopted. 

He  was  evidently  clearing  the  field  for  himself.  After  preaching, 
singing  and  exhortation  were  his  only  resources.  In  the  former  he 
enjoyed  some  celebrity.  One  of  the  sisters  had  predicted  at  the 
close  of  his  sermon  on  the  previous  day,  that  when  he  sang  I  would 
say  I  had  never  heard  such  a  singer  open  his  mouth.  The  good 
lady's  words  were  literally  true,  though  not  in  the  sense  which  she 
meant  to  convey.  He  sang  wretchedly.  There  were  a  hundred 
persons  on  the  ground  whose  singing  was  infinitely  superior  to  his* 
and  yet  he  had  contrived  so  to  master  the  affections  and  even  the 
senses  of  these  people,  that  their  very  ears  refused  to  do  their 
duty. 

When  his  discourse,  which  was  very  brief,  closed,  the  breakfast 
signal  was  given,  and  we  were  just  stepping  out  to  the  tables,  when 
Sister  Blowoph  emerged  from  one  of  the  tents,  like  a  morning  cloud 
from  the  palace  of  the  young  day.  She  was  clad  in  a  sky-blue  silk, 
briefer  in  front  than  the  brown  dress  of  yesterday,  and  if  possible, 
a  trifle  narrower  on  the  opposite  side.  The  cow-skin  boots  were 
still  the  same,  rejoicing  only  in  the  additional  lustre  of  a  new  coat 
of  tallow  ;  the  butternut  hose  still  looked  out  between  ;  the  straw 
scoop  was  still  fresh  and  shady;  and  the  blue  calico  cape  had 
been  replaced  by  a  bright  orange  bandanna  handkerchief.  Sister 
Blowoph  was  evidently  to  be  the  distinguished  personage  of  the 
day  —  and  a  most  ethereal-looking  one  she  was,  saving  the  boots, 
hose  and  kerchief.  The  effect  of  her  costume  was  at  times  exceed- 
ingly picturesque.  She  was  a  moveable  back-ground  of  cloud,  rising 
up  frequently  in  the  most  unexpected  quarters,  and  disappearing 
as  suddenly. 

Seats  at  the  tables  were  under  no  regulations.  People  sat  down 
wherever  they  chose  as  long  as  there  were  any  vacant  juacoB.    And 
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I  eoald  not  forbear  embracing  this  delightful  liberty,  to  fall  into  the 
wake  of  Sister  Blowoph,  and  seat  myself  by  her  side.  When  our 
plates  were  filled  and  the  coffee  served,  she  looked  sharply  out  of 
her  fet  little  eyes  at  my  tumbler  of  water,  and  addressing  me  very 
abroptly,  said,  *  Young  woman,  do  you  love  the  Lord  t' 

"Wnat  connection  there  was  between  the  use  of  the  pure  element 
which  seemed  to  have  excited  her  disgust  and  the  moral  duty  on 
which  she  interrogated  me,  did  not  clearly  appear ;  but  I  replied 
that  such  different  ideas  were  entertained  as  to  what  constituted 
love  to  God,  that  it  might  be  difficult  to  answer  her  question. 

*  Have  you  ever  been  convicted  of  sin  V 

*  Oh  yes !  every  day  of  my  life.' 

*  Do  n't  you  tremble  when  you  think  what  a  sipner  you  are  before 
the  Lord  V 

*  If  I  do,'  I  replied,  *  it  will  not  be  more  apparent  to  Him  that  I 
confess  it  to  you. 

This  placed  the  good  woman  on  her  favorite  ground.  *  Oh,  the 
pride  of  the  carnal  heart!'  she  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  which  drew  all 
eyes  toward  us.  '  Oh,  the  wickedness  of  the  nateral  sperit !  Ashamed 
(^  Jesus,  that  died  on  the  cross  for  your  sins  !  The  carnal  appetite 
(here  she  paused  to  introduce  the  limb  of  a  fowl  to  her  masticating 
organs,)  is  inemy  against  the  good  sperit !  Oh,  the  sinfulness  of 
the  nateral  heart !  Young  woman,  if  you  do  n't  repent  and  confess 
your  sins,  you  '11  be  lost !  I  feel  as  if  I  should  have  to  answer  for 
you  at  the  day  of  judgment !  You  must  come  to  the  Saviour  while 
he  's  got  marcy  for  you  !' 

By  this  time  she  had  set  into  the  rocking  motion  and  whining  tone 
which  seemed  to  constitute  much  of  the  essential  efficacy  of  her  ex- 
hortations ;  and  I  took  advantage  of  a  short  pause  to  stop  the  mali- 
cious laugh  of  my  friends,  who  were  seated  in  enviable  security  at 
a  little  distance,  and  the  distressful  groans  that  began  to  be  poured 
forth  on  every  side  over  the  sinner. 

*  But,  my  good  Madam,'  said  I,  *  not  so  loud.  If  you  mean  to  re- 
monstrate with  me  upon  my  sins,  it  is  a  little  indelicate,  not  to  say 
unfriendly,  to  call  the  whole  company  to  witness  my  condition  and 
your  reproof  Beside,  I  have  a  slight  preference  for  enjoying  the 
liberty  which  has  been  bestowed  on  me  of  confessing  my  sins  to  my 
Maker  alone ;  and  still  more,  how  should  I  know  that  you,  who 
summon  me  to  this  duty,  are  not  a  greater  sinner  than  I  am  V 

*Me  a  sinner!'  she  exclaimed,  trembling  with  indignation,  and 
speaking  in  her  shrillest  key  ;  *  me  a  sinner  I'  But  suddenly  recol- 
lecting that  Brother  Damall  taught  that  all  men,  and  women  too, 
were  sinners,  she  assumed  an  air  of  the  deepest  humility,  and  added, 
*  Ah,  yes !  we  're  all  sinners  I  As  St.  Job  says,  *  we  're  all  strayed 
away  and  come  short;'  there  ain't  none  that  does  good;  no,  not 
one.* 

*  Very  well  then.  Madam,  I  call  on  you  to  confess  your  sins,  or 
expect  the  fate  which  you  do  not  hesitate  to  pronounce  on  me. 
Wicked  woman,'  I  added,  assuming  her  own  style,  *  how  do  you 
know  that  you  are  not  waited  for  at  this  instant  V    She  groaned. 
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'  How  do  you  know  but  your  fate  is  recorded^  and  you  are  sentenced 
to  eternal  perdition  !     And  if -you  are,  what  can  save  you  but  th^ 
mercy  which  you  deny  to  others  1     Does  not  St.  Job,  whom  you 
have  just  cited,  enjoin  us  to  eschew  ornament,  and  avoid  all  decora- 
tion of  the  person] — and  here  are  you,  an  elderly  woman,  who 
ought  to  be  a  mother  in  Israel,  and  a  pattern  for  the  younger  mem- 
bers of  the  flock,  dressed  in  a  sky-blue  silk,  with  an  orange  shawl! 
How  can  you  reprove  me,  who  wear  a  garb  so  much  more  consist- 
ent with  Christian  plainness  ]     Does  not  the  same  saint  prohibit 
the  indulgence  of  the  carnal  appetite  ?  yet  you  have  consumed  fiTe 
cups  of  coffee,  while  I  have  taken  but  half  a  tumbler  of  pure  wa- 
ter.    But  sinful  as  these  things  are,  I  forbear  calling  the  attention 
of  the  company  to  them  ;  and  only  exhort  you  to  think  on  them  and 
mend  your  ways  before  the  days  come  in  which  mercy  will  not  be 
found  of  you.' 

Here  I  paused  in  my  exhortation.  I  had  spoken  in  the  gentlest 
tones,  but  my  neighbor's  face  was  nevertheless  purple  with  rage. 

*  Young  woman,'  she  replied,  her  small  head  shaking  with  pas- 
sion, *  Brother  Damall  shall  talk  to  you.  He  *11  let  you  know  who  'b 
a  sinner,  I  reckon,  afore  he  's  done  with  you.' 

*  I  shall  be  exceedingly  obliged  to  him  for  such  information. 
Ma'am,'  I  replied ;  and  our  meal  being  over,  the  cloud  departed  in 
a  tempest,  and  I  rose  and  rejoined  my  friends. 

The  proceedings  of  this  day  were  very  similar  to  those  of  the 
previous  one.  Sister  Blowoph's  half-buried  eyes  twinkled  daggers 
once  or  twice,  when  they  rested  on  our  party ;  and  Brother  Damall 
more  than  once  made  a  demonstration  of  approaching ;  an  event 
most  ardently  desired  by  each  of  us.  But  he  never  consummated 
his  purpose. 

In  the  afternoon  we  fell  into  conversation  with  an  elderly  gentle- 
man and  his  wife,  who  were  also  zealous  leaders  in  the  good  woxk« 
but  of  a  very  different  stamp  from  those  already  introduced.  The 
husband  had  come  from  Virginia,  long  years  ago,  and  had  moved 
from  place  to  place  at  different  times  to  escape  the  Yankees.  The 
woman,  then  by  his  side,  had  been  his  companion  in  all  his  wander- 
ings ;  and  now,  when  the  heads  of  both  were  whitened  with  age, 
they  were  living  in  a  little  cabin  about  five  miles  distant;  their 
home  as  new  as  if  both  had  just  brought  from  paternal  firesides  the 
vigor  and  hopes  of  youth  wherewith  to  build  themselves  up  among 
men. 

This  I  learned  in  a  few  words  from  the  honest,  unassuming  wi6, 
whose  strong,  dark  face  beamed  goodness  and  intelligence.  Her 
language,  rough  and  unpolished  though  it  was,  was  filled  with 
meaning,  and  bespoke  a  soul  that  neither  sought  nor  needed  dis- 
guise. 

Her  husband  was  an  open-browed,  noble-looking  man,  slightly 
bent,  but  hale,  and  still  athletic  and  sprightly.  He  was  one  of  the 
true  noblemen  of  these  primitive  regions,  strong  in  mind,  generous 
in  spirit,  fearless  and  prompt  in  action.  He  had  been  many  yemn 
^  niember  of  the  church ;  his  house  had  been  the  home  of  the  tHetrgj 
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until  Mr.  Damall  came  among  them.  He  did  not  like  him,  he  said, 
at  the  first,  and  had  found  no  occasion  to  change  his  mind.  He  was 
right  sorry ;  some  of  the  brethren  and  sisters  thought  a  heap  of 
him,  but  he  always  seemed  to  him  a  mighty  mean  man.  Ana  his 
preachin'  he  did  n*t  think  was  much  account.  He  liked  to  hear  a 
man  say  a  pleasant  thing- sometimes,  and  he  never  did  hear  that  yet 
from  him.  *  And  I  calculate,'  said  he,  *  that  he/11  put  for  tall  tim- 
ber one  of  these  days,  and  our  folks  *11  find  they  *ve  been  barking 
up  the  wrong  tree.' 

T  asked  his  opinion  of  camp-meetings  in  general.  He  looked  at 
me  with  some  surprise,  and  then  said, 

*  Oh,  I  reckon  a  power  of  good  may  be  done  by  'em  when  they  're 
"well  led.  I  've  know'd  a  heap  of  folks  to  be  converted  at  camp- 
meetings  that  would  never  have  heer'd  a  sarraont  any  where  else.' 

*  And  are  these  conversions,'  I  asked,  *  as  likely  to  prove  perma- 
nent as  those  which  take  place  under  less  excitement  ]' 

*  Why,  I  reckon  that  's  pretty  much  as  folks  choose  for  them- 
selves,' said  the  sensible  old  man.  *  I  've  know'd  a  right  smart  of 
men,  and  women  too,  in  my  time,  that  have  lived  and  died  good 
Christians,  that  got  their  first  religion  at  a  camp-meeting.  But  it 
was  n't  under  such  preachin'  as  we  are  going  to  have  now,'  point- 
ing to  the  stand  where  Brother  Damall  was  already  stationed,  book 
in  band,  ready  for  another  onslaught  upon  his  fellow-sinners. 

*  My  text  this  afternoon,  brethren,'  said  he,  *  is  in  the  words  fol- 
lowing, viz  :  *  And  the  wicked  shall  go  away  into  everlasting  pun- 
ishment, prepared  for  the  devil  and  his  angels.' ' 

Disgusted  with  the  grossness  of  his  imposture  and  the  unmiti* 
gated  hate  displayed  in  his  discourses,  we  wandered  out  into  the 
grove  to  enjoy  the  quiet  and  beauty  that  lay  around  us,  until  this 
vulgar  reservoir  of  anathema  should  be  exhausted.  We  had  to 
walk  some  distance  to  place  ourselves  beyond  the  reach  of  his 
voice,  but  were  amply  repaid  by  the  deep  repose  to  which  nature 
invited  us  in  those  deep  recesses.  It  was  near  the  close  of  summer. 
Vegetation  had  nearly  perfected  itself,  and  was  awaiting  the  touch 
of  decay  with  a  resignation  indicative  of  the  success  of  its  mission. 
There  were  a  silence  and  rest  in  the  deep  wood  which  contrasted 
powerfully  with  the  stir  and  hum  we  had  just  left.  No  one  was 
abroad  in  the  direction  we  had  chosen.  The  very  leaves  hung  mo- 
tionless upon  their  stems.  The  intense  sunlight  poured  over  the 
forest  and  shot  through  the  dense^foliage  upon  the  herbage  below, 
in  beams  as  changeless  to  the  eye  as  if  eternal  day  had  come  and 
the  fountain  of  light  were  never  again  to  be  closed.  The  very  birds 
had  sought  rest  in  the  shade,  and  the  only  sound  that  broke  the  deep 
stillness  was  the  soft  murmur  of  the  little  brook  as  it  bubbled  over 
the  roots  .and  broken  branches  that  crossed  its  bed.  It  had  wrought 
a  small  basin  at  the  foot  of  a  stately  oak,  whose  roots  struck  across 
into  the  opposite  bank ;  and  here,  embraced  with  piled  moss  and 
fringed  with  graceful  flower-stems,  whose  petals  had  long  since 
floated  down  its  tiny  current,  the  waters  rested  on  their  way,  nest- 
ling and  whispering  softly  to  the  wood.  *• 
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While  we  lingered  on  its  bank,  two  or  three  gray  squirrels  glanced 
along  beneath  a  nut-tree  on  our  right.  They  were  evidently  recon- 
noitring for  the  approaching  harvest,  which  the  bending  boughs 
promised  should  be  very  abundant.  As  we  were  contemplating 
their  movements  the  leaves  began  to  shake  and  the  sunny  spots  to 
dance  upon  the  turf.  The  spirit  of  motion  had  come  abroad  over 
the  wood.  Sounds  from  the  distant  crowd  swelled  fieiintly  on  the 
wind ;  the  shadows  began  to  lengthen,  and  at  intervals  disappear 
altogether,  and  there  was  a  hollo  wness  in  the  air  "Which  indicated 
an  approaching  conflict  of  the  elements. 

We  bent  our  steps  to  the  camp-ground.  When  we  arrived  Bro- 
ther Damall  had  finished  his  discourse.  It  was  pronounced  by  an 
elderly  brother  near  us  to  be  * «  peeler  Jor  dinners? 

A  shower  was  rising  in  the  south-west.  Heavy  masses  of  black 
cloud  had  already  mounted  half-way  to  the  zenith.  The  wind  came 
in  gusts,  and  the  tops  of  the  trees  bent  and  rose  under  it  like  the 
heaving  of  the  ocean.  Every  thing  was  gathered  hastily  beneath 
the  tents,  and  the  people  sat  within  them  waiting  the  tempest.  The 
sun  went  down.  A  few  candles  were  lighted,  but  they  were  more 
quickly  extinguished ;  and  the  camp-ground  without  was  soon  in- 
volved in  profound  darkness.  Here  and  there  a  straggling  light 
shone  dimly  through  the  cloth  tent,  whose  inmates  sat  huddled  in 
silence ;  and  occasionally  the  voice  of  prayer  or  the  singing  of  a 
hymn  greeted  the  ear. 

We  lefl  the  camp-ground  early,  grateful  that  a  secure  shelter 
from  the  impending  storm  awaited  us.  It  was  long  before  we  slept 
The  gusty  wind,  the  booming  thunder,  the  lightning  glare,  coupled 
with  the  thought  of  the  helpless  crowd  who  were  awaiting  the 
drenching  rain,  banished  sleep.  The  sublime,  the  sympathetic  and 
the  ludicrous  were  never  more  strongly  mingled.  Contrasted  widi 
the  waning  of  the  elements  was  the  image  of  Sister  Blowoph,  the 
glories  of  the  *  sky-blue'  violated  by  the  ruthless  storm  ;  the  upright 
scoop  soaked  and  drooping  from  its  fair  proportions ;  the  nobons 
dishevelled,  the  orange  kerchief  wrinkled  and  lustreless ;  nothing 
left  of  all  the  brilliancy  which  had  shone  on  the  morning  but  the 
cow-skin  boots  and  butternut  hose.  The  catastrophe  deserved 
graver  treatment  than  the  peals  of  laughter  which  its  bare  anticipa- 
tion drew  from  us. 

But  while  we  were  thus  indulging  in  half-ludicrous,  half-painful 
fancies,  the  shower  lingered  strangely.  The  lightning  played  over 
the  black  heavens,  the  thunder  rolled  fearfully,  and  the  wind  rushed 
through  the  grove  as  if  all  were  acting  in  concert  for  the  detection 
of  some  evil  spirit  lurking  in  the  wood.  A  little  afler  midnight  the 
rain  began  to  fall ;  at  first  in  large  and  distant  drops,  then  by  smaUer 
ones,  so  close  upon  each  other  that  the  whole  atmosphere  seemed 
a  falling  ocean.  The  shower  was  one  of  the  heaviest  that  ever 
falls,  even  in  this  country  of  heavy  showers.  It  drenched  our  little 
cabin,  and  drove  many  of  the  sleepers,  who  were  lying  on  their 
cloaks  in  the  next  room,  to  a  frequent  change  of  place.  What 
then,  we  thought,  would  be  the  condition  of  the  crowds  gathered 
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n  those  frail  tents  1  But  morning  came  at  last  to  tell  us.  The 
min  had  ceased  about  three  o'clock,  and  the  sun  rose  clear  over  the 
sparkling  grove.  Where  the  branches  were  thickly  woven  the  light 
seemed  struggling  through  a  vault  of  flashing  gems.  The  grass 
ind  numerous  plants  bent  beneath  the  weight  of  the  large  drgps 
that  hung  upon  them ;  and  the  leaves,  as  their  burthens  fell  from 
[me  to  another,  resumed  their  natural  positions  with  a  slight  and 
lively  motion,  that  formed  one  of  the  most  charming  features  of  the 
scene.  The  birds  rejoiced  in  the  fragrant  air,  the  bright  sun  and 
the  glittering  leaves,  and  hopped  from  branch  to  branch,  twittering 
md  uttering  songs,  broken  into  fragments  by  the  deep  joy  of  the 
liour. 

We  wandered  toward  the  camp-ground.  The  fire-places  were 
irenched  and  the  ashes  beaten  into  little  pools  that  were  now  drained. 
The  charred  logs  shone  coldly  in  the  morning  sun,  and  the  cooking 
?e8sels  were  half  filled  with  the  water  that  had  fallen  into  them. 
Two  or  three  forlorn  figures  had  strolled  fi:om  the  tents  and  were 
looking  dismally  over  the  scene.  The  faculties  of  one  seemed  to 
be  quite  arrested ;  for  he  stood  against  the  slab  wall  of  a  shanty, 
balanced  on  one  foot,  the  other  placed  aeainst  the  boards  behind 
him.  He  was  making  an  effort  to  adapt  his  eyes  to  the  strong  light 
of  the  sun,  which  shone  directly  in  his  face.  One  hand  shaded  his 
half-closed  organs  of  sight,  the  other  had  dropped  into  his  pocket 
and  was  buried  nearly  to  the  elbow.  He  was  soliloquizing^  upon 
the  violence  of  the  storm  : 

•  Well,  this  is  the  houdaciousest  bust-up  I  ever  seed,  any  how  ! 
Who  'd  a  calculated  yesterday  momin'  that  we  'd  been  in  this  fix 
now  1  I  reckon  we  shall  have  to  put  out  to-day,  for  there  ain't  a 
dry  rag  among  us,  and  the  straw 's  as  wet  as  Massissippi  sawyers. 
Tnere  's  no  chance  for  another  night  here,  no  how  !  The  truck  's 
all  soaked,  and  there  can  't  nobody  stay  here  to  save  souls  without 
some  kind  of  roughness  to  keep  up  natur'.' 

His  saturated  garments  smoked  in  the  warmth  of  the  sun,  and 
the  drooping  rim  of  his  sea-weed  hat  began  to  curl  back  in  its 
heated  rays.  We  passed  on  into  the  camp-ground.  The  scene 
was  just  opening  here.  Men,  women  and  children  crept  cautiously 
from  beneath  the  tents,  and  occasionally  a  dishevelled  head  was 
thrust  forth,  and  a  view  of  the  scene  taken,  to  be  deliberated  upon, 
before  the  body  belonging  to  it  was  raised  from  its  recumbent  pos- 
ture. There  were  men  with  cotton  and  linen  coats,  the  skirts  of 
which  were  thoroughly  wet,  while  the  remainder  was  dry ;  some 
had  both  legs  wet  to  the  knee,  while  others  had  preserved  the  whole 
of  one  limb  dry  at  the  expense  of  its  fellow,  which  was  thoroughly 
drenched.  Some  were  soaked  from  head  to  foot  on  one  side,  some 
on  the  other ;  some  on  the  back,  indicating  the  choice  of  position  in 
sleep ;  for  nearly  all  had  addressed  themselves  to  sleep  afler  the 
shower  was  over.  The  ground  enclosed  by  each  tent  had  been 
covered  with  straw,  which  answered  the  three-fold  purpose  of  floor, 
seat  and  bed.  This  was  saturated,  or  as  the  soliloquist  outside  had 
more  happily  expressed  it, '  wet  as  Massissippi  sawyers ;'  and  now 
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began  to  send  up  volumes  of  vapor,  whicb  crowded  througb  the 
seams  and  burst  out  when  the  cloth  door  was  drawn  aside,  as  if  each 
tent  had  for  the  time  been  converted  into  a  smoke-house.  Some  of 
the  females  had  their  skirts  wet  half  a  yard  from  the  bottom  ;  some 
were  drenched  throughout,  and  some  appeared  in  borrowed  ones, 
a  world  too  wide,  or  too  long,  or  too  short ;  but  still  preferable  to 
their  own  dripping  garments. 

As  they  came  forth  they  greeted  each  other  with  all  the  variety 
of  expression  and  sentiment  that  would  be  naturally  called  into 
being  by  the  occasion. 

*  Good  mornin'.  Sister  S.  You  got  a  smart  sprinklin'  last  night, 
I  reckon.' 

•  I  calculate  we  did  !     The  water  ran  over  us  like  a  spring  fresL 


My  gown  was  wringin'  when  I  got  up,  and  the  gals'  is  jest  as  bad. 

My  old  man  wanted  to  gear  up  and 
put  right  out;  but  I  allowed  we*'-d  better  stay  till  artemoon,  and  I 


But  the  sun  '11  soon  dry  us  off. 


told  him  one  sprinklin'  wan't  of  no  account.' 

*  Well,  I  reckon  you  're  right.  If  we  can't  stand  ad  much  as  that 
to  sarve  the  Lord,  wc  need  n't  count  ourselves  much,  nohow ;  an* 
I  told  Brother  Damall,  when  he  allowed  the  meetiii*  would  break 
up  this  mornin',  that  I  did  n*t  think  he  know'd  our  spent !' 

*  But  I  reckon,'  said  Sister  S.,  *  some  of  'em  *11  have  to  put  out, 
any  how.  There  's  old  man  B.'s  tfiara  gearin'  up  a'reaay;  hut 
they  'ite  right  bad  off.  Sister  B.  has  a  baby,  you  know,  only  four 
weeks  old,  and  they  was  all  soaked  through.  It  '11  be  a  massy  if 
the  baby  do  n't  die  by  it.  But  I  must  go  and  see  her  afore  she 
goes ;  it 's  like  I  can  lend  her  something  to.  wear  home.' 

Just  as  she  returned  to  the  spot  where  we  were  standing,  a  small 
shrill  voice  from  the  second  or  third  dobr  called  out,  *  Mammy ! 
mammy  !  John  has  got  all  my  wheat-doin's  away  from  me  !' 

'  I  must  go  to  the  young  ones,'  said  the  vivacious  woman,  turning 
quickly  away. 

We  advanced  a  few  steps  and  met  an*  elderly  brother,  who  was 
limping  from  his  tent,  apparently  allthe  worse  for  his  involuntai^ 
bath.  As  we  approached  he  was  met  by  a  youUg  man,  who  accosted 
him  with  tlic  compliments  of  the  hour,  and  inquired  .how  bo  fuaod 
himself  afVer  the  rain.  '. ' 

*  It 's  been  mighty  bad  for  mo,'  he  replied.  *  T  reck  on  it  '\l  TeitK 
back  the  embargo  I  got  in  my  back  last  summer  j  it 's,  full  af  mis^jry 
now.  Do  you  know  any  body  going  our  road,  iha^l  cOiil^I  tote'  mi? 
home  V 

*  No,  I  do  n't  rightly  ;  but  I  reckon  there  '11  be  eiiough  afore  long- 
There  's  plenty  of  teams  geann'  up.' 

Leaving  the  old  gentleman  whoso  back  was  under  ah  ^^jmbargo^^ 
we  turned  our  steps  in  another  direction.  By  tliis  time  the  people 
were  pouring  rapidly  from  their  little  steam-rooms,  wet,  wrinkled  ^ 
soiled  and  disconsolate.  One  or  two  faint  wreaths  of  smoke  curled 
lazily  up  beyond  the  tents,  indicating  some  activity  on  the  breakfast^ 
ground  ;  but  the  life  and  joyousness  of  the  previous  morning  wer^ 
all  gone. 
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We  looked  anxiously  about  for  Sister  Blowppb ;  but  sbe  was 
no  wbere  visible.  Brotber  Damall  bad  mounted  tbe  stand  and 
blown  one  or  two  blasts  on  tbe  long  tin  bom ;  but  even  bis  fiery 
zeal  was  essentially  cooled,  and  be  sat  turning  over  tbe  leaves  of  a 
well-tbumbed  bymn-book  as  tamely  as  if  there  were  n<>t  a  sinner 
witbin  tbe  sound  of  bis  voice.  An  irrepressible  burst  of  laugbter 
and  a  jog  of  tbe  elbow  drew  my  attention  from.bim,  and  turning  in 
the  direction  of  my  friend's  finger,  I  beheld  tbe  sky-blue  suspended 
to  tbe  lower  branch  of  a  large  elm,  which  swept  tbe  farther  end  of  tbe 
camp-ground.  It  was  inflated  with  tbe  wind,  and  at  the  first  glance 
looked  as  if  Sister  Blowoph  were  ascending  bodily  toward  the  ceru- 
lean ;  but  a  second  look  showed  the  absence  of  the  boots  and  hose 
beneath,  and  the  scoop  above,  and  left  the  mind  relieved  of  its  pain- 
ful anticipations.  But  the  sky-blue,  filled  to  its  utmost  capacities 
by  the  free  wind,  danced  incontinently  about  before  the  eyes  of  tbe 
astonished  spectators.  While  we  were  enjoying  its  graceful  evolu- 
tions, the  corporeal  form  with  which  it  had  befere  been  identified 
appeared  beneath  it ;  so  that  she  looked  as  if  she  had  dropped  out 
of  her  outer  self,  and  there  was  one  woman  of  fiesh  and  bone  and 
another  ethereal  copy ;  a  sort  of  improved  daguerreotype  on  a  large 
scale.  This  time  her  efforts  were  put  forth  in  behalf  of  tbe  scoop, 
which  had  been  suspended  by  the  strings  from  the  roof  of  her  tent 
Cor  greater  safety  than  could  be  found  elsewhere.  While  in  this 
position  it  had  been  ingloriously  filled  with  water ;  the  crown  was 
swelled  out  at  the  top  to  a  sharp  pyramidal  form,  and  several  en- 
largements at  the  side  marred  its  former  fair  proportions.  Every 
attempt  which  the  afflicted  woman  made  to  restore  it,  only  caused 
tbe  bills  to  9ink  into  alarming  hollows ;  and  from  the  forlorn  ex- 
pression with  which  she  turned  from  it  to  her  dress,  I  feared  that 
bone  had  forsaken  her  afflicted  heart. 

Thinking  that  some  bits  of  milliner-knowledge,  therefore,  might  be 
so  acceptable  as  to  procure  my  pardon  for  the  offence  of  the  previ- 
ous day,  and  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  desirous  of  enjoying  the  good 
woman's  trepidation,  I  sauntered  carelessly  around  toward  the  tree. 
By  the  time  I  reached  it  she  had  been  to  her  tent  and  returned  with 
some  other  bits  of  soiled  finery,  which  she  was  exposing  to  the  morn- 
ing sun.  It  was  a  delicate  matter,  considering  the  rage  in  which  sbe 
had  parted  from  me  and  the  ridiculous  spectacle  before  us,  to  ap- 
proach her ;  but  the  vein  of  her  love  for  ornament  was  a  rich  one, 
and  I  felt  safe  in  relying  upon  it.  She  was  so  busy  as  scarcely  to 
beed  my  approach,  until  I  accosted  her  with  a  *  Good  morning, 
Ma'am.'  *  Good  morning,  young  woman,'  she  replied,  glancing 
coldly  at  me. 

*  This  is  a  delightful  morning  afler  the  shower,' 

'  You  may  well  say  that,  and  be  thankful  for  it  too.  I  do  n't  know 
what  'ud  'a  become  on  us  if  the  Lord  had  n't  sent  this  sun  !' 

*  Now  your  dress  and  hat  would  have  been  seriously  injured  I  fear, 
if  you  could  not  have  dried  them  here.' 

•That  dress,'  sbe  replied  looking  affectionately ' upon  it, 'I've 
bad  this  twenty-five  year,  and  it  never  got  such  a  wettin  afore ;  I  *llbe 
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ruined  and  undone  forever,  I  am  afraid,'  she  added,  taking  hold  oF 
the  linen  and  looking  at  its  lustre,  dimmed  by  the  water  and  earth 
which  had  washed  through  her  tent.  *  I  *ve  wore  it  to  camp-meet- 
ing every  year  since  we  come  from  Indianny ;  and  this  bonnet  too; 
and  they  have  never  been  so  much  damaged  afore.  But  Lord  be 
praised,  *t  aint  no  wuss  as  it  mought  ha'  been.' 

'  But  if  you  could  restore  the  hat  to  its  proper  shape,'  said  I 

*  Why  I  *d  be  right  glad  to  do  it,  young  woman,  and  that  I  tell 
you  ;'  but  I  do  n't  know  nothin'  about  doin'  such  jobs.' 

All  this  time  the  distressed  woman  was  smoothing  the  silk,  pattiog 
the  ribbons,  and  endeavoring  to  level  the  unsightly  elevations  that 
maimed  the  proportions  of  her  much-loved  hat.  Groans  and  ejacu- 
lations of  gratitude  that  it  was  no  worse,  interlarded  these  employ- 
*  ments,  and  broke  her  conversation  into  fragments,  so  that  it  ran  very 
much  as  follows  :  *  I  reckon  it  never  will  come  right  again ;  but 
massy,  'taint  a  soul  lost  if  it  do  n't.  Lord  be  praised,  if  I  know'd 
any  body  that  could  make  'em  look  smart  again,  I  'd  give  a  heap. 
But  'taint  no  'count  for  a  Christian  woman  that's  got  a  soul  to  save 
to  be  spendin'  her  time  with  sich  vanities.  But,  young  woman,  if 
you  happen  to  know  any  body  can  do  it  for  me,  I  '11  pay  'em  well. 
I  reckon  you  're  from  the  East;  and  Miss  Shippen  told  me  t'other  day 
that  the  eastern  folks  knew  how  to  make  new  bonnets  out  o'  old.  It 
must  be  mighty  handy.  But  Lord  bless  us,  'taint  worth  thinkizC 
about  when  any  body's  got  a  soul  to  save  from  etamel  ruin.' 

*  I  can  tell  you,  Madam,'  I  at  length  said,  *how  to  restore  your  hat 
so  that  it  will  be  none  the  worse  for  the  rain.' 

*  Can  you  ]  Lord  bless  you  !  how  can  I  do  it.  The  Yankees 
know  a  heap  more  than  we  about  all  sich  things.  I  reckon  you  'U 
know  how  to  fix  my  gown  too.  But  they  aint  hardly  worth  a  ChriB- 
tian's  thought.  But  how  shall  I  do  it  ]  Tell  me  that,  an'  I  shall  be 
mighty  obleeged  to  you.' 

*  It  will  be  so  trifling  an  object  for  a  Christian  woman,'  I  said,  •  that 
you  might  not  choose  to  do  it  afler  I  had  told  you.  The  hat  will 
shelter  you  just  as  well  now,  soiled  and  bent  as  it  is,  and  it  is  sinful 
to  want  more,  is  it  not  V 

'  Now  do  n't  be  so  tough,'  said  she,  in  a  delightfully  confidential 
manner.  *  I  reckon  I  'm  as  good  a  Christian  as  most  that  's  goin', 
but  I  aint  so  nigh  heaven  that  I  want  to  wear  such  a  bonnet  \fi^en  I 
can  just  as  well  have  it  better.  There  's  proper  ways  in  every  thing, 
young  woman,  and  I  do  n't  think  't  would  oe  improper  for  me  to 
make  my  hat  look  as  well  as  I  can ;  so,  as  I  said  afore,  if  you  know 
any  way  to  do  it  you  '11  obleege  me  by  tellin'  it' 

I  accordingly  enliglitened  the  old  lady  in  the  mysteries  of  pressing 
damp  braid,  advised  her  to  dye  her  silk  gown,  and  to  abate  some  m 
her  zeal  with  which  she  attacked  strangers  in  their  religion,  and 
bidding  her  good  morning,  rejoined  my  friends,  who  were  now  pre- 
paring to  return  home. 

As  we  passed  the  stand,  Brother  Damall  was  delivering  some  hints 
to  the  brethren  on  the  care  of  their  horses.  What  they  were,  we 
did  not  stop  to  ascertain.  The  breakfast-tables  were  not  yet  laid, 
and  every  thing  about  the  fire  looked  cheerless  enough  to  make 
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us  think  with  pleasure  of  the  cheerful  cabin  and  the  social  little  home 
table  where  so  many  delights  had  been  shared.  We  hastened  down 
to  the  room  where  we  had  slept,  put  our  baskets,  etC;,  in  order ;  and 
were  soon  riding  merrily  off  over  the  prairie. 


kEASON        AND        FAKCY, 


br     BCBAK    PlilDAK. 


A  BOT  once  launched  a  little  skiff 

Upon  the  summer  sea, 
And  with  him  two  companions  took, 

To  bear  him  company. 

First  Reason  came,  with  sober  mien, 

And  clear  and  steady  light, 
TTien' Fancy,  with  her  golden  wingri, 

And  changing  colors  bright ; 

And  as  they  left  the  veMant  shore. 

And  floated  down  the  tide. 
The  boy  exclaimed,  in  gleefiil  tones, 

'  Let  Fancy  be  my  .guide !' 

The  Goddess  shook  her  glittering  plumes, 

And  steered  the  little  bark, 
While  Reason's  light  waned  pale  and  dim. 

And  faded  to  a  spark. 

Where'er  the  eddies  brightest  danced 

Beneath  the  sunbeam's  ray, 
With  rapid  and  unskilful  stroke 

Gay  Fancy  led  the  way. 

And  oft  they  lingered  near  the  shore 
To  cull  the  blushing  flowers, 

Nor  heeded  in  their  wild  delight 
The  swiftly-passing  hours. 

But  soon  a  threatening  cloud  arose, 

And  veiled  the  sunny  sky ; 
The  angry  waves,  in  hasty  strife^ 

Rom  fearfully  and  high : 

And  darker  still  the  storm-cloud  grew,  ' 
Their  mirth  was  lost  in  fear ; 

^oor  Fancy,  'wildered  and  dismayed. 
Was  all  unfit  to  steer. 


And  tempest-tossed,  their  little  skiff 

Rocked  wildly  on  the  wave, 
When  Reason  calmly  took  the  helm, 

To  succor  and  to  save. 

While  with  a  steady  hand  sh«  steered^ 
Her  lamp  shone  clear  and  bright, 

And  o'er  the  water's  datk  expanse^ 
Shed  forth  a  cheerful  li^^t 

And  when  the  sun  toiiled  gaily  down,' 
With  glances  kind  and  warm,  - 

The  htUe  bark,  by  Reason's  akilli 
Had  weathered  out  the  storm. 

Then  Fancy  plumed  her  golden  wings 

And  sung  a  joyous  stram. 
But  Reason  kept  the  helm,  for  fear 

A  storm  should  rise  agam ! 

Her  mellow  light  with  Fancy's  glow 

HarmoniouMy  blended. 
And  evermore  their  pleasant  couisd 

With  safety  was  attended. 

And  thus,  when  youth  first  spreads  his  sail 

Upon  Life's  changbg  sea. 
He  dreams  not  how  o'ercast  with  clouds 

His  future  courte  may  be. 

But  blest,  if  Relwon's  steady  light, 

His  little  boat  doth  steer, 
While  brilliant  Fancy  site  beside^ 

The  fleeting  hours  to  eheer. 

For  life,  hpw  smooth  soe'er  its  sea^ 

Hath  many  a  wintry  season, 
And  Fancy  is  a  fickle  guest 

If  gDide4  «ot  by  RdwoBi 
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*How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  smput* 
How  complicate,  how  wonderAil  is  maDr— Tovii». 

'  What  a  piece  of  work  is  man  I*—  Skauvbabx. 

So  MUCH  has  been  said  and  written  upon  woman,  and  her  influ- 
ence upon  the  world,  that  one  would  be  led  to  conclude  that  men 
were  in  fact  the  human  race  ;  and  that  woman  was  a  sort  of  after- 
thought, an  addenda  no  way  essential  to  the  existence  of  things, 
but  which  really  proved  so  convenient  and  agreeable  as  to  call  fotth 
a  continuous  stream  of  wondering  gratitude.  We  have  been  looked 
at  in  every  possible  point  of  view,  morally,  physically  and  intellec- 
tually. We  have  been  analyzed,  criticized  and  eulogized ;  not  a 
trait  nor  peculiarity  about  us  but  what  has  again  and  aeain  been 
held  up  to  an  admiring  world.  We  have  been  called  '  a  delightfiil 
puzzle,'  *  an  enigma,' '  a  conundrum ;'  and  have  been  thanked  in 
the  warmest  manner  for  existing,  as  if  it  were  wholly  gratuitous 
on  our  part,  and  simply  from  an  amiable  wish  to  oblige. 

Now,  to  bring  a  little  common  sense  to  bear  upon  this  subject, 
it  seems  scarcely  worthy  of  all  the  ado  that  has  been  made  about 
it,  that  exactly  one-half  of  the  human  race  should  be  of  some  con- 
sequence to  the  other  half,  or  should  have  qualities  to  fit  them  for 
the  station  for  which  they  were  designed !  But  while  we  cannot 
but  laugh  in  our  sleeves  at  being  so  terribly  '  bepraised,'  it  must  be 
admitted  that  in  one  point  of  view  it  is  wholly  msinterested ;  since 
no  female  writer  has  ever  risen  up  to  pay  them  in  kind  by  going 
into  extacies  with  Men,  and  the  influence  they  exert  upon  society! 
The  reproach  of  insensibility  shall  no  longer  rest  upon  the  female 
sex.  Be  mine  the  privilege  to  give  them  a  quid  pro  quo  j^  and  would 
that  I  could  bring  to  the  task  talents  commensurate  with  the  magni- 
tude of  the  subject ! 

Let  us  look  at  him,  reader,  in  every  point  of  view.  And  first,  ai 
to  his  terrestrial  frame.  He  is  taller,  stronger,  and  has  more  ma- 
teriel in  him  than  we  have.  He  is  better  adapted  for  gloves  and 
roundabouts — at  least  so  say  our  neighbors  the  French,  and  they 
know ;  for  during  their  memorable  revolution  they  beguiled  the 
horroi*s  of  the  scene  by  little  useful  and  curious  arts,  such  as  tan- 
ning the  skins  of  the  victims  ;*  and  while  that  of  men  was  found 
to  be  truly  excellent  and  serviceable,  that  of  women  was  weak  and 
tender —  absolutely  good  for  nothing.  Now  this  is  a  tangible  proof 
of  their  superiority,  and  is  worth  volumes  of  abstract  reasoning- 
What  symmetry  of  form  does  he  possess !     And  then  his  com' 

*  Caslyls. 
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plexion !  —  I  caidd  liken  it  to  the  rind  of  ;i  common  tropical  fruit, 
or  the  outside  of  a  necessary  article  in  equestrian  exercises ;  but 
not  for  the  world  would  I  have  my  refinement  or  good  taste  called 
in  question ;  therefore  I  say  nothing.  His  dress  too  is  so  calcu- 
lated to  please  the  eye  and  set  off  any  natural  advantages  he  may 
possess !  To  a  sensitive  mind  it  might  seem  somewhat  trying  to 
exhibit  to  a  critical  and  unthankful  world  any  peculiarities  of  shape 
or  gait ;  but  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  not  an  advantage.  If  his  con- 
tour reminds  you  of  a  parenthesis,  or  a  pair  of  walking  dividers, 
there  is  no  harm  done.  It  relieves  the  sameness  of  life  ;  it  gives 
a  variety.  Women  seem  all  run  in  the  same  mould,  and  there  is 
no  distinguishing  nature  from  art ;  but  with  the  sterner  sex  it  is 
otherwise.  If  they  are  corpulent  or  emaciated,  crooked  or  straight, 
the  whole  world  is  aware  of  the  fact,  and  nobody  the  worse  for  it. 

Where  all  are  excellent  it  may  seem  invidious  to  give  one  class 
the  preeminence  ;  but  if  I  have  a  preference,  it  is  for  men  a  little 
inclined  to  corpulency !  What  dignity  does  it  impart,  and  what  an 
outline !  And  then  what  husbands  and  fathers  they  make ;  for, 
Iniowing  *  the  ills  that  flesh  ia  heir  to,'  they  are  prepared  to  meet 
them.  And  as  to  you,  ye  little  torn-tits,  parading  about  as  if  it  were 
no  manner  of  consequence  that  your  nearest  female  relative  was 
igrnorant  of  your  whereabout,  although  I  would  fain  avoid  bearing 
too  hard  upon  you,  yet  let  me  whisper  to  you  in  confidence  that  if 
you  desire  to  be  honored,  respected  and  craved,  grow  !  grow  !  But 
this  is  a  digression. 

In  expatiating  upon  the  physical  perfections  of  the  lords  of  the 
creation,  let  me  not  forget  their  mental  superiority.  Such  power- 
fol  and  commanding  intellects  as  they  possess ;  all  of  them  too  \ 
it  shows  itself  from  the  highest  literary  enort  down  to  the  sitting  for 
a  daguerrean  portrait !  Yes,  humbling  as  it  may  be  to  us,  never  is 
their  surpassing  gi-eatness  more  plainly  evinced  than  in  this ;  for 
while  they  can  keep  their  eyes  wide  open  by  sheer  force  of  intel- 
lect, we  wink  and  blink,  and  thus  almost  lose  the  benefit  of  the  in- 
vention. This  may  be  said  to  be  a  weak  argument,  but  nothing 
can  be  considered  trifling  that  tends  to  elucidate  my  point. 

But  let  us  look  at  them  in  their  social  relations.  And  to  begin 
with  their  boyhood :  what  spectacle  can  be  more  pleasing  to  a  re- 
fined and  benevolent  mind  than  a  lovely  family  of  boys,  rannng 
from  the  age  of  five  to  eighteen  ?  How  amiable ;  how  fond  of 
each  other ;  how  observant  of  all  the  little  proprieties  and  courte- 
sies of  life  !  Sedulously  attentive  to  all  the  minor  virtues,  such  as 
neatness,  etc.,  what  a  deference  they  show  to  the  feelings  and  opi- 
nions of  others !  No  noise,  no  kicking,  no  fighting !  (ah  me !  I 
grow  inelegant ;  1  no  tumult,  no  confusion,'  I  should  have  said ;) 
naught  but  peace  and  serenity  ;  a  little  circle  of  angelic  tempers ! 
And  as  they  advance  in  years,  no  conceit,  no  doggedness,  no  self- 
ishness ;  nothing  but  those  traits  which  adorn  and  dignify  human 
nature !  And  then  comes  glorious  Manhood,  with  all  its  hopes  and 
fears  so  deeply,  so  tenderly  interesting !  They  see  us,  they  adore 
us,  they  marry  us  1     They  permit  us  to  bear  their  names ;  to  labor 
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in  their  families ;  to  spend  their  money,  (a  little  of  it ;)  to  repair 
their  ancient  vestments  ;  to  sustain  the  maternal  relation  ;  to  haTO 
the  care  of  their  children ;  the  undivided  care,  night  and  day,  year 
in  and  year  out ;  to  devote  ourselves,  in  short,  body  and  soul  to  Uieir 
service  during  our  natural  lives  ;  and  when  weaned  and  worn  out 
with  the  task,  we  drop  into  our  graves,  we  have  the  consolation  of 
reflecting  that  another  will  be  quickly  installed  in  our  places,  to  be 
equally  valued  and  equally  loved. 

*  But  you  forget  your  *  thirds  /'  *  No  ;  let  me  do  them  all  justioe. 
With  a  generosity  that  reaches  beyond  the  grave,  they  provide  that, 
if  forced  to  go  before  us,  we  shall  be  comforted  and  consoled  by  our 
'  thirds* — and  it  is  a  comfort. 

Who,  in  view  of  these  privileges,  can  avoid  being  filled  with  love 
to  such  a  benefactor  ]  And  if  he  is  dear  to  us  in  health,  how  much 
more  so  when  illness  has  invaded  his  mortal  frame !  Enter  with  me 
the  chamber  of  sickness.  Ah  !  how  becoming  is  the  snowy  drapery 
to  his  bronzed  and  elongated  visage  !  Who  does  not  feel  the 
force  of  the  temptation  to  clasp  that  '  mutton-fist,'  as  it  lies  in  bold 
relief  upon  his  couch,  even  at  the  risk  of  its  being  called  into  action  I 
But  if  the  outward  man  is  so  touching,  what  is  it  to  the  inner  1  So 
patient,  so  gentle,  so  uncomplaining !  With  what  lamb-like  sub- 
mission does  he  yield  to  the  various  remedies  prescribed  for  him ; 
and  what  gratifying  proof  of  affection  does  he  give  in  insisting  that 
you  and  you  alone  shall  watch  his  pillow,  arrange  his  straggling 
locks,  ablutc  his  countenance,  and  perform  a  thousand  offices  equally 
tender  and  endearing,  repaying  you  by  gentle  smiles  and  more  gen- 
tle words !  Ah,  ye  wives  !  let  not  such  ineffable  sweetness,  such 
superhuman  patience,  convert  your  love  into  idolatry,  lest  he  be 
taken  from  you  !  Who,  who  in  passing  through  such  a  scene  can 
avoid  exclaiming  with  the  great  poet  of  nature,  *  What  a  piece  of 
work  is  man  !* 

To  estimate  them  truly,  we  should  consider  what  we  should  be 
without  them.  Bear  with  me,  my  sister,  while  I  for  one  moment 
indulge  this  hypothesis.  No  balls,  no  parties,  no  moonlight  walks; 
no  serenades,  no  flirting,  no  marrying ;  no  plaguing  (I  mean  pleas* 
ing)  your  husband ;  and  to  use  the  words  of  an  enthusiastic  young 
creature,  carried  away  by  the  vehemence  of  her  feelings,  *  no  no- 
thing !' 

For  myself,  I  am  free  to  admit  my  own  inferiority.  I  love  to  lie 
at  their  feet  and  look  up.  It  suits  well  with  the  emotions  of  a  ten- 
der and  confiding  spint.  But  though  happy  and  satisfied  with  my 
lot,  there  arc  moments  when  I  confess  a  touch  of  human  weakness. 
When  the  cry  is  *  To  the  polls  !*  and  the  meanest  article  *  in  hose 
and  doublet'  takes  precedence  of  the  fairest  daughter  of  Eve,  theo 
I  feel  a  drop  of  bitterness  rise  in  my  heait.  I  seem  to  realize  and 
take  in,  as  it  were,  that  afler  all  that  has  been  said  and  sung,  I  am 
nothing  but '  a  poor  female  woman ;'  or  as  a  friend  more  truthfully 
than  elegantly  remarked,  *  Women  are  very  well  in  their  place,  but 
they  an*t  men  /*  I  feel  it  too  on  those  days  when  the  '  pnde,  pomp 
and  circumstance  of  glorious  war'  are  faintly  shadowed  forth.    B0- 
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hold  that  manly  form,  arrayed  in  gold  and  scarlet,  mounting  his 
prancing  charger !  Anxious  to  reach  the  goal,  his  plumed  head  far 
in  advance  of  his  steed,  he  careers  across  the  field,  cutting  and 
thrusting  the  innocent  air  with  his  dread-inspiring  falchion.  Who 
can  stifle  a  secret  wish  in  the  heart  that '  Heaven  had  made  her  such 
a  man  V  But  be  comforted,  ye  hapless  ones  !  It  is  our  privilege 
to  sacrifice  ourselves  to  such  a  being ;  and  though  many  a  weary 
year  may  have  been  spent  in  vain  repinings,  yet  the  time  will  come, 
must  come,  shall  come  !     But  I  forbear. 

Dear  married  sisters!  if  these  general  remarks  have  not  con- 
vinced you  of  the  debt  of  gratitude  you  owe  to  your  *  liege  lord,' 
I  will  be  more  personal.  Let  me  figure  it  out  to  you.  In  these 
United  States  there  are  upward  of  seventeen  millions  of  inhabit- 
ants ;  half  of  them  are  of  our  sex.  You  have  been  selected,  ex- 
tracted, absolutely  fished  up,  so  to  speak,  from  more  than  eight 
millions  of  females !  The  obligation  becomes  still  greater  when 
you  take  in  the  whole  world,  but  the  idea  is  too  overpowering.  It 
is  enough  that  you  alone  out  of  eight  millions  could  make  him  hap- 
py ;  that  you  alone  out  of  such  a  vast  assemblage  should  be  per- 
mitted to  share  his  sorrows  and  salary.  And  yet  there  are  those, 
strange  as  it  may  seem,  and  only  to  be  accounted  for  on  the  princi- 
ple of  total  depravity,  who  speak  lightly  of  this  precious  privilege, 
and  deny  the  self-evident  proposition  that  matrimony  and  perfect 
felicity  are  synonymous  terms.  There  are  some  beings  who  would 
be  dissatisfied  in  Paradise  ;  but  to  such  I  have  nothing  to  say.  I 
scoff  at  them;  I  repudiate  them. 

I  have  now,  my  sisters,  completed  my  task.  I  am  sensible  I  have 
but  poorly  performed  it ;  for,  enraptured  with  my  subject,  and  car- 
ried away  by  the  ardor  of  my  emotions,  I  could  little  attend  to  the 
graces  of  composition.  This  must  be  my  excuse  for  its  imperfect 
nilfilment ;  and  in  your  heart  I  trust  I  shall  find  a  ready  apology. 
To  do  justice  to  such  a  theme  would  require  an  angel's  pen : 

*  CoHX  then,  expresaiTe  Silence,  muse  his  praiae  V 


THE        MANIAC        MAID. 
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Hxm  (kce  ii  iiur,  her  form  erect ; 

Her  motions  full  of  grace, 
But  not  a  fleam  of  reason 's  light 

Within  her  eye  we  trace. 

The  |>right  bine  sky  above  her  spreads, 
Tb*  r«y  green  Mrth  around ; 

Attd  myriadf  voices,  sweetly  tuned, 
WaJu)  every  pleasant  sound. 


The  beauteous  world  of  thought,  to  oi 

So  full  of  heavenly  light. 
To  her  is  but  a  dark  moraas, 

Where  reigns  primeval  night 

The  smile  on  Friendship's  face  is  dim, 
The  glow  of  Love  concealed, 

And  all  the  woman  in  her  heart 
Is  like  a  fount  congealed. 


And  yet  to  her  there 's  nothing  fair 
In  all  that  God  has  made : 

And  not  a  harp  could  thrill  her  soul 
Though  by  an  angel  played. 


It  here  s 


strange  that  God  shoald  hide 


A  ray  of  His  own  light , 
Bttt  Heaven  will  yet  illume  the  ptge, 
And  all  will  there  be  bright. 
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FKOM    '  TQS  RtaCR   OF   THE  TBANBICMT  HAKUISR/  All   UMPtrBLXaBSS   VOXK. 


Of  dappled  winff,  and  snowy  breasti 

And  dark,  undaunted  eye, 
No  fairer  bird,  be  it  confeased, 

Or  nobler,  cleaves  the  sky ; 
Ay,  noblest  of  all  birds  is  she. 

That  e*er  the  ocean  cross. 
So  bold,  so  beautiful,  so  free, 

The  queenly  Albatross. 
A  mighty  bird,  a  queenly  bird, 

A  bird  of  high  renown. 
The  Eagle's  true  competitor 

For  diadem  and  crown ; 
For,  if  the  title  •  King  of  Birds' 

Suit  well  his  royal  mien, 
Bv  equal  right,  to  her  belongs 

'The  Utle  of  theu:  •  Queen.' 

Her  graceful  majesty  —  the  ease 

And  *  poetry'  of  motion. 
With  which  she  soars  upon  the  breeze. 

Or  skims  alodg  the  ocean  ; 
Her  queenly  bearing,  as  she  takes. 

On  long  and  level  pinions. 
Her  flight  thus  o'er  the  waves,  and  makes 

The  tour  of  her  dominions  ; 
Her  fay-like  floating  on  the  air. 

Moving,  yet  scarcp  the  mover. 
As  float  we,  seemingly,  when  o'er 

Some  gulf  in  dreuns  we  hover ; 
All  these  the  Albatross  proclaim 

A  bird  of  noble  mien. 
And  wnrthiest  of  birds  to  bear 

The  title  of  their  queen. 

Those  curving  lines  of  symmetry 

That  mark  her  graceful  form. 
Her  snowy-white  and  mottled  robes 

Of  plumage  thick  and  warm  ; 
The  dignity  and  easy  air. 

With  which  along  the  water 
She  seems  to  glide,  as  if  she  were 

The  very  ocean's  daughter ; 
Tlie  bearing  too,  of  conscious  pride, 

With  which,  unawed,  approaching 
*  Creation's  lord,'  she  seems  to  chide 

His  arrogant  encroaching ; 
All  these,  in  sooth,  the  Albatross 

Proclaim  of  noble  mien. 
And  worthiest  of  birds  to  bear 

The  title  of  their  queen. 


And  tBen,  when  fiom  her  native  reaim 

By  cruel  man  betrayed, 
A  captive  that  no  ilia  o*erwhelm» 

Alone,  bat  nndiamayed, 
Amid  her  foes  on  deck  ahe  stands, 

And  with  a  keen,  calm  eye. 
Seems,  monaroh-Iike,  e'en  in  their  handle 

Her  capton  to  defy ; 
Ay,  then  the  queenly  dignity, 

With  which  she  meets  the  knife. 
And  yields,  at  lenorth,  withont  a  ngh. 

Her  undefended  life. 
Proclaims  her  still  a  peerieas  bird, 

A  bird  of  royal  mien. 
And  worthiest  of  birds  to  bear 

The  title  of  their  qneen. 

Oh !  cruel,  cruel,  cmel  man  ! 

Such  queenlineas  nnheedin^^. 
Thy  arts  of  treachery  to  plan. 

And  basely  lay  her  bleeding ! 
That  form  ao  graeeM  to  deapoil. 

That  eye  to  rob  of  brigfatnea, 
Topierce  that  noUe  heart, and  aoO 

Those  robes  of  aonny  whiteneai ! 
Ay,  cruel  man !  that  Inrd  to  meet 

With  such  malign  atrocitiea, 
All  for  the  sake  of  wings  and  feet, 

And  beaks  for  curioaitiea ! 
For  arrant  triflea,  tbns  to  alay 

A  bird  of  royal  mien. 
And  worthiest  of  Inrds  to  bear 

The  title  of  their  queen ! 

Ah!  Gnriosity!  Thou'rtatill 

The  same  on  land  and  aea. 
Where'er  there's  room  for  woriung  il 

Thy  harpy  hand  will  be. 
Thou  It  brmg  old  mammies  from  the  V90t 

Strip  fanes  of  bust  and  banner, 
Jove's  brazen  nose  knock  off,  o»  ffle 

A  finger  fhmi  Diana ; 
From  Anaparte's  or  Andre's  dndl 

Then  'It  pluck  off  hair  for  lockets, 
Cut  canes  in  grave-yards,  or  e'en  call 

Corns  from  dead  soldiers'  podulat 
Ay,  e'en  for  a  few  relics,  here 

Thycrnelhookthoalti 
And  slay  the  noUe  Albatross, 

ThatBiidof  bix^theC 
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No  wonder  then  her  phantom  haunts 

The  waste  and  lonely  deep ; 
No  wonder  for  revenge  it  pants, 

And  vigils  long  doth  keep ; 
No  wonder  when  the  seaman  binds 

Sleep's  poppies  on  his  brow, 
Her  spirit  wakes  the  stormy  winds 

That  o'er  the  ocean  plough  ; 
No  wonder,  thus  in  wind  and  gale,  * , 

On  stormy  nights  and  dark, 
That  spectre,  with  a  dismal  wail, 

Chasing  their  fated  bark. 
Doth  haunt  for  aye  the  guilty  crew 

That  erst,  with  hook  so  keen. 
The  Albatross  profanely  slew, 

That  bird  of  burds  the  Queen  ! 


i  These  verses  on  the  Albatroos, 
I       It  may  be  well  to  mention, 
In  order  somewhat  to  enhance 
I       Your  interest  and  attention, 
;  Were  with  a  pen  that  I  myself 

Plucked  from  her  pinions,  written, 
:  And  with  the  hand,  (or  arm,  in  truth,) 
That  by  her  beak  was  bitten: 
For  bitten  was  I  on  the  arm  — 

To  say  it,  much  1  grieve ; 
Not  that  the  bite  did  any  harm. 

Except  to  tear  my  sleeve  ; 
But 't  is  because  the  fact,  I  fear, 

May  lead  you  to  suppose 
That  for  the  bird  in  rhyme  I  weep, 
And  do  not  so  in  prose  ! 


POPULAR       AMUSEMENT 


DOCTOR. 


Mankind  are  pliant  in  their  hour  of  gayety.  When  the  heart  is 
(ftened  ;  when  the  enmities  are  asleep  ;  when  pleasant  sounds  fill 
e  ears  and  beautiful  objects  pass  before  the  eyes;  these  are  the 
>ur8  to  pour  into  the  open  heart  the  claims  of  Truth ;  to  gain  the 
ir  and  arrest  the  eye  and  mould  the  character  to  love  only  virtue 
id  real  excellence. 

The  drama  has  only  succeeded  when  it  had  a  moral  object.  The 
ch  comedy  of  the  last  century,  broad  and  coarse  as  it  often  is,  was 
lined  at  the  sanctimonious  restraints  which  would  turn  the  world 
itoa  charnel-house  and  hang  the  streets  in  black.  Its  objects  were 
3od  and  noble ;  and  il  demands  from  our  judgment  a  lenient  deci- 
on,  from  the  time  in  which  it  had  its  birth.  Its  objects  were  moral; 
le  reaction  of  puritanical  manners  and  ungraceful  costume.  Its 
nsel  and  levity  are  satires  upon  affected  plainness  and  solemn  farce; 
3  intrigue  and  infidelity  were  introduced  to  unmask  hypocrisy  and 
3ep-8eated  vice ;  its  ready  wit  and  keen  repartee  kept  the  audience 
I  good  nature,  while  they  learned  morals  and  studied  nature. 

All  amusements  must  have  a  deeper  object  than  to  amuse,  or  they 
ill  fail.  While  the  palate  is  tickled,  the  body  must  be  nourished, 
hey  must  be  based  upon  something ;  must  have  a  bottom.  There 
;U8t  be  a  substantial  liquid  beneath  the  sparkle,  to  quench  the  thirst. 
//  froth  is  too  light. 

We  understand  this  principle  very  well  when  we  deal  with  chil- 
ren,  for  whom  alone  is  felt  disinterested  love.  We  teach  them 
eography  by  games,  and  lure  them  into  the  mazes  of  arithmetical 
ilculations  by  exciting  puzzles  ;  by  questions  about  apples  and  tops 
ad  nuts.  Generous  conduct  and  amiable  feelings  are  inculcated 
1  pretty  stories.    The  little  fellows  will  wait  patiently,  looking  one 
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bteadily  iu  the  face,  with  open  mouth  and  wondering  eyes,  for  the 
result ;  and  then  draw  a  long  breath  and  smile  their  thanks.  They 
understand  this  principle  of  having  a  bottom  to  a  thing ;  be  it  a  tub 
or  a  story. 

Men  now-a-days  turn  up  their  noses  when  one  talks  about  utility, 
and  say :  *  Let  us  have  pure  pleasure,  amusement  only ;  away  with 
your  everlasting  cant  about  morals  !'  And  yet  these  very  men  will 
quote  sagely  the  maxim,  *  Necessity  is  the  mother  of  Invention.'  We 
undertake  to  say  that  all  amusements  had  their  origin  in  some  actual 
want  of  the  world  ;  something  society  could  not  do  without.  They 
were  wise  men  who  opened  the  theatres  to  cure  the  plaeue.  The 
popularity  of  Bath  as  a  fashionable  resort  was  begun  oy  invalids  in 
search  of  health  ;  and  our  own  Newport  can  trace  its  throngs  of 
gay  and  liglit7hearted  visitors ;  its  airy  castles,  built  as  by  enchant- 
ment, to  a  few  faint  and  pale  forms,  whose  last  ho[A  was  sea-bath- 
ing and  the  air  from  the  ocean.  So  the  theatre  was  first  introduced, 
travelling  about  in  a  cait,  to  represent  ideas  to  people  who  could 
not  read  —  an  edition  of  a  book  as  large  as  li'e.  We  say  the  stage 
will  succeed  when  it  does  something  for  the  mind  and  heart  of  man, 
and  only  then. 

Herein  lies  the  reason  of  a  class  of  plays  indigenous  to  our  coun- 
try.    Thcro  may  he  occasional  representations  of  ancient  plays  andL 
foreifi^n  plays,  but  the  stock  must  be  something  that  tells  upon  ouc~ 
people.     What  sympathy  have  our  audiences  with  gentlemen  (iis. 
the  play,  so  called)  who  treat  their  servants  as  if  they  were  a  differ- 
ent race  from  themselves  ?     To  be  a  gentleman,  on  the  stage,  th^^ 
master  must  at  some  convenient  point  of  the  dialogue  kick  his  aer  — 
vant  off  it ;  an  audience  that  laugh  at  and  applaud  such  an  act  ar^^ 
descending  in  the  scale  of  manners  and  morals,  and  vrill  soon  hav^s 
no  theatre  to  —  drink  in. 

The  best  play  we  ever  saw,  the  one  that  brought  down  the  mo^'t 
applause,  that  created  the  greatest  number  of  wet  eyes,  and  hast^^^ 
recuiTences  to    pocket-handkerchiefs,   was    one   upon  which  M^"- 
Tupper  may  have  founded  his  *  Crock  of  Gold.'     A  poor  cobblex'* 
happy  as  a  lark,  singing  at  his  work  all  the  day  long,  in  the  diapeo- 
sation  of  Providence  becomes  suddenly  rich,  and  undertakes  to  pl^^T 
the  fine  gentleman.     No  long  time  is  required  to  plunge  him  in  dif" 
Acuities.     He  nearly  breaks  the  hpart  of  his  poor  wife ;  and,  in  hif 
intemperance  and  madness,  estranges  all  his  acquaintances.  Thougb 
rich,  he  is  steeped  to  the  lips  in  misery.     Some  fortunate  accident 
deprives  him  of  his  money,  and  soon  after  we  see  him  at  hia  oU 
stand,  giving  forth  his  old  songs  with  unusual  glee ;  his  wife  beside 
him,  all  snailes  and  joy.     And  they  moralize  upon  their  fate,  and 
make  a  wise  and  honest  confession  of  the  emptiness  of  hnman 
wishes  for  a  state  it  is  not  prepared  for,  by  discipline  and  slow  attain- 
ment.    There  seemed  to  be  but  one  heart  in  the  theatre  that  nigfat 
The  play  drew  the  boxes  down  into  the  pit,  and  ascended  the  pit 
into  the  boxes.     The  upper  tier  was  hushed  into  silence  ;  and  largo 
tears  fell  glistening  in  the  gas  light.     The  heart  of  the  people  was 
pouched.     It  was  i^ll  so  true,  and  every  body  felt  it  aa     '  Hm' 
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thought  we,  *  is  a  model  play  for  our  nation.'  Our  philanthropists 
nigbt  expend  their  capital  stock,  in  giving  away  ti^ets  in  the  mar- 
£.et-place  for  such  plays.  Soon  there  would  be  bo  poor  to  help  ; 
lO  vice  to  reform  ;  no  prisoner  to  visit ;  for  the  theatre  would  be  the 
»chool  of  morals  and  manners,  and  carry  out  cm  the  week-dajr  what 
iiepulpit  might  recommend  on  the  Sabbath. 

We  say  this  is  one  of  the  best  of  plays,  if  plays  are  to  be  judged 
yj  their  effects  upon  the  audience.  We  need  a  set  of  plays  adapted 
x>  the  genius  of  our  fornl  of  government.  Our  people  have  no^real 
lympalhywith  a  titled  aristocracy.  'W'e  do  not  heed  to  have  the 
^Ise  notions  of  monarchies  taught  to  republicans.  We  are  not 
pleased  to  see  men  represented  as  high  and  low  by  birth ;  to  see 
rirtuous  Poverty  bowing,  hat  in  hand,  to  titled  Vice,  as  if  it  were 
the  order  of  ilature  and  GI^od.  We  believe  the  curiositif  of  the  pub- 
lic is  satisfied^pon  this  point ;  for  it  is  curicrsity  that  has  filled  the 
theatre.  It  i&  no  longer  filled  ;  and  the  cry  is,  that  the  stage  is  de- 
clining ;  that  it  has  had  its  day.  We  hope  not.  The  people  of 
large  cities  must  have  amusements.  This  is  settled.  Th^  mind 
needs  recreation  as  mucli  as  it  needs  rest. 

Our  idea  is,  that  the  stage,  beside  giving  us  the"  visible  hisfcJt^y  of 
the  past,  should  embody  the  ruling  powers  of  the  present  age ;  set 
before  the  crowds  that  visit  nightly  there  the  great  principles  that 
are  now  animating  the  world  and  carrying  it  for\^8tra  to  virtue  and 
happiness.  People  love  to  look  in  the  glass.  They  love  to  see 
themselves  as  they  know  they  ought  to  be.  Let  the  stage  then  but 
speak  the  voice  of  its  time  ;  let  it  say  what  the  heart  of  the  multi- 
tude says  to  itself;  let  it  hush  riot  by  its  majesty,  and  put  lust  and 
sensuality  out  of  mind,  by  pictures  of  true  affection  and  honest  love; 
let  it  quell  desire  by  its  purity  and  block  up  paths  of  vice  by  Jtngel- 
forms  of  all  the  virtues  ;  let  it  set  forth  Truth  in  form  and  shape  and 
action  as  it  is  spoken  in  seriotisnefss  elsewhere,  and  the  stage  will 
obey  the  high  destiny  which  poets  and  scholars  haVe  dreaitied  of  her 
attaining. 

Of  all  humbugs,  not  intended  to  fee  humbugeous,  we  thiiik  the  late 
attempt  to  substitute  dramatic  readings  for  the  theatre  the  most 
conspicuous.  It  is  a  kind  of  drawn-game,  reflecting  credit  on  nei- 
ther party.  It  is  bowing  to  a  prejudice  for  the  sake  of  the  money. 
It  is  opening  the  door  for  all  sorts  and  breeds  of  '  sti-iped  pigs.' 
Where  is  the  harm  of  aiding  words  by  action  and  costume  1  Why 
not  also  add  scenery  and  stage-feffect ;  light  arid  shade  1  Why 
emasculate  the  theatre,  and  tak^  from  it  that  which  addresses  the 
common  mind ;  the  illusion,  the  show,  the  burst  of  light,  day  and 
night,  thunder  and  lightning,  moonlight  and  Water-falls,  thrones  and 
crowns  1  Why  not  let  us  see  for  once  how  a  real  king  looks,  in- 
stead of  putting  up  Mr.  Smith,  in  a  plain  suit  of  black,  to  stand  for 
majesty.  Poor  old  Jack  is  indeed  now  d^ad,  and  we  shall  Ho  more 
hear  the*  sound  of  the  spade,  as  it  strikes  the  skull^of  Yorick  in  the 
grave-yard.  Ghosts  shall  in  future  have  '  form  as  palpable'  as  living 
man,  and  Lady  Macbeth  shall  never  look  distraught  again.  Richara 
shall  no  more  start  from  his  uneasy  slumber,  but  shall  cry  'A  horse  I 
a  horse  !'  from  an  easy-chair  in  a  parlor. 
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Could  we  have  our  way,  the  theatre  should  be  arranged  after  this 
manner  :  The|^8hould  be  but  one  price  for  grown  persons,  through- 
out the  house,^hich  should  be  large  enough  to  accommodate,  well 
all  who  might  enter  it.  There  should  be  no  bar  or  refreshment-room 
about  the  premises.  All  persons  should  be  admitted  to  arrange 
themselves  as  they  might  choose,  as  in  a  lecture-room.  Any  person 
in  a  clean  garment  should  pass  unquestioned.  Proper  officers 
should  be  in  readiness  to  keep  order.  The  price  of  admission  should 
be  less  than  it  is  now,  and  the  house  should  be  larger.  Cheap  post- 
age and  cheap  fare  on  the  rail-road  pay  the  best  interest  on  the  stock 
employed  there.  Why  will  not  this  principle  apply  to  the  theatre  ? 
All  the  costume  and  scenery  and  music  should  be  continued,  as  of 
old,  only  it  should  be  much  improved  upon.  Why  not  leave  the 
audience  to  take  care  of  themselves,  as  you  do  in  a  lecture-room 
or  a  church  ]  Suppose  people  of  bad  morals  do  fre^ent  the  place ; 
have  the  performances  so  good  as  to  reform  them.  Let  tbe  moral 
influences  be  the  main  object,  and  not  a  line  here  and  there,  just  for 
the  '  saints.'  Let  the  whole  tone  be  high  ;  let  the  wit  be  attic,  not 
Billingsgate.  Let  it  be  such  a  place  as  Cato  would  love  to  visit,  am 
from  which  religious  people  might  go,  with  no  stains  upon  theii 
garments  or  blushes  upon  their  cheeks.  Public  amusements  an 
well  worthy  the  attention  of  our  citizens ;  and  if  the  city  wouI( 
give  more  heed  to  establishing  them,  it  might  forego  much  of  it 
trouble  about  its  police 


sumrter-dAy 


DREAM 


ffiTBn!  hither!  come  to  me, 

Sunny  sprites  of  gayety ! 

CooM  from  out  the  morningr-blue, 

From  the  sparkles  of  the  dew, 

^rom  the  light  cloud*s  lovelinesses, 

(Flitting  clouds  with  silver  tresseit,) 

From  the  frolic  breeze  that  liftetb 

Young  flow'rs'  headit  where'er  ho  shiftefh, 

Peeping  in  their  raodevt  eyes, 

Stealing  kisses  as  he  flied ! 

Come  from  where,  through  fountains  playing, 

Diamond-golden  gleams  are  straying ; 

Where  the  swan's  fair  neck  doth  brightly  lave 

lU  wreath  of  snow  beneuth  the  wave ! 

Come!  the  thrush  is  wildly  singing, 
On  the  bending  roses  swinging, 
And  the  busy  bee  overhead 
Hummeth  over  thymy  bed; 
Tinkling  echoes  coining,  going, 
Where  the  babbling  brook  is  flowing*; 
And  tbemerry  chapel-bell 
Chimes  with  softened  airy  swell 
Through  the  pleasant  solitude 
Of  the  blithely  rustling  wood, 
A*  the  village  wedding  passes 
Cbeerly  o'er  the  nodding  grasses  ! 

Weary,  weak  and  sad  am  I, 
Lonely  'neath  the  summer  sky; 
Hither  come,  ah !  come  to  me. 
Sunny  sprites  of  gayety  I 
Hist  1  I  near  the  joyous  beat 
9€  their  tiny  dancing  foet; 


In  the  sunlight,  in  the  shade, 
Through  the  dingle,  throuf  b  tiie  gUde, 
In  the  meadow,  on  the  hill, 
By  the  willow4>ordered  rill, 
III  the  whispering  of  the  piMS, 
Where  the  wiag  of  wild^bird 


On  the  billow's  feathery  creet, 
III  emeralds  and  foam-beads  dreaaed, 
Over  land  and  orer  sea  ; 
But  they  coiue  not  unto  me, 
Sunny  sprites  of  gayety ! 

Sweetest  sprites !  do  more  ronDd  me 
Ye  'II  weave  your  tHAM  minlitry ! 
Never  as  in  days  of  yore  I 
Kevor  more,  ab !  nerer  ittore  I 
Light  of  heart  and  bright  of  eye, 
Knowing  naught  of  tear  or  Bi|^. 
Strung  to  gladness,  tuned  to  pleatera 
Breathing  soft  a  Lydiaa  neaMre, 
Only  these  will  ye  receive 
Where  your  graceAil  dance  ye  « 

r  the  rosy  spell  hare  broken, 
Lost  the  potent  fkirv-tokea. 
And  profaned  each  blitheaone  rite 
That  shapes  your  airy  flaaciof  ^gh     ^ 
For  I  have  dared  to  soend  the  deepa 
Whore  the  soul  in  shadow  weape; 
Weeps  the  lost,  the  lored  Ideal, 
Weeps  the  found,  unlovely  Real ; 
Heart  so  learned  in  Sorrow*!  km 
Ye  will  visit  never  more ! 

▲yisA    Bx^AoaWf:-- 
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DINNA         FORGET. 


lag  yerses  were  sng^eiited  by  obaerving  the  word*  '  Dl^na  Forget'  on  the  seal  of  a  letter 
e  writer  to  day  for  tranazDlesion  to  the  United  Scatea. 


On !  dinna  forget,  Love, 

Each  bright  happy  day, 
Of  the  sweet  sunny  past,  hbve, 

Now  faded  away  ! 
In  the  depths  of  thy  soul 

Keep  each  hope  treasured  yet. 
Oh  !  dinna  forget,  Love, 

Love,  dinna  forget  I 


Thou  hast  wandered  afar,  Love, 

Beyond  the  wide  sea ; 
And  fond  hearts  are  watching 

And  praying  for  th^e: 
Eyes  once  beaming  brightly. 

With  sad  tears  are  wet. 
Then  dinna  forget,  Love, 

Love,  dinna  forget ! 


Forget  not  thy  Mother  ! 

Her  years  glide  away, 
While  oft  she  recalleth 

Her  heart's  hope  and  stay  ; 
Oh  !  daily  she  weepcth 

Fond  tears  of  regret, 
And  seeketh  her  loved  one  ^ 

Then  dinna  forget ! 


Forget  not  thy  Father  ! 

O'er  Time's  rugged  path 
He  toileth,  and  couuteth 

Each  jewel  he  hath  ; 
But  the  brightest  of  all 

In  life's  diadem  set. 
Is  the  one  who  now  roveth ; 

LoVe  !  dinna  forget ! 


Forget  not  thy  Sister  ! 

Tnou  little  hast  known 
The  changeless  affection 

Her  bosom  hath  borne  ; 
IIow  her  eye  sweetly  glisten* 

When,  some  token  met, 
Tells  a  tale  of  the  absent : 

Love  !  dinna  forget ! 
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Forffet  not  tho  Maidkn 

Thou  'st  won  for  thine  own,t 
The  vows  thou  has  spoken 

In  days  that  are  gone  : 
Though  the  sun  of  her  young  love 

On  otheni  has  set. 
Yet  it  beams  bright  above  thee, 

Ix>ve !  dinna  forget ! 


Forget  not  thy  Gou,  Love, 

Where'er  thou  may'it  be. 
Thy  prayers  and  thy  Bible, 

That  chart  of  Life's  sea. 
If  no  more  here  on  earth 

We  may  joy  to  have  met. 
We  shall  part  not  in  Heaven, 

Love  !  dinna  forget ! 
S»cdeti,July\6,\tiiC 


IS      DANCING       SINFUL? 


Ui-    UitS.    Wi:.I.IAM    lliKKfll. 

Before  we  pronounce  any  practice  sinful,  is  it  not  the  duty  of 
every  just  man  and  conscientious  Christian  fairly  to  examine  botk 
sides  of  the  question,  with  a  mind  unbiassed  by  any  preconceive^ 
opinion,  or  previous  teaching,  or  early  impression  1  And  is  it  not 
also  his  duty  to  make  the  Bible  only  his  standard  for  determining 
what  is  sinful  and  what  is  not  ]  If  these  two  points  be  conceded, 
(and  we  see  not  how  tlioy  can  in  justice  be  denied,)  we  think  it  can 
be  fairly  proved,  not  only  that  dancing  in  itself  is  not  sinful,  but 
furthermore,  that  it  is  a  means  of  promotine  the  Christian  spirit 

We  know  that  many  Christians  imagine  that  an  essential  of  reli- 
gion is  melancholy  ;  another  name  for  what  perhaps  they  consider 
mere  solemnity.  Whence  arose  this  conceit  i  We  have  not  Holy 
Writ  for  its  authority.  Must  not  then  religion  have  first  receivea 
its  garb  of  gloom  from  disappointment  and  satiety  1  —  or  from  Bad 
old  age,  which  no  longer  feeling  the  buoyancy  of  youth,  had  foP 
gotten  that  gloominess  would  be  an  unnatural  exotic  in  the  fresh- 
ness of  the  youthful  mind  1  The  sad  and  sorrowing,  who  have 
passed  their  lives  in  thoughtless  levity,  may,  in  despair  at  the  ap- 
proach of  death,  in  fear  and  trembling,  imagine  that  they  can  make 
amends  for  their  having  so  long  forgotten  their  Creator,  by  adop^ 
ing  tho  other  extreme  in  their  conduct ;  but  this  is  the  result  of  fear, 
not  of  love.  A  well-regulated  mind  will  perceive  that  God'b  fkror 
is  not  to  be  thus  purchased.  He  who  has  a  correct  conception  of 
the  character  of  the  Supreme  knows  that  He  looks  at  ditf  heart,'  and 
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',t  be  right,  the  external  demeanor  will  be  also.  A  gloomy  re- 
i  cannot  be  of  celestial  origin ;  for  turnkig  to  our  Bible,  we 
joyousness  and  grateful  gladness  constantly  enjoined.  We 
read  :  *  Be  not  as  the  hypocrites,  of  a  sad  countenance  ;*  Mat., 
>.  We  no  where  see  sadness  inculcated,  but  we  find  the  Apostle 
pronouncing  joy  to  be  one  of  the  traits  of  the  true  Christian 
er:  *  The  fruit  of  the  spirit  is  love,  jot/,  peace,  long-suffering;' 
is,  patient  suffering ;  *  gentleness,  goodness,  faith,  meekness, 
erance.'  Gal.,  v.,  22.  We  also  read :  *  For  this  is  the  love 
3D,  that  we  keep  His  commandments ;  and  His  command- 
3  are  not  grievous  ;*  1  John,  v.  3.  But  do  not  the  melancholy 
onists  make  them  grievous  1  Are  they  not  imbued  with  the 
spirit  which  prompted  the  servant  to  lay  up  the  pound  in  a 
in,  and  who  excused  himself  by  saying :  *  For  I  feared  thee 
ise  thou  art  an  austere  man  ;  thou  takedst  up  that  thou  layedst 
[own,  and  rcapest  that  thou  didst  not  sow :'  Luke,  xix.,  21. 
ley  not,  like  this  servant,  look  upon  God  as  an  austere  master, 
id  of  a  kind,  indulgent,  loving  Father  ]  Are  they  not  in  a 
of  fear  of  punishment  for  some  unreasonable  requirement] 
ley  not  virtually  deny  that  *  God  is  Love  ]*  and  does  not  their 
3f  Him  stifle  their  love  of  Him  1  *  There  is  no  fear  in  love, 
erfect  love  casteth  out  fear;  because  fear  hath  torment.  He 
eareth  is  not  made  perfect  in  love  :*  1  John,  iv.,  18.  We  may 
therefore  that  that  melancholy  demeanor  which  is  the  offspring 
ar  is  sinful;  and  that  they  who  would  forbid  innocent  joyouB- 
nake  an  assumption  of  superior  holiness  and  wisdom  over  the 
Word;  for  in  the  Bible  innocent  amusement  is  not  forbidden, 
y  attentive  reader  of  the  Scriptures  knows  that  every  sin  is 

enumerated  and  condemned  ;  if  then  we  can  prove  that  dan- 
is  repeatedly  mentioned,  yet  not  once  censured,  is  it  not  a  fair 
mce  that  dancing  is  not  sinful  ]  Every  humble  Christian  will 
88  that  the  Bible  is  all-sufficient  for  Christian  practice ;  and 
U  does  not  deem  sinful  man  has  no  right  to  pronounce  so. 
learn  from  Goldsmith's  *  Manners  and  Customs  of  Nations,' 
Jmost  all  the  nations  on  the  face  of  the  globe  were  from  the  most 
nt  time  in  the  practice  of  rejoicing  and  showing  their  ^lad- 
and  joyousness  of  heart  by  music  and  dancing.  In  Robbins' 
lines  of  History'  it  is  said  of  the  Hebrews  :  *  Their  diversions 
to  have  consisted  chiefly  in  social  repasts,  music  and  dancing. 
;wo  latter  partook  of  a  religious  character.  Games  were  never 
luced  into  their  commonwealths.*  In  the  Holy  Record  also, 
nd  that  joy  and  rejoicing  were  most  commonly  evinced  by 
;  and  dancing.  If  a  practice  so  ancient  and  of  so  frequent  occur- 
t  were  really  censurable  in  the  eyes  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
1  He  not  have  taken  occasion  to  make  some  condemnatory  re- 

upon  the  subject  ]  Yet  He  does  not;  He  never  once  pro- 
ses it  sinful,  nor  tells  them  to  refrain  from  it ;  but  rather  implies 
t  is  a  fitting  manifestation  of  rejoicing  and  of  grateful  glad- 
and  a  natural  demonstration  of  the  exuberance  of  lively  feel- 
for  He  himself  narrates  the  mode  of  rejoicing  at  the  return  of 
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*  Familiarity  breeds  contempt/  even  with  the  art  of  chopping, 
and  I  soon  began  to  look  upon  it  as  an  irksome  duty  rather  than  a 
pleasure.  As  1  lived  entirely  alone  I  was  compelled  to  practice  the 
culinary  art,  and  became  quite  a  cook  on  a  small  scale ;  my  expe- 
rience however  in  these  matters  was  rather  limited,  being  confined 
to  the  different  methods  of  preparing  pork  and  venison  which  I  had 
bought  from  the  Indians,  potatoes  and  coffee.  But  I  racked  my 
invention  to  discover  the  subtlest  methods  of  preparing  these  dain- 
ties, and  became  a  proficient  in  making  that  unleavened  bread  known, 
inter  sylvas,  as  *  shanty  cake.'  Often  when  I  have  produced  a  ch^ 
d*asuvre  of  cunning  cookery  have  I  wished  that  some  fastidious  gour^ 
mand  was  there  to  share  my  feast.  My  dreams  were  not  even  yet 
all  dispelled,  and  though  I  sometimes  thought  that  a  life  in  the  bush 
looked  better  in  print  than  in  Canada,  still  I  persuaded  myself  that 
a  little  exertion  and  a  year  or  two  of  privation  would  not  fail  to 
produce  the  glorious  results  that  I  had  predicted. 

That  long  and  dismal  winter  at  last  came  to  an  end,  and  the  spring 
burst  upon  me  in  all  the  sudden  beauty  of  the  American  season. 
Myriads  of  birds  of  the  most  exquisite  plumage  filled  the  woods, 
and  the  earth  was  covered  with  flowers ;  flocks  of  pigeons  flashed 
across  my  clearing,  the  swift  messengers  of  summer ;  the  trees  put 
forth  their  leaves,  and  all  nature  rejoiced  in  verdant  glory.  I  had 
little  time  however  to  admire  the  great  change,  for  it  was  necessary 
to  bum  the  piles  of  *  brush'  and  clear  away  the  fallen  timber  on 
my  land  before  I  could  sow  or  plant.  This  was  a  work  not  to  be 
done  without  help,  requiring  both  men  and  oxen  ;  so  I  repaired  to 
the  '  settlement'  in  search  of  assistance.  I  soon  found  that  this  was 
not  easily  to  be  obtained,  for  every  man  was  in  the  same  predica- 
ment as  myself;  all  were  in  a  hurry  to  *log*  their  own  chopping, 
and  none  were  willing  to  go  fifteen  miles  to  help  me  until  their  own 
work  was  done;  which  would  be  too  late  for  my  crops.  With 
much  ado  I  prevailed  on  two  men  to  spare  me  one  day,  and  I  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  half  an  acre  cleared. 

I  was  fain  to  moderate  my  ambitious  views  of  husbandry  for  that 
year,  and  to  devote  myself  to  the  culture  of  a  garden.  Having  a 
choice  supply  of  *  Shaker's  seeds,'  procured  in  the  States,  I  arranged 
some  small  beds,  and  in  good  season  *  committed  them  to  the  earth,* 
together  with  a  small  patch  of  potatoes,  which  wore  planted  in  the 
firm  belief  that  they  would  return  a  hundred-fold.  But  the  thing 
to  which  I  looked  forward  with  the  greatest  pleasure  was  the  rais- 
ing of  Indian  corn,  of  which  I  had  a  few  seeds.  Having  never 
seen  a  field  of  com,  my  curiosity  was  excited,  and  I  had  unlimited 
faith  in  its  beauty  and  productiveness  as  a  plant,  and  its  excellence 
as  a  luxury.  One  fine  morning  in  May  I  had  commenced  planting 
my  com,  when  suddenly,  as  if  by  preconcertion,  myriads  of  smaU 
insects  assailed  me.  I  carelessly  brushed  them  from  my  face  at 
first,  unwilling  to  believe  that  such  minute  creatures  could  do  more 
harm  than  annoy  one  a  little.  Miserable  error! — in  less  than  an 
hour  my  eyes  were  swollen  and'  nearly  closed,  my  ears,  neck,  face 
tnd  hands  were  in  the  same  condition,  and  I  was  fairly  compelled 
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we  perceive  that  dancing  is  ejcpected,  and  is  deemed  consistent,  at 
>ther  times.  Thus  :  '  We  have  piped  unto  you,  and  ye  have  not 
lanced ;  we  have  mourned  unto  you,  and  ye  have  not  lamented.' 
kLLT.,  XI.,  17.  Evidently  reproaching  them  for  not  having  danced 
prhen  they  were  piped  unto.  Also  :  *  There  is  a  time  to  weep  and 
I  time  to  laugh ;  a  time  to  mourn  and  a  time  to  dance.'  Eccl., 
n.,  4.  It  is  mentioned  as  a  mark  of  happiness :  *  They  send  forth 
iieir  little  ones  like  a  flock,  and  their  children  dance.'    Job,  zxi.,  11. 

Even  in  infancy  we  behold  the  intuitive  exhibition  of  exuberant 
lealth  and  vivacity  in  infantile  dances.     Does  it  not  then  seem  cruel 
X>  magnify  so  natural  an  impulse  of  innocence,  into  an  act  of  sinful- 
ness, and  thus  to  cramp  the  healthful  elasticity  which  God  has  given 
tiliem  1     The  Scriptures  clearly  show  that  rejoicing  was  most  com- 
aaonly  demonstrated  by  dancing.     For  it  is  said  :  *  And  Miriam  the 
prophetess,  the  sister  of  Aaron,  took  a  timbrel  in  her  hand ;  and  all 
the  women  went  out  afler  her,  with  timbrels  and  with  dances.' 
BzoD.,  XV.,  20.     *  Jephthah's  daughter  came  out  to  meet  him  with 
dmbrels  and  dances.'     Judges,  xi.,  34.     *  Is  not  this  David,  the  king 
of  the  land  1     Did  they  not  sing  one  to  another  of  him  in  dances  V 
etc.     Sam.,  xxi.,  11.     'Again  I  will  build  thee,  and  thou  shalt  be 
built,  O  virgin  of  Israel !     Thou  shalt  again  be  adorned  with  thy 
tabrets,  and  shalt  go  forth  in  dances  of  them  that  make  merry.' 
Jbr.  XXXI.,  4.     *  And  it  came  to  pass  as  they  came,  when  David  was 
returned  from  the  slaughter  of  the  Philistines,  that  the  women  came 
out  of  all  the  cities  of  Israel,  singing  and  dancing,  to  meet  King 
Saul,  with  tabrets,  with  joy,  and  with  instruments  of  music'     1  Sam., 
zvni.,  6.      '  Thou   hast  turned  my  mourning  into  dancing ;  thou 
hast  put  off  my  sackcloth  and  girded  me  with  gladness.'     Psalms, 
XXX.,  11.     '  Let  Israel  rejoice  in  Him  that  made  him.     Let  the  chil- 
dren of  Zion  be  joyful  in  their  King.     Let  them  praise  His  name 
in  the  dance.'     Psalms,  cxlix.,  23.     *  And  they  shall  not  sorrow  any 
more  at  all.      Then  shall  the  virgin  rejoice  in  the  dance  ;  both  young 
men  and  old  together  :  for  I  will  turn  their  mourning  into  joy,  and 
will  comfort  them,  and  make  them  rejoice  from  their  sorrow.'     Jer., 
zxxi.,  13.     *  Therefore  they  commanded  the  children  of  Benjamin, 
saying,  '  Go,  and  lie  in  wait  in  the  vineyards  ;  and  see,  and  behold 
if  the  daughters  of  Shiloh  come  out  to  dance  in  dances  ;  then  come 
fe  out  of  the  vineyards,  and  catch  you  every  man  his  wife,  of  the 
daughters  of  Shiloh,  and  go  to  the  land  of  Benjamin.     And  the  chil- 
Iren  of  Benjamin  did  so,  and  took  their  wives  according  to  their 
lumber  of  them  that  danced  whom  they  caught.'  Judges  xxi.,  20, 21, 
J3.     *  And  David  danced  before  the  Lord  with  all  his  might.    And 
L8  the  ark  of  the  Lord  came  into  the  city  of  David,  Michal,  Saul's 
laughter,  looked  through  a  window,  and  saw  King  David  leaping 
Lnd  dancing  before  the  Lord  ;  and  she  despised  him  in  her  heart. 
Therefore  Michal,  the  daughter  of  Saul,  had  no  child  unto  the  day  of 
ler  death.'     2  Sam.,  vl,  14,  16,  23.     This  conduct  of  Michal's  has 
>een  quoted  as  an  argument  against  dancing ;  whereas,  if  justice  had 
3een  done,  it  would  have  been  quoted  in  favor  of  it ;  for  the  Lord 
leemed  her  despising  David  worthy  of  f^mMlwMmt.     And  when 
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In  a  short  time  a  thought  of  profound  wisdom  struck  me,  which 
was,  that  a  man  who  had  resolved  upon  turning  farmer  would  be 
none  the  worse  for  possessing  a  little  stock,  and  that  my  coffee  would 
be  all  the  better  for  a  little  milk  ;  so  I  resolved  at  once  to  purchase  a 
cow.  'T  is  true  I  could  not  milk  a  cow,  and  the  idea  itself  was  ex- 
tremely ludicrous,  but  I  overcame  my  foolish  scruples  by  reasoning 
that  *  where  there  's  a  will  there  's  a  way  ;*  *  people  must  adapt  them- 
selves,' etc.  And  after  all  it  would  furnish  me  with  an  excellent 
*topic  of  gossip  in  my  next  letter  home.  Away  I  went  one  Thursday 
morning,  as  I  thought,  before  sunrise,  to  a  Scotch  settlement,  where 
I  discovered  that  it  was  Sunday,  and  waiting  until  next  day  I  bought 
a  cow,  and  also  permitted  a  yoke  of  oxen  to  be  palmed  upon  me, 
and  after  taking  half  a  dozen  lessons  in  milking,  I  returned  with  my 
three  cattle  as  proud  as  a  plebeian  who  had  suddenly  come  into  pos- 
session of  a  large  fortune,  and  as  much  perplexed  with  my  acquisi- 
tion. • 

I  invented  a  new  method  of  milking  with  my  finger  and  thumb, 
and  on  certain  occasions  when  the  cow  was  unusually  patient,  and 
the  flies  unusually  scarce,  actually  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  little 
milk.  But  her  ladyship  took  to  rambling,  and  frequently  when 
searching  for  the  cow,  I  lost  myself,  and  spent  whole  days  in  endeav- 
oring to  find  my  small  clearing.  At  length  I  became  weary  of  this 
amusement,  and  she  disappeared  altogether.  I  put  my  oxen  through 
*  all  their  paces ;'  hitched  them  to  logs,  and  practised  *  haw*  and  *  gee' 
with  the  obstinate  brutes,  until  I  became  a  tolerable  *  teamster.' 
But  they,  like  myself  and  my  cow,  were  given  to  wandering,  and  one 
day  basely  deserted  me.  The  best  temper  in  the  world  may  be. 
ruined  by  continued  ill-treatment  and  ingratitude ;  and  so  poignantly 
did  I  feel  this  heartless  conduct,  that  I  subsided  into  a  sullen  despair, 
resolving  to  take  no  steps  for  their  recovery,  but  leave  them  to  the 
fate  they  deserved  for  abandoning  so  excellent  a  master.  I  took 
things  very  easily  in  fact.  I  am  afraid  I  was  getting  dispirited,  and 
sometimes  thought,  in  spite  of  myself,  that  my  great  scheme  would 
prove  a  bubble,  and  that  my  own  society,  very  eoscltmve  though  it 
was,  did  not  possess  all  the  charms  with  which  my  imagination  or 
vanity  had  endowed  it. 

One  day,  in  default  of  better  employment,  I  had  taken  a  pocket 
copy  of  Virgil  in  my  hand,  and  after  dreaming  for  half  an  hour  over 
the  name  and  date  vmtten  on  a  blank  leaf,  when  I  was  a  school-boy, 
and  the  hundred  recollections  this  slight  incident  awakened,  I  com- 
menced to  read  the  first  Eclogue  :  I  had  got  as  far  as  that  passage  in 
which  Tityrus  solemnly  vows  Olympian  honors  to  his  patron,  be- 
cause as  he  says  : 

'  lUe  permisit, 
MeaB  bones  errare/ 

when  my  attention  was  arrested  by  a  loud  crash  outside,  and  I  in- 
stantly went  to  discover  the  cause.  Oh  Virgil !  Oh  Tityrus  and 
homed  cattle  !  what  a  sight !  My  harvest  cares  were  ended  ;  my 
year's  work  was  consummated.  A  drove  of  stray  cows  and  oxen 
were  in  my  garden ;  my  beautiful  tomatoes  were  destroyed^  my  dar- 
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characters  of  those  who  practice  it,  and  according  to  the 
Its,  intentions  and  feelings  of  the  dancers.  Let  these  be  cor- 
id  pure,  and  the  act  will  be  so  too,  and  void  of  offence,  *  toward 
nd  toward  man.'  If  the  children  of  professing  Christians  are 
:  genuine  goodness,  and  true  practical  holiness,  we  venture  to 
at  there  will  be  no  inexpediency  in  teaching  them  to  dance ; 
B  evil  of  dancing  consists  in  its  intemperance.  This,  Scrip- 
eenis  sinful,  and  this  only  it  forbids.  Intemperance  therefore 
I  be  shunned  in  dancing  as  in  every  thing  else.  Let  dancing 
3d  from  immoderation,  immodesty  and  imprudence,  and  it  will 
hixkg  more  than  a  temperate  exercise,  a  stimulator  of  health, 
1  innocent  promoter  of  cheerfulness ;  while  at  the  same  time 

induce  and  enhance  an  ease  and  grace  of  carriage,  which  is 
inently  conducive  of  feminine  and  manly  beauty. 


stanzas:      grey     hairs^ 
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Old  man !  upon  whose  thoughtftd  brow 
The  hairs  are  gray  and  scattered  now ; 
Who  sadly,  and  with  many  tears, 
Hast  mourned  the  loved  of  other  years, 
AVhom  thou  in  childhood's  sonny  bloom 
Saw'st  laid  to  slumber  in  the  tomb ; 
Old  man !  I  deem  it  well  for  thee 
That  thou  hast  hairs  like  those  I  see ! 

I  deem  it  well ;  for  thou  at  last 
The  snares  of  life  hast  safely  past  $ 
If  it  hath  brought  thee  years  of  wo, 
If  thou  hast  seen  its  hopes  laid  low, 
If  thou  hast  got  with  caro  and  pain 
That  which  in  turn  thoa'st  lost  again. 
It  matters  not ;  but  by  these  hairs 
Be  warned  to  penitence  and  prayers  ! 

Soon,  with  thy  thin  hands  clasped  so  cold, 
Thou'lt  rest  beneath  the  church-yard  mould ; 
Soon  o'er  thy  head  the  wintry  sleet 
And  early  rains  of  spring  shall  beat ; 
And  Summer,  with  her  cheeks  all  bloomy 
Shall  plant  her  violets  'round  thy  tomb ; 
For  this  't  is  meet  thou  shouldst  propare, 
Thou,  on  whose  head  I  see  grrey  hair  I 

Full  many  a  fair  and  joyous  day 

On  thee  hath  beamed  and  past^^way  ; 

Full  many  a  warm  kiss  thou  hast  shed 

On  lips  now  sealed,  and  cold  and  dead ; 

But  by  thy  looks,  old  man,  I  know  .' ' ' ." "-   ' 

That  soon 't  will  be  thy  turn  U)  go;  ;  -  •>'  •  •/  ^ 

Nor  vainly  by  those  scattered  bain  '  .ai   :ri7 

Shouldst  th«u  be  warned  to  faith  and  prayeii  l 
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When  a  new  writer  makes  his  d^but  before  die  world,  it  is  bat 
reasonable  that  the  world  should  inquire  who  he  is ;  and  justice  to 
the  world,  and  mercy  toward  the  world's  wife,  who  has  a  violent 
passion  for  acquiring  information,  demand  that  the  writer  should. 
<  define  his  position.'  It  is  particularly  necessary  also  when  the  said 
ambitious  scribbler,  as  in  the  present  instance,  thrusts  himself  into 
the  society  of  his  betters  without  bringing  letters  of  introduction 
from  complaisant  editors,  or  a  recommendation  from  that  powerfbl 
authority,  *  Orator  Puff.'  It  may  be  said  by  some  far-seeing  reader 
that  this  writer  has  done  nothing  entitling  him  to  the  patronage  of 
this  latter  power.  I  object  to  any  prejudicial  inference  oeing  drawn 
from  this  premising,  inasmuch  as  his  favors  have  frequently  been 
extended  to  persons  who  have  done  worse  than  nothing.  It  is  ne- 
cessary too  that  the  reader,  especially  the  critical  reader,  should 
have  a  proper  knowledge  of  the  character,  station,  etc.,  of  a  literarr 
debutant,  as  otherwise  incautious  praise  might  be  given  to  his  work 
for  its  intrinsic  merit,  which  it  would  be  found  expedient  to  revoke 
on  a  nearer  acquaintance  with  perhaps  his  peculiar  idiosyncracy  on 
dcbateable  subjects ;  his  country ;  his  connections ;  his  religion  or 
his  poverty.  On  the  other  hand,  hasty  censure  might  be  passed  od 
his  production  for  its  individual  dulness,  when  the  author  himself 
might  be  found  to  be  a  young  gentleman  of  high  standing  in  society, 
and  of  immense  riches,  or  golden  expectations.  To  prevent  the 
occurrence  of  such  annoying  mistakes  in  my  case,  I  have  resolved 
to  have  no  subterfuge,  but  anonymousness,  and  to  '  make  a  clean 
breast  of  it.* 

'  Well,  who  am  I V  It  is  a  question,  dear  reader,  that  I  have  asked 
myself  a  thousand  times.  When  any  thing  has  occurred  to  m£Be 
the  erjuable  current  of  my  mind  ;  when  I  have  considered  myself 
neglected  by  the  world,  I  have  frowned  at  a  mirror  and  asked  in- 
dignantly, *  Who  am  I V  When  a  young  lady  whose  person  and  fo^ 
tune  had  captivated  my  heart,  has  slighted  my  addresses  and  laufffaed 
at  my  soft  speeches,  I  have  retired  to  a  solitary  room,  and  shakinff 
my  fist  violently  at  my  shadow,  have  inquired,  *  Who  am  I V  On  van- 
ous  occasions  have  I  thus  interrogated  myself;  and  Myself,  who  is 
the  best  fellow  in  the  world,  though  some  envious  people  call  him 
vain,  has  invariably  returned  most  satisfactory  answers,  which  my 
modesty  forbids  me  to  repeat.  I  may  however  say,  without  becom- 
ing liable  to  the  charge  of  egotism,  that  Myself  has  always  assured 
me  that  I  am  a  charming  young  fellow,  and  though  possessing  a  few 
back-woods  accomplishments,  I  am,  in  my  rational  intervals,  upon 
the  whole,  rather  amiable.  I  have  the  height,  whiskers  and  impu- 
dence necessary  to  manhood  ;  although  to  l^  candid,  I  ladL  the  most 
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essential  requisite  —  money.  N'importe  ;  it  may  come  with  the  silvery 
hairs  of  old  age.  I  may  as  well  slate  too,  as  some  may  be  interested 
m  this  point  —  who  knows  1  —  that  I  am  a  bachelor ;  and  I  forgot  to 
say,  remarkably  handsome. 

As  it  regards  the  important  point  of  family,  I  believe  few  can 
claim  a  more  ancient  pedigree.  Our  genealogical  tree  is  completely 
withered  and  fallen  away  with  old  age.  Our  family  arms  is  quite 
palsied,  wrinkled,  and  shattered  with  senility ;  and  the  ancient '  sup- 
porters' of  our  heraldric  honors  are  entirely  toorm-eaten.  My  grand- 
father boasted  his  descent  from  one  Adam,  whom  he  asserted  lived 
before  the  flood,  and  my  grandmother  proved  by  her  actions  that  she 
was  a  lineal  descendant  of  Eve  his  wife.  Our  armorial  bearings  is 
a  shield  with  numerous  quarterings ;  in  the  principal  one  of  which 
is  the  head  of  a  Saracen,  which  from  immemorial  time  has  been 
afflicted  with  strabismus,  which  is  nothing  improved  by  age,  and 
which  the  learned  say  betokens  a  bend  sinister.  The  rest  are  filled 
with  rampant  spoons  (pewter,)  and  similar  articles  of  vertu,  on  a 
field  brass;  the  whole  of  which  is  exceedingly  appropriate,  and  was 
devised  by  some  prophetic  herald,  who  knew  well  that  none  of  the 
family  would  have  silver  spoons  in  their  mouths  at  their  birth,  and 
that  their  general  characteristic  in  after  life  would  be  a  brazen  one. 

But  all  the  glories  of  my  ancient  pedigree  would  not  find  me 
bread,  nor  would  a  plebeian  world  supply  me  with  new  coats ;  there- 
fore my  father  resolved  to  give  me  a  profession  ;  thinking,  good  old 
soul !  in  the  fulness  of  paternal  pride,  that  I  was  destined  to  make  a 
figure  in  the  world,  and  illuminate  the  family  arms  with  a  field  or. 
But  my  dear  mother,  who  was  a  very  learned  lady  for  country  parts, 
had  fallen  in  love  with  Bruce' s  travels  before  I  was  bom  5  to  which 
unfortunate  circumstance  I  attribute  a  rambling  propensity  which 
I  possess,  which  effectually  marred  all  my  famer's  stay-at-home 
schemes  of  prosperity,  and  rendered  nugatory  his  oft-repeated 
maxim,  '  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss.' 

I  read  Rosseau,  and  therefore  fancied  I  disliked  the  conventional 
shackles  of  society ;  my  profession  proved  dull  and  irksome,  and 
I  was  seized  with  a  longing  after  primitive  life.  I  was  not  long  in 
determining  to  seek  my  fortune  abroad ;  but  where  should  I  go  in 
search  of  it  ?  The  West  Indies  were  too  hot ;  the  East  Indies  were 
overdone;  Australia  was  too  far;  Timbuctoo  would  not  do ;  the 
tJnited  States  were  too  civilized,  and  I  cried  in  despair,  *  Where, 
>h  !  where  !*  My  situation  also  was  becoming  embarrassing,  hav- 
ng  rashly  impaired  my  small  fortune  in  paying  my  debts.  Solici- 
:ou8  tradesmen,  at  whose  requests  I  had  signed  my  name  to  myste- 
rious pieces  of  stamped  paper,  were  anxious  to  become  intrusively 
familiar  with  me,  and  I  was  compelled  to  lead  a  solitary  misanthro- 
pic life,  to  avoid  that  vul^r  race  of  beings  who  salute  you  in  the 
streets  with  a  tap  on  the  shoulder.     They  started  up  in  my  path 

'Whene'er  I  took  my  walks  sbrosd,' 

and  thrust  villanous  papers  into  my  hand,  purporting  to  come  '  by 
the  grace  of  God,'  from '  Victoria,  Qaeen/  etc.,  etc.    I  entertained 
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serious  thoughts  of  bargaining  with  some  sea-captain  to  place  me 
on  an  uninhabited  island,  and  forsaking  a  cruel  world,  take  the 
Bible  and  Robinson  Crusoe,  lead  a  solitary  life,  cultivate  the  ac- 
quaintance of  intelligent  monkeys,  devote  my  energ^ies  to  the  civili- 
zation of  affectionate  goats,  and  teach  paroquets  to  accompany  my 
flute  in  '  I  am  monarch  of  all  I  survey,'  to  the  tune  of  the  dead- 
march.    But 

*  Heaven  sendt  relief  to  the  woe^laden  brMtt,' 

and  I  thanked  my  lucky  fate  that  one  morning  sent  me  a  pamphlet 
issued  by  the  *  Canada  Land  Company.' 

This  philanthropic  society  offered  an  asylum  to  all  persecuted 
people,  a  refuge  to  the  brieHess  barrister,  a  patrimony  to  the  poor 
physician,  who  had  been  for  years  alike  patient  and  patientless,  es- 
tates to  the  landless,  and  an  Arcady  to  the  rurally-inclined.  I  flung 
my  hat  to  the  ceiling  in  transport,  and  leaped  about  the  room  in 
extacy.  I  rubbed  ray  hands  and  said  to  my  soul,  *  Oh,  be  joyful  !* 
'  I  thank  thee.  Fortune  !'  I  exclaimed,  addressing  the  invisible  god- 
dess with  vehement  gratitude,  '  I  thank  thee  that  thou  has  resenre^ 
a  retreat  for  thy  successless  followers ;  where  duns  will  not  assail, 
where  bailiffs  will  not  affright,  nor  visions  of  writ  and  *  capias'  dis- 
turb their  slumbers  !  *  Farewell,  a  long  farewell,'  to  all  my  anxious 
cares,  my  ceaseless  searchings  for  patrons  among  men  whose  '  ean 
are  deaf  to  the  voice  of  the  charmer  !'  Oh !  ye  company  of  Join^ 
stock  Howards  !  how  shall  I  thank  ye  ?  Buried  in  the  primeyal  soG- 
tudes  of  Nature,  will  I  forget  my  troubles,  and  elevate  my  soul  in 
communion  with  her  in  the  unbroken  silence  of  her  strong-hoUs. 
My  farm  shall  supply  my  wants ;  care  shall  not  enter  *  in  my  cot- 
tage, near  a  wood.  The  mighty  lakes  and  rivers  shall  yield  their 
*  finny  tribe'  for  my  food,  and  my  rifle  shall  supply  my  table  with 
luxuries.  I  will  dress  in  furs  and  shear  sheep ;  smg  pastorals  and 
dream  dreams!' 

When  I  had  thus  opened  the  safety-valve  of  my  excited  feelinsi 
I  retired  to  bed,  where  I  dreamed  of  sagacious  oxen  and  amiaUe 
cows.  I  found  myself  in  the  act  of  embracing  an  Indian,  who  wu 
suddenly  transformed  into  an  interesting  fat  pig  of  mv  own  raising; 
and  the  transport  of  delight  I  experienced  awakenea  me. 

I  was  never  much  burthened  with  what  the  world  calls  wisdom, 
or  calculation ;  and  without  having  reflected  twice  on  the  subject, 
I  arranged  my  affairs  sls  quickly  as  possible,  and  was 'almost  sur- 
prised one  morning  to  find  myself  on  board  a  New- York  packet- 
ship.  The  dulness  of  a  sea-voyage  can  only  be  equalled  by  the 
narration  of  it,  which  in  charity  1  withhold. 

I  was  delighted  of  course  on  entering  the  New  World,  of  which 
I  had  heard  so  much,  and  enraptured  with  the  magnificent  bay ; 
and  as  we  neared  the  neat  white  houses  I  became  elated  with  &e 
fairy-land  appearance  the  country  of  my  adoption  presented  in  con- 
trast with  the  dingy,  smoky  look  of  the  towns  in  tne  *  old  country.' 
I  was  struck  on  landing  with  the  home-like  appearance  of  every 
thing  around,  and  stared  like  an  owl  struck  marvellous  to  hear  the 
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same  language,  to  see  the  same  features,  the  same  dress  and  man- 
ners I  had  left  behind.  I  confess  I  felt  half  disappointed  on  finding 
that  Txo  foreign  wonders  awaited  me.  But  *  Onward  !'  Mras  the  word. 
I-fied  up  the  glorious  Hudson  by  moonlight,  from  thence  to  Roches- 
ter, wondering  at  and  admiring  every  thing,  and  began  to  be  con- 
vinced by  slow  degrees  that  New- York  was  larger  than  even  York- 
^ire,  and  that  the  United  States  actually  possessed  towns  and  cities 
in  the  interior  of  the  country ;  positively  handsomer  and  better  than 
ihe  thousand  year  old  provincial  towns  of  England.  I  had  serious 
thoughts  of  changing  ray  intention,  and  tempting  fortune  in  this  land 
of  promise  ;  but  dreams  of  Arcady  possessed  me  and  impelled  me 
gtiU  onward ;  and  thus  I  discovered  myself  one  dark  windy  night 
in  October,  in  Coburg,  in  Canada. 

When  I  looke'd  upon  the  town  next  morning  and  compared  it 
with  those  through  which  I  had  passed  on  my  route,  my  spirits  fell, 
and  I  sighed  despite  myself  It  was  a  bleak-looking  place,  which 
&ey  ostentatiously  called  a  town,  and  its  few  inhabitants  appeared 
to  have  given  themselves  over  to  lethargy  and  dejection.  But  what 
did  this  matter  to  me  ?  I  came  to  found  a  Utopia  on  a  small  scale ; 
to  make  a  home  in  the  glorious  wilderness ;  to  hunt  and  fish  and 
&Tm,  to  go  wild  and  free,  to  sing  madrigals  and  rear  sheep. 

*  I  will  not  bore  the  reader  with  an  account  of  my  wanderings  in 
search  of  a  situation  that  suited  my  romantic  notions.  I  declined 
purchasing  the  most  excellent  *  mill-sites,*  refused  tempting  '  water 
privileges,*  rejected  ofiers  of  *  never-failing  creeks,*  exhaustless 

*  sugar  bushes,*  and  most  unexceptionable  *  hard  wood*  land ;  all 
because  they  were  too  near  the  bounds  of  civilization,  and  I  had 
resolved  to  make  my  home  in  the  solitudes  of  the  primeval  forest. 
With  this  view  I  started  for  the  far  West,  and  after  experiencing 
for  a  month  all  the  horrors  of  travelling  in  that  country,  its  swamps, 

*  corduroys,*  and  worse  than  all,  its  log-taverns,  I  arrived  at  a  small 
toi^m  on  Lake  Huron,  purchased  land  in  a  newly  surveyed  town- 
ship, forty  miles  farther  on,  and  having  laid  in  a  stock  of  necessa- 
ries for  the  winter,  gallantly  set  out  to  take  possession  of  my  estafe. 

On  the  second  day  of  our  journey  we  (myself,  a  teamster  and  two 
'choppers,')  had  left  behind  us  all  marks  of  civilization.  Not  a 
solitary  log-cabin  peered  out  from  its  nook  in  the  bush ;  no  occa- 
sional sound  of  an  axe  was  to  be  heard,  and  the  dull  rumble  of  our 
solitary  wagon  along  the  narrow  *  high-road,*  or  the  loud  voice  of 
the  driver  as  he  urged  his  horses  to  greater  exertions  in  some  fre- 

Suent  dilemma,  which  the  echoes  caught  up  and  mocked  as  if  in 
endish  exultation,  were  the  only  sounds  that  broke  the  oppressive 
silence.  Our  progress  was  often  interrupted  by  fallen  trees  lying 
across  the  path,  which  had  to  be  cut  through  and  removed.  At 
length  about  night-fall  on  the  second  day  we  reached  my  *  lot,*  very 
tired,  silent,  cold  and  miserable.  A  wigwam  in  the  Chippewa 
fashion  was  speedily  erected,  a  good  fire  *  built,'  and  over  our  sup- 
per of  bread,  pork  and  coffee,  something  like  good-humor  and  hilarity 
returned. 

On  the  ensuing  morning  the  ground  was  covered  with  a  foot  depth 
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of  snow,  which  had  fallen  in  the  night ;  the  trees  were  hung  with 
white  drapery,  which  would  have  appeared  beautifully  fontastic  at 
another  time,  but  only  awakened  a  sensation  of  desolation  and 
misery  now,  considerably  heightened  by  the  dark  appearance  of 
the  sky,  which  had  donned  a  dun  robe  of  clouds.  Our  driver 
speedily  *  hitched'  his  horses  to  the  waeon  and  left  us,  and  I  could 
perceive  by  the  look  of  pity  with  which  he  regarded  me  that  he 
considered  me  as  an  insane  monomaniac,  whose  wilfulness  in  se- 
lecting such  an  abode  was  a  fool-hardy  tempting  of  Providence. 

It  was  necessary  first  of  all  to  build  a  house ;  and  as  there  was 
no  probability  of  the  snow  disappearing  before  spring,  the  sooner 
it  was  done  the  belter.  With  this  view  we  proceeded  to  fell  trees 
of  the  proper  thickness  and  to  cut  from  them  logs  of  the  proper 
length,  then  to  split  bass-wood  logs  and  hollow  them  into  '  scoops' 
for  the  roof.  This  done,  my  two  companions  started  for  the  nearest 
settlement,  fifteen  miles,  to  procure  a  yoke  of  oxen  to  haul  them, 
and  to  request  the  assistance  of  my '  neighbors'  in  raising  my  future 
abode.  They  came  cheerfully  to  the  'bee,'  and  after  the  usual 
amount  of  eating,  drinking,  swearing  and  joking,  the  house  or  rather 
'  shanty'  was  raised  and  covered  in,  while  all  the  time  it  was  snow- 
ing as  I  believe  it  can  snow  in  no  other  part  of  the  world ;  actually 
tumbling  in  heavy  masses  from  the  clouds,  silent  and  incessant.  Our 
next  labor  was  to  hew  planks  of  bass-wood  for  the  floor  and  door, 
to  make  a  fire-place  and  chimney  as  well  as  we  could,  and  fill  the 
apertures  between  the  logs  with  splinters  and  moss,  as  the  incle- 
mency of  the  season  prevented  plastering. 

In  three  weeks  after  this,  the  two  men  I  had  brought  with  me  ' 
having  chopped  five  acres  of  land  according  to  their  engagementy 
returned  to  their  homes  and  left  me  *  alone  in  my  glory.' 

When  I  was  left  alone  the  grim  reality  of  my  situation  dimmed 
the  romantic  dreams  in  which  I  had  indulged.  My  impressions  in 
these  inhospitable  solitudes  were  any  thing  but  cheering.  The  cold 
frowning  silence  of  the  leafless  forest  inspired  me  with  feelings  of 
inefiable  awe  and  stupendous  loneliness.  A  chilling  austerity 
seemed  to  rebuke  my  intrusion  into  the  untrodden  recesses  where 
Nature  kept  her  secrets  and  brooded  in  awftil  grandeur  and  eternal 
stillness.  Around  my  small  clearing  the  moss-hoared  elms  and 
mighty  maples  stood  like  stem  and  sorrowful  guardians  of  their 
smaller  brethren  in  the  back-ground.  Over  head  now  and  then 
would  pass  a  heavy-winged  raven,  maddened  with  hunger  and 
moaning  for  his  far-off  home,  and  in  the  forest  the  hardy  wood' 
pecker  would  occasionally  make  the  depths  ring  with  his  fierce  as- 
sault on  some  barkless  and  rotting  trunk.  All  else  was  silence ; 
a  vast  melancholy  ;  an  unspeakable  sadness  of  nature.  But  it  is 
on  a  moonlight  night  in  mid- winter  that  the  woods  assume  an  aspect 
of  severest  majesty ;  when  the  heavens  pour  their  beau^  across 
the  swell  of  forest-tops,  casting  a  darker  shade  below,  and  look  ms 
if  in  loving  sorrow  on  the  glistening  snow  in  the  clearing,  like  Pitj 
upon  fruitless  Hope  ;  casting  their  mild  charm  over  torpid  nature, 
cold  and  beautiful  as  a  smile  arrested  in  its  transience,  that  half 
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utnes  the  features  of  young  Death.  Then  the  woodB  are  filled 
Lth  unseen  voices,  for  the  great  trees  are  tortured  by  the  frost,  and 
ack  and  groan  and  shout  in  agony,  and  the  owl  sings  her  night* 
»ng  to  the  moon,  and  calls  on  the  clamorous  echoes.  Perhaps  the 
arm  will  be  abroad  exulting  through  the  heavens,  and  veiling  the 
con,  as  he  raises  his  wild  outcry  and  wrestles  with  the  giants  of 
e  forest,  which  bend  and  writhe  and  shriek  in  the  contest,  and 
ng  their  mighty  arms  defiant,  as  they  escape  unscathed;  while 
►me,  less  strong,  sink  beneath  the  tyrant's  attack,  crushing  their 
»n8  that  stand  around,  and  strewing  the  woods  with  ruin  in  their 
11 ;  while  high  above  the  tumult  the  owl  shrieks  in  fear,  and  the 
rowling  and  distant  wolf  yells  in  horror. 

I  had  often  wished  for  solitude,  and  I  had  it  now  in  earnest ;  be- 
ig  fifteen  miles  from  any  human  being  except  a  few  harmless 
hippewas,  who  had  come  down  to  hunt.  I  involuntarily  began  to 
ik  with  the  poet, 

*  Oh  Solitude  !  where  are  thy  charms  f 

I  had  no  books  except  a  few  pocket  volumes,  having  lefb  them 
ith  other  things  to  follow  me  by  way  of  Quebec ;  and  my  only 
nusement  was  to  chop,  which  I  did  daily.  This  was  excellent  ex- 
xise,  and  I  took  great  delight  in  it  at  first.  Although  laborious, 
has  much  excitement  for  a  young  beginner.  After  having  calcu- 
ted  in  which  position  it  will  be  most  advantageous  for  your  tree 
\  fall,  you  proceed  to  chop  in  the  direction  that  in  your  judgment 
ill  secure  such  a  result.  Afler  an  hour's  chopping,  which  has 
ade  your  blood  fly  through  your  veins  and  your  heart  leap  with 
3alth  and  pleasure,  your  exertions  are  rewarded  by  the  tree  giv- 
ig  its  first  crack  ;  being  young  at  the  business,  you  cease  to  chop, 
•ok  up  at  the  tree-top,  and  think  of  making  your  escape.  The 
ee  however  shows  no  signs  of  falling,  and  you  strike  a  dozen  more 
!ow8  as  fast  as  possible ;  then  follows  two  more  cracks.     The  tree 

evidently  showing  symptoms  of  distress,  and  you  retreat  with 
iste,  and  watch  it  from  a  convenient  distance.  At  this  instant  a 
ight  breeze  arises  and  threatens  to  carry  the  tree  in  the  contrary 
rection.  You  now  hold  your  breath,  fearful  lest  your  plan  should 
5  thwarted.  The  wind  ceases,  the  tree  rights  itself,  and  you  ad- 
ince  and  strike  more  blows,  and  retreat  with  great  precipitation. 

sinks  at  last,  crash  !  crash  !  and  your  eyes  sparkle  to  see  it  taking 
e  proper  direction ;  now  the  top  becomes  entangled  with  the 
*aiiches  of  another  tree  ;  it  is  an  anxious  moment,  for  it  threatens 
•  remain  there ;  you  creep  toward  it  and  give  three  or  four  quick 
ows  to  throw  more  weight  upon  it  by  cutting  away  its  hold  on 
le  stump.  At  last  it  strips  off*  the  limbs  that  interrupt  its  descent, 
id  falls  with  a  mighty  crash,  flinging  up  a  cloud  of  snow,  and  you 
lOUt  in  involuntary  gladness.  The  next  thing  you  do  is  to  mount 
n  the  trunk  of  the  prostrate  giant,  and  being  light-hearted,  sing  a 
lerry  catch  as  you  walk  up  and  look  at  its  head,  as  if  you  expected 
>  find  a  treasure  there.  Having  achieved  this  ereat  exploit  you 
aturally  fling  your  axe  across  your  shoulder,  aad  still  singing  or 
whistling,  walk  into  your  shanty  to  congratulate  yourself. 
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*  Familiarity  breeds  contempt/  even  with  the  art  of  chopping, 
and  I  soon  began  to  look  upon  it  as  an  irksome  duty  rather  than  a 
pleasure.  As  I  lived  entirely  alone  I  was  compelled  to  practice  the 
culinary  art,  and  became  quite  a  cook  on  a  small  scale ;  my  expe- 
rience however  in  these  matters  was  rather  limited,  being  confined 
to  the  different  methods  of  preparing  pork  and  venison  which  I  had 
bought  from  the  Indians,  potatoes  and  coffee.  But  I  racked  my 
invention  to  discover  the  subtlest  methods  of  preparing  these  dain- 
ties, and  became  a  proficient  in  making  that  unleavened  bread  known, 
inter  sylvasj  as  '  shanty  cake.'  Often  when  I  have  produced  a  ch^ 
d*CBuvre  of  cunning  cookery  have  I  wished  that  some  fastidious  gour- 
mand was  there  to  share  my  feast.  My  dreams  were  not  even  yet 
all  dispelled,  and  though  I  sometimes  thought  that  a  life  in  the  bush 
looked  better  in  print  than  in  Canada,  still  I  persuaded  myself  that 
a  little  exertion  and  a  year  or  two  of  privation  would  not  &il  to 
produce  the  glorious  results  that  I  had  predicted. 

That  long  and  dismal  winter  at  last  came  to  an  end,  and  the  spring 
burst  upon  me  in  all  the  sudden  beauty  of  the  American  season. 
Myriads  of  birds  of  the  most  exquisite  plumage  filled  the  woods, 
and  the  earth  was  covered  with  flowers ;  flocks  of  pigeons  flashed 
across  my  clearing,  the  swifl;  messengers  of  summer ;  the  trees  pat 
forth  their  leaves,  and  all  nature  rejoiced  in  verdant  glory.  I  had 
little  time  however  to  admire  the  great  change,  for  it  was  necessaiy 
to  bum  the  piles  of  '  brush'  and  clear  away  the  fallen  timber  on 
my  land  before  I  could  sow  or  plant.  This  was  a  work  not  to  be 
done  without  help,  requiring  both  men  and  oxen  ;  so  I  repaired  to 
the  '  settlement'  in  search  of  assistance.  I  soon  found  that  this  vu 
not  easily  to  be  obtained,  for  every  man  was  in  the  same  predica- 
ment as  myself;  all  were  in  a  hurry  to  *log*  their  own  chopping, 
and  none  were  willing  to  go  fifl:een  miles  to  help  me  until  their  own 
work  was  done;  which  would  be  too  late  for  my  crops.  Widi 
much  ado  I  prevailed  on  two  men  to  spare  me  one  day,  and  I  aac- 
ceeded  in  getting  half  an  acre  cleared. 

I  was  fain  to  moderate  my  ambitious  views  of  husbandry  for  that 
year,  and  to  devote  myself  to  the  culture  of  a  p^arden.  Having  a 
choice  supply  of  *  Shaker's  seeds,'  procured  in  the  States,  I  arranged 
some  small  beds,  and  in  good  season  *  committed  them  to  the  earth,' 
together  with  a  small  patch  of  potatoes,  which  were  planted  in  the 
firm  belief  that  they  would  return  a  hundred-fold.  But  the  thing 
to  which  I  looked  forward  with  the  greatest  pleasure  was  the  rais- 
ing of  Indian  corn,  of  which  I  had  a  few  seeds.  Having  never 
seen  a  field  of  com,  my  curiosity  was  excited,  and  I  had  unlimited 
faith  in  its  beauty  and  productiveness  as  a  plant,  and  its  excellence 
as  a  luxury.  One  fine  morning  in  May  I  had  commenced  planting 
my  com,  when  suddenly,  as  if  by  preconcerlion,  myriads  of  smaU 
insects  assailed  me.  I  carelessly  brushed  them  from  my  fiice  at 
first,  unwilling  to  believe  that  such  minute  creatures  could  do  more 
harm  than  annoy  one  a  little.  Miserable  error! — in  less  than  an 
hour  my  eyes  were  swollen  and  nearly  closed,  niy  eara,  neck,  &ce 
and  hands  were  in  the  same  condition,  and  I  was  fairly  compelled 
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to  abandon  my  work  and  run  into  the  house,  where  alone  I  was  free 
from  the  enemy.  These  insects  are  called  '  black  flies/  and  are  ex- 
ceedingly venomous.  The  next  day,  having  tied  up  my  head  with 
handkerchiefs,  I  ventured  out  again,  and  by  perseverance  I  at  length 
succeeded  in  finishing  my  planting. 

^  These  annoying  insects  disappeared  in  about  a  month,  but  their 
place  was  taken  by  a  more  formidable  enemy,  the  musquitoe. 
Surely  all  the  plagues  of  Egypt  combined  could  causa  but  trifling 
misery  when  compared  with  this  monster  *  visitation'  as  it  exists  in 
the  back-woods.  They  are  not  to  be  counted  by  myriads,  but  clouds, 
that  emerge  from  the  woods  night  and  morning,  and  during  the  en- 
tire day  in  cloudy  weather,  obscuring  the  view  like  an  animated  fog. 
If  you  retire  to  your  log-house  on  a  rainy  day,  and  endeavor  to  dis- 
sipate melancholy  by  reading,  half  a  dozen  will  pounce  upon  your 
nose  before  you  have  got  half  through  the  first  page.     Would  you 

write  1     As  soon  as    you   have  commenced  '"My  dear '  one 

pounces  upon  your  finger,  you  fly  into  a  passion  and  blot  the  sheet ; 
and  if,  exhausted  with  the  heat,  you  fall  asleep,  are  not  a  dozen  of 
the  vampires  feasting  upon  your  temples  1 

You  have  been  out  all  day,  trying  to  roll  together  impossible  logs, 
and  retire  to  your  shanty  at  evening  tired  and  disconsolate  ;  you  find 
it  ftill  of  mus(j[uitoes,  and  a  swarm  before  ihe  door  and  every  crevice, 
striving  to  gain  admittance  ;  you  make  a  large  *  smudge'  fire  out- 
side that  the  smoke  may  drive  these  away,  and  another  inside  in  a 
sugar-kettle  which  you  feed  with  moss  and  the  fungi  from  fallen 
trees,  and  suffocate  yourself  in  endeavoring  to  dislodge  the  intruders. 
They  are  gone  at  last,  and  you  thank  heaven.     Not  a  solitary  'hum' 
is  heard ;  you  rid  the  house  of  smoke,  and  become  better  tempered 
with  the  prospect  of  having  one  night's  uninterrupted  repose ;  for*  the 
dew  is  now  mlling,  and  they  will  not  venture  from  the  woods  again. 
You  say  your  prayers,  or  at  least  you  ought  to  do  so,  and  go  to  bed : 
yon  cannot  sleep  at  first  for  listening  if  one  solitary  fly  is  buzzing 
around ;  all  is  still,  and  you  feel  grateful.     You  revolve  in  your 
mind  the  cares  of  the  day,  the  duties  of  the  morrow,  the  schemes  for 
the  friture ;  an  indistinctness  pervades  your  thoughts,  unconnected 
images  flit  before  your  mind's  eye  in  quick  and  vague  succession ; 
you  abandon  yourself  to  the  fulness  of  lethargic  happiness ;  a  swoon- 
ing pleasure  steals  through  your  frame.     Then  in  the  wierd  phan- 
tasma  of  shadowy  images  that  perplexes  you,  appear  familiar  scenes 
and  beloved  faces  in  vivid  distinctness ;  these  disappear,  and  one 
more  beloved  than  all  the  rest  arises  and  remains ;  you  are  again  at 
home,  once  more  enacting  that  last  farewell  scene  which  has  taken 
ineradicable  root  in  your  memory ;  once  more  you  feel  choking  as 
you  look  upon  the  tears  that  bedim  her  eyes  ;  again  you  bid  her  be 
of  good  cheer,  and  endeavor  to  console  her  by  referring  to  the  far- 
oflT  nome  in  a  beauteous  land  that  you  go  to  provide  for  her ;  ajgain 
yoa  utter  the  last  harsh  word  farewell ;  the  last  long  bumin?  kiss  ia 
on  your  lips ;  when  buzz,  buzz  !     The  spell  is  broken,  and  all  the 
tribe  of  musquitoes  is  hastily  consigned  to  a  nameless  personage  ol 
doabtftil  caste. 
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In  a  short  time  a  thought  of  profound  wisdom  struck  me,  which 
was,  that  a  man  who  had  resolved  upon  turning  farmer  would  be 
none  the  worse  for  possessing  a  little  stock,  and  that  my  coffee  would 
be  all  the  better  for  a  little  milk  ;  so  I  resolved  at  once  to  purchase  a 
cow.  'T  is  true  I  could  not  milk  a  cow,  and  the  idea  itself  was  ex- 
tremely ludicrous,  but  I  overcame  my  foolish  scruples  by  reasoning 
that  *  where  there  's  a  will  there  *s  a  way ;'  *  people  must  adapt  them- 
selves,' etc.  And  after  all  it  would  furnish  me  with  an  excellent 
topic  of  gossip  in  my  next  letter  home.  Away  I  went  one  Thursday 
morning,  as  I  thought,  before  sunrise,  to  a  Scotch  settlement,  where 
I  discovered  that  it  was  Sunday,  and  waiting  until  next  day  I  bought 
a  cow,  and  also  permitted  a  yoke  of  oxen  to  be  palmed  upon  me, 
and  afler  taking  half  a  dozen  lessons  in  milking,  I  returned  with  my 
three  cattle  as  proud  as  a  plebeian  who  had  suddenly  come  into  pos- 
session of  a  large  fortune,  and  as  much  perplexed  with  my  acquisi- 
tion. • 

I  invented  a  new  method  of  milking  with  my  finger  and  thumb, 
and  on  certain  occasions  when  the  cow  was  unusually  patient,  and 
the  flies  unusually  scarce,  actually  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  little 
milk.  But  her  ladyship  took  to  rambling,  and  frequently  when 
searching  for  the  cow,  I  lost  myself,  and  spent  whole  days  in  endeav- 
oring to  find  my  small  clearing.  At  length  I  became  weary  of  thig 
amusement,  and  she  disappeared  altogether.  I  put  my  oxen  through 
*  all  their  paces ;'  hitched  them  to  logs,  and  practised  *  haw'  and  'gee' 
with  the  obstinate  brutes,  until  I  became  a  tolerable  'teamster.' 
But  they,  like  myself  and  my  cow,  were  given  to  wanderine,  and  one 
day  basely  deserted  me.  The  best  temper  in  the  world  may  be. 
ruined  by  continued  ill-treatment  and  ingratitude ;  and  so  poignantly 
did  I  feel  this  hcaitless  conduct,  that  I  subsided  into  a  sullen  despair, 
resolving  to  take  no  steps  for  their  recovery,  but  leave  them  to  the 
fate  they  deserved  for  abandoning  so  excellent  a  master.  I  took 
things  very  easily  in  fact.  I  am  atraid  I  was  getting  dispirited,  and 
sometimes  thought,  in  spite  of  myself,  that  my  great  scheme  would 
prove  a  bubble,  and  that  my  own  society,  very  exclusive  though  it 
was,  did  not  possess  all  the  charms  with  which  my  imagination  or 
vanity  had  endowed  it. 

One  day,  in  default  of  better  employment,  I  had  taken  a  pocket 
copy  of  Virgil  in  my  hand,  and  after  dreaming  for  half  an  hour  over 
the  name  and  date  written  on  a  blank  leaf,  when  I  was  a  school-boy, 
and  the  hundred  recollections  this  slight  incident  awakened,  I  com- 
menced to  read  the  first  Eclogue  :  I  had  got  as  far  as  that  passage  in 
which  Tityrus  solemnly  vows  Olympian  honors  to  his  patron,  be- 
cause as  he  says  : 

'  Ille  pormisit, 
Meas  bones  errare,* 

when  my  attention  was  arrested  by  a  loud  crash  outside,  and  I  in- 
stantly went  to  discover  the  cause.  Oh  Virgil !  Oh  Tityrus  and 
homed  cattle  !  what  a  sight !  My  harvest  cares  were  ended  ;  my 
year's  work  was  consummated.  A  drove  of  stray  cows  and  oxen 
were  in  my  garden  ;  my  beautiful  tomatoes  were  destroyeda  my  dar- 
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ling  garden  plants  were  ruined,  and  my  cherished  com  had  disap- 
peared. I  gave  up  all  hopes  from  that  hour,  and  retired  into  the 
'  shanty'  a  broken-hearted  and  disconsolate  man.  I  had  found  to 
my  cost  that  people  in  the  present  age  permitted  their  bones  errare 
as  in  Tityrus  time. 

I  learned  shortly  that  my  errant  cattle  had  returned  to  the  '  place 
from  whence  they  came/  and  sallied  forth  after  the  unrepentant 
animals.  I  found  them  in  excellent  preservation,  or  to  speak  plainly, 
*  in  the  pound.'  It  appeared  that  the  gentleman  from  whbm  I  had 
bought  them  was  a  man  given  to  practical  jokes,  and  had  sold  me 
a  yoke  of  *  breachy'  oxen,  notorious  for  their  deeds  throughout  the 
settlement.  They  had  obligingly  thrown  down  a  farmer's  fence,  to 
give  easy  entrance  to  themselves  and  about  twenty  of  their  brethren 
and  sisters  into  his  wheat-field.  I  saw  plainly  that  I  was  *  done,' 
and  complaint  was  useless ;  so  I  paid  about  half  the  value  of  the 
three  cattle  for  damages,  and  in  the  spirit  of  forgiveness  once  more 
took  the  graceless  prodigals  to  my  home. 

I  succeeded  in  the  course  of  the  summer  and  fall  to  get  the  whole 
of  my  *  chopping'  logged  and  cleared,  making  six  acres  of  land 
ready  for  crops  in  the  ensuing  spring.  It  is  needless  to  say  any  thing 
of  the  next  winter.  It  passed  monotonous  and  melancholy,  and  all 
my  high-flown  notions  of  romantic  happiness  and  primitive  life  were 
effectually  dissipated.  In  the  spring  I  succeeded  in  sowing  my 
whole  clearing  with  wheat  and  oats.  I  erected  a  small  log  bam 
and  made  my  house  more  comfortable  ;  but  alas  !  the  season  proved 
unfavorable,  my  crops  were  destroyed  by  mildew  or  *  rust,'  and  were 
actually  not  worth  gathering.  In  despair  I  went  to  ask  the  advice 
of  an  old  friend,  who  lived  about  twenty-five  miles  away,  in  the 
same  district,  an  old  naval  captain,  who  had  retired  with  his  family 
to  Canada.  These  people,  by  the  way,  make  the  best  farmers  in  the 
provinces,  perhaps  fi'om  having  been  accustomed  to  *  plough  the 
deep.' 

*  The  only  thing  that  can  insure  success  in  the  bush,'  he  said,  *  is 
work,  hard  and  unceasing.  Here  education  will  not  avail  you  :  the 
best  man  is  he  who  has  the  strongest  arm,  and  has  been  least  accus- 
tomed to  the  refinements  of  society.  To  the  worn-out  mechanic 
and  half-starved  artisan  the  country  offers  many  advantages,  but  it 
is  essentially  the  poor  marCs  country.  For  myself  I  have  accom- 
plished what  they  call  success  ;  that  is,  after  five  years  of  work  and 
privation,  shared  by  my  wife,  my  sons  and  daughters,  we  can  raise  a 
sufficiency  of  every  thing  that  we  absolutely  require  ;  this  is  all  you 
can  ever  achieve,  and  to  secure  this  you  must  devote  yourself  to  a 
life  of  laborious  industry.'  Of  exertion  and  privation  I  had  had 
enough  ;  and  returning  home  I  packed  up  my  *  traps,'  sold  my  cattle 
for  half  their  value  ;  and  as  I  could  not  get  a  purchaser  for  my  land, 
I  left  it  to  take  care  of  itself,  crops  and  all. 

The  last  accounts  that  the  friends  of  this  writer  heard  of  him  tes- 
tified that  he  was  in  the  United  States,  desperately  bent  upon  making 
his  fortune,  but  all  his  efforts  up  to  that  period  had  been  character- 
istically unsuccessftil.    His  life  was  spent  chiefly  in  dreaming  over 


344  Lines:  To  My  Sister.  [October, 

imaginary  widows,  disconsolate  and  rich,  young  ladies  with  tender 
hearts  and  heavy  dowers,  and  dyspeptic  old  gentlemen,  childless, 
friendless,  but  not  fortuneless.  The  Editor  of  the  Knickerbocker^ 
after  having  listened  to  his  sorrowful  story,  kindly  offered  to  miCke 
his  hard  case  known  to  the  public,  in  the  hope  that  perhaps  some 
charitable  person,  of  either  sex,  might  feel  inclined  to  alleviate  his 
misfortunes  and  make  his  fortune. 


STANZASI        TO       MY       SISTER, 


'  My  sister,  my  sweet  sister !  if  a  name 
Purer  and  holier  were,  it  should  be  thine/— Braeir. 


The  heart  that  for  so  many  yeare 
I  knew  and  felt  was  whoUy  mine. 

With  hopes  from  which  I  banish  feara  * 
I  now  muet  share,  perhaps  resign.      , 

From  boyhood's  up  to  manhood's  hour 
This  heart  has  soothed  my  every  care, 

Has  wiled  me  from  Temptation's  power, 
And  shielded  me  with  hoUest  prayer. 

Has  had  a  spell  to  lure  from  harm. 
Such  as  those  fabled  spells  of  old, 

Which  could  the  yielding  spirit  charm 
From  all  that  wizard  tale  has  told. 

How  often  to  my  stricken  bed. 

Where  I  have  known  whole  yean  of  pain, 
Thou  cam'st,  with  woman's  gentlest  tread, 

To  give  me  hope  of  health  again  ! 

With  a  fond  eye  that  never  slept, 
Holding  my  hand  in  both  of  thine. 

For  me  thou  hast  long  vigils  kept. 
Until  thy  health  grew  frail  as  mine. 

My  better  angel  ever  thou ! 

Who  by  my  side  shall  take  thy  place  7 
And  calm  the  fever  of  my  brow. 

And  plume  my  spirit  £Dr  the  race? 

Now  thou  art  far  upon  the  sea. 

And  I  am  far  within  the  West ; 
And  waves  and  mountains  keep  from  me 

My  loved  of  aU  the  world  the  best 

Far,  far  o'er  wave  and  far  o'er  wild. 
The  storm-toBsed  of  the  troubled  deep, 

Of  home  the  loved  and  favored  child, 
How  imigliaBd  rode  thy  oeean-ileap!  ^ 
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Alaa}  and  do  the  rode  winds  blow. 

And  toss  the  fierce  waves  o'er  thy  path  7 
O,  God  I  that  thou  couldst  these  forego, 

That  I  might  bear  the  tempest's  wrath ! 

With  a  firm  faith  that  He  above 

Will  guard  thee  to  thy  destined  home, 
I  would  that  I  could  see  the  dove 

Careering  o'er  the  ocean's  foam. 

O  I  blessed  be  thy  marriage-vow  I 

Far  parted,  sister,  though  we  be, 
And  though  the  distance  lengthens  now, 

I  send  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Then  send  me  back  a  sister's  love, 

While  seated  by  thy  husband's  side, 
And  it  will  to  him  stronger  prove 
The  worth  of  his  beloved  bride. 
rton,  D.  C.  F.  w.  TnoUAB. 
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A    LK8S017    TOR    RXTORltSr.S. 


10  among  the  sons  and  daughters  of  men  sighs  not  for  happi- 
However  dark  the  clouds  that  hang  over  him,  who  does  not 
lat  there  is  sunshine  high  above  the  mists  and  vapors  that  dim 
orizon  t  However  sad,  thorny  and  weary  the  path  he  treads, 
loes  not  crave  the  beauty  of  earth  1  —  who  does  not  feel  intui- 
that  bright  sky,  flowery  meadows,  breezy  hill-sides,  music  of 
fountains,  and  shadowy  canopy  of  waving  boughs,  are  all  for 
md  belong  to  him,  in  virtue  of  inherent  right  1 
9  child's  desire  is  but  the  germ  of  the  mail's  aspiration  ;  and 
3art  filled  with  unsatisfied  cravings,  journeys  from  the  cradle 
grave,  and  goes  to  seek  beyond  its  shadowy  Rubicon  the  reali- 
i  of  those  visions  of  something  better  which  have  haunted  it 
the  disappointments  of  earth. 

$  this  yearning  for  an  unattained  ideal  good,  so  deep,  bo  uni- 
l,  so  ineradicable,  manifesting  itself  in  so  many  ways,  according 
I  diversities  of  individual  character,  which  has  prompted  the 
Dds,  Alexanders,  and  Napoleons  of  our  race  to  acquire  do- 
n  ;  Sybarites  to  distil  the  honeyed  drops  of  pleasure ;  philoso- 
to  ransack  the  realms  of  speculation ;  astronomers  to  watch 
^h  star-lit  vigils  ;  Homer  to  sing,  Raphael  to  idealize  form  and 
and  Beethoven  to  wiing,  by  the  force  of  indomitable  aspiring, 
arvellous  secrets  of  hannony  from  the  reluctant  tone-spirits, 
seek ;  yet  who  are  satisfied  1  Yet  can  it  be  that  the  plastie 
whose  mighty  working  has  laid  together  the  foundatioiui  of 


346  The    Vision  of  Abd-el- Bender.  [October, 

our  being,  would  implant  in  the  universal  soul  a  useless  tendeii<^, 
an  endless  aim,  a  mocking  guide-post  that  should  lead  no  whither  f 

In  ancient  days,  and  in  an  eastern  land,  lived  Abd-el-Bender, 
Young,  of  strong  and  manly  beauty,  endowed  with  a  powerful  mind 
and  a  capacious  soul,  in  possession  of  health,  wealth,  and  friends, 
he  was  determined  to  be  happy.  He  lived  in  a  magnificent  house, 
whose  exquisite  appointments  won  the  admiration  of  his  guests,  and 
surrounded  himself  with  all  that  Luxury  oifers  to  her  votaries.  His 
gardens  were  adorned  with  fountains  and  statuary,  and  displayed 
the  rarest  and  most  fragrant  flowers  ;  and  in  their  midst,  deep  whis- 
pering groves  enclosed  a  little  lake,  in  whose  clear  depths  the  clouds 
and  the  stars  loved  to  see  themselves  ;  while  an  artificial  wilderness, 
rocky  and  wild,  charmed  by  the  force  of  contrast,  and  invited  to 
quiet  contemplation  the  wandering  worshippers  of  pleasure. 

But  this  external  loveliness  did  not  satisfy  him  ;  he  felt  that  amidst 
it  all  the  soul  of  beauty  was  wanting ;  and  when  he  went  abroad, 
when  he  saw  the  want,  the  misery,  the  meanness,  the  conflict,  and 
the  manifold  ugliness  of  life,  his  spirit  sickened,  and  he  could  no 
longer  enjoy  the  luxurious  ease  of  his  own  privileged  estate. 

He  sold  his  house,  distributed  the  proceeds  among  the  poor, 
whose  miserable  condition  had  excited  his  compassion,  and  gave 
himself  up  to  Science.  Diving  into  the  deep  places  of  Nature, 
seeking  the  laws  of  her  wondrous  working,  and  striving  to  elicit  the 
meaning  of  her  phenomena,  he  became  a  wiser  but  not  a  happier 
man.  He  saw  every  where  around  him  such  a  prodigality  of  latent 
energies,  whose  effects  might  be  multiplied  into  infinite  blessings, 
that  he  was  puzzled  and  confounded ;  for  why,  amid  such  rich  pos- 
sibilities, must  actual  life  be  so  poor,  so  pitiful  1  Glimpses  of  wide 
applications,  phantoms  of  far-reaching  improvements,  succeeded  to 
his  former  wish  of  personal  gratification,  and  gave  a  broader  and 
nobler  turn  to  his  desires  :  but  just  as  he  was  elaborating  a  grand 
scheme  for  levelling  a  ridge  of  mountains  to  the  east  of  the  city,  in 
order  to  furnish  land  to  all  who  needed  it,  and  a  splendid  plan  for 
endowing  a  college  for  the  education  of  cats  into  a  higher  order  of 
beings,  a  terrible  fire  broke  out,  caused  by  the  drunken  revellings  of 
the  rabble  on  whom  he  had  bestowed  his  ill-advised  bounty,  which 
destroyed  half  the  city,  and  left  him  in  possession  of  a  bare  com- 
petency. 

His  grand  schemes  of  improvement  thus  literally  ended  in  smoke ; 
for  it  is  certain  that  a  very  considerable  amount  of  money  must  be 
expended  before  mountains  can  be  lowered  to  plains,  or  cats  raised 
to  human  beings  ;  and  Abd-el-Bender,  in  his  altered  circumstances, 
had  recourse  to  philosophy. 

He  frequented  the  schools,  and  soon  exhausted  all  that  their  con- 
flicting systems  had  to  offer.  Disgusted  with  their  unsubstantial 
bases,  their  partial  views,  and  inadequte  solutions,  he  retired  into  a 
mountain  solitude  to  meditate  alone.  Although  his  studies  had 
failed  to  bring  him  peace,  they  had  served  to  stimulate  his  mind ;  the 
sublime  idea  of  a  supreme  controlliDg  First  Cause,  and  consequently 
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of  Progress  and  immortality,  had  dawned,  though  faintly,  upon  his 
soul ;  and  the  feverish  ardor  with  which  he  had  investigated  tne  pos- 
sibilities of  Nature,  had  softened  and  risen  into  an  aspiration  after 
a  higher  spiritual  state.  But  though  every  year  found  him  calmer 
and  stronger,  as  belief  in  the  Invisible  sank  more  and  more  deeply 
into  his  soul,  though  Nature  and  Reason  united  to  assure  him  of  the 
reality  of  a  Central  Mind,  whose  prolific  energies  created  and  sus- 
tained all  things,  he  yet  thirsted  for  a  clearer  revelation  of  the  mean- 
ing of  life. 

One  evening  the  sun  went  down  with  unusual  splendor;  the 
mountain  peaks  above  his  dwelling  glowed  with  intense  lustre, 
while  shadows  gathered  over  the  vales  below ;  and  twilight  fell  so 
softly,  so  sweetly  upon  forest,  rock  and- river,  that  the  heart  of  the 
recluse  was  melted  within  him.  He  fell  upon  his  knees  and  bowed 
his  head  reverently  to  the  fragrant  turf;  and  as  he  felt  the  evening 
wind  sweep  lightly  and  lovingly  over  his  brow,  and  saw  the  silver- 
eyed  watchers  of  the  night  looking  out  so  radiant  and  so  peaceful, 
his  soul  went  up  in  intense  yearning  to  the  unseen  and  yet  present 
Divinity,  whose  love  he  felt  to  be  infinite  and  universal.  Gradually 
the  vividness  of  these  emotions  subsided  ;  a  quiet  drowsiness  stole 
over  him  ;  and  soon  the  shifting  phantasms  of  a  dream  flitted  before 
his  spirit. 

He  stood  in  the  midst  of  a  wide  flowery  plain  :  the  most  delicious 
fragrance  filled  the  air,  and  hosts  of  gay-winged  creatures  fluttered 
brightly  by.  The  rich,  harmonious  contrasts  of  form,  color,  motion 
and  odor  filled  him  with  admiration  ;  and  as  he  gazed  around  with 
rapture,  he  heard  a  voice  singing  near  him,  so  melodious,  so  full  of 
a  oeautiful  lovingness,  that  he  was  quite  penetrated  by  its  tones. 
Soon  other  voices  were  heard  blending  in  chorus  with  it,  and  ever 
deeper  and  higher  and  wider  swelled  the  song,  until  it  seemed  in 
its  triumphant  fulness  to  fill  the  air,  and  soar  among  the  stars; 
which  'in  their  turn,  awakening  their  silvery  lyres,  flung  back  high 
answering  music  from  the  blue  depths  of  space. 

Then  there  shone  before  him  a  cloud  of  soft  white  light,  which, 
as  he  gazed  into  its  depths,  opening  gently  and  fading  away,  re- 
vealed the  form  of  a  young  and  beautiful  maiden,  who,  smiling 
upon  him,  thus  addressed  him  : 

*  Behold,  O  Seeker !  the  open  Secret  of  the  Universe  !  When 
human  hearts  shall  unfold  themselves  to  the  sunlight  and  the  dews 
of  Heaven,  like  the  beautiful  unselfish  flowers,  which  seek  not  to 
absorb  the  blessings  of  cloud  and  beam,  but  accept  each  its  own 
portion,  and  grow  lovingly  and  peacefully  thereby;  when  the 
voices  now  loud  in  angry  conflict  shall  cease  their  dissonance  and 
blend  in  harmonious  concert ;  when  Love,  broad,  wise  and  univer- 
sal, shall  rule  the  world,  then  will  the  potent  influences  which  bind 
together  all  the  realms  of  universal  being,  flow  down  to  earth ;  and 
the  voice  of  Humanity,  mingling  with  the  music  of  the  spheres, 
shall  rise  in  majestic  harmony  to  the  throne  of  God  !  Be  thou  lov- 
ine,  patient,  hopeful !     The  ages  will  realize  the  vision  !' 

The  dream  faded  and  the  sleeper  awoke. 
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The  lesson  sank  deep  into  bis  spirit.  He  left  bis  retreat  and  min- 
gled again  in  tbe  affairs  of  men,  dbciplining  bimself  to  loye  and 
patience ;  and  wbenever  be  found  a  soul  who  yearned  like  him  for 
a  better  life,  he  counselled  him  to  do  tbe  same. 

While  be  lived  he  blessed  by  tbe  influence  of  a  beautiful  exam- 
ple, and  be  died  at  an  advanced  age,  in  full  faitb  of  tbat  brighter 
future,  wben  love  and  peace  shall  humanize  and  glorify  tbe  earth. 


SONG       FOR       srptember: 


BTrr     Wll-I.      tiO      VOB      OPTOTiBa. 


September  strews  the  woodland  o*er 

With  mauy  a  brilliant  color ; 
The  world  is  brighter  than  before, 

Why  should  our  hearts  be  duller  ? 
Sorrow  and  the  scarlet  leaf. 

Sad  thoughts  and  sunny  weather  — 
Ah  me  !  this  glory  and  this  grief 

Agree  not  well  together. 


This  is  the  parting  seamn,  this 

The  time  when  friends  are  flying ; 
And  lovers  now,  with  many  a  kiss, 

Thoir  long  farewells  are  sighing. 
Why  is  earth  so  gaily  dressed  ? 

Th>s  pomp  that  autumn  beareth 
A  funeral  seems,  where  every  guest 

A  bridal  garment  weareth. 


Each  one  of  us  may  oflen  here, 

On  some  blue  mom  hereafter. 
Return  to  view  the  gaudy  year. 

Hut  not  with  boyish  laughter. 
^Ve  shall  then  be  vvTinkled  men. 

Our  brows  with  silver  laden. 
And  tliou  this  glen  may'st  seek  again, 

But  never  more  a  maiden. 


Nature  perhaps  foresees  that  Spring 

Will  touch  her  teeming  bosom. 
And  thinkH  a  few  brief  months  will  bring 

The  bird  —  the  bee  —  the  blossom. 
Ah !  these  forests  do  not  know, 

Or  would  less  brightly  wither. 
The  virgin  that  adorns  them  so 

Will  never  more  come  hither! 


Lefden  GIc»,  OretttJUld. 


LITERARY      NOTICES 


n :  OB  Incidents  op  Life  and  Advxntu&es  in  the  Rocky  HorirrAiNS.  Br  an  Ama- 
rRAVELJLBE.  Edited  by  J.  Watson  Wbbb.  In  two  yolumes.  pp.  405.  New-York: 
Ji  AND  Bbotuebs. 

LY  nine  years  the  Editor  of  these  well-written  and  interesting  yduines  passed 
umy  of  the  United  States,  and  during  mopt  of  that  period  upon  our  then 
ectem  frontier ;  at  Green-Bay,  Chicago,  the  Upper  Mississippi  and  M  ssouri ; 
riod  too  when  tlie  white  man  was  only  known  to  the  native  of  the  forest 
the  army,  and  the  Indian  trader  and  voyageur,  who  annually  passed  into 
mntry,  but  confined  themselves  to  its  principal  water-courses.  Mr.  Webb 
ill  claim  therefore  to  be  qualified  by  experience  to  judge  of  the  faithfulness 
lelineation  of  the  aboriginal  *  native'  character,  as  displayed  in  ibe  work  for 
with  little  fault  of  temerity,  he  stands  sponsor.  The  volumes  before  us 
.  us  after  the  notices  in  this  department  were  in  type  ;  and  although  but  five 
ave  elapsed  since  their  receipt,  we  have  read  them  through  ;  that  is,  we  have 
lerused  them  in  detail  as  to  be  enabled  to  say  that  they  not  only  justify  the 
y  and  the  encomiums  of  the  Editor,  but  they  reflect  the  highest  credit  upon 
husiasm,  the  love  of  manly  adventure,  and  the  literary  ability  of  the  writer, 
[owing  account  of  the  author,  by  Col.  Webb,  will  be  read  with  interest : 

I  Mraimprof1832  a  British  half-pay  officer  vii«itnd  this  city, and  wewere  accidentally  thrown 
Bach  other's  society.  A  Himilarity  of  tastes  and  pursuits  sfion  produced  an  intimB«:y,  gttuAn- 
iiDf  into  a  friendship,  which  I  tru-^t  is  detttined  to  continue  through  life.  He  was  one  of  the 
lUowf  who  fought  under  Wellington  at  Waterloo,  and  bore  upon  his  person  honorable 
'  his  gallantry  upon  that  occasion,  and  among  bis  insignia  tlie  evidence  of  his  country's  gra- 
Fhe  second  son  of  oue  of  t)\o  most  ancient  families  in  tireut  Britain,  with  the  blood  of 
n  his  veins,  and  connected  by  birth  and  interrourriages  with  royalty  itself,  he  had  retired 
f-pay  ;  and  in  fhe  spirit  of  adventure,  which  forms  a  protuiuent  trait  in  his  character,  visited 
d  States  for  the  sole  purpose  of  penetrating  the  great  wildernesses  of  the  West,  and  partak- 
B  excitement  and  adventure  which  it  promised ;  regardluss  alike  of  the  privations  and  dan- 
parable  from  such  a  life. 

U  period  I  was  probably  of  all  others  the  person  in  this  city  who  could  best  further  his  viewi ; 
1  tne  season  for  his  departure  arrived,  he  carried  with  him  the  necessary  letter*  of  introduc- 
y  old  fellow-soldiers  in  the  West,  and  to  such  prominent  gentlemen,  not  in  the  army,  aa 
their  position  and  advice  put  him  in  the  way  of  accomplishing  the  object  of  hit  viait  to  oar 
Among  those  to  whom  I  gavo  him  letters  were  the  late  Governor  Clarxjc,  of  Misaouri,  and 
Atkinson  and  Ashley.  The  latter,  though  not  of  the  army,  went  annually  into  the  la- 
itry  in  military  array,  to  receive  on  the  head-waters  of  the  Yellow-Stone  the  fors  and  pel- 
eh  had  been  collected  during  the  preceding  year,  and  to  famish  the  next  year's  subply  of 
x>ds  to  the  traders;  and  it  was  under  his  auspices  that  our  author  first  visited  the  Rotky 
M.  When  General  Ashley  returned  to  the  haunts  of  civilization,  my  friend,  acoompanied 
]|  band  of  hired  voyagturt,  continued  his  course  to  the  Pacific  ;  visited  the  difTersbt  estab- 
I  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company ;  spent  three  winters  in  the  Rockv  Moaotains,  in  Oregon 
er  California ;  and  finally,  after  an  absence  of  three  years  and  a  half,  returned  to  St  Loaia. 
his  long  sojoorn  in  the  wilderness  he  had  literally  suffered  every  thing  bat  death  fitwi  bos- 
la  of  Indiana,  from  hanger,  exposure  and  fatigue.  He  had  met  with  '  nair-breadth  'aeapaa* 
kind;  bat  he  had  hotited  and  killed  Che  frizzfy  bear  and  tb«  Imlblo;  hehnd  sees  and 
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lived  frith  the  North-American  Indian  in  his  native  wilds ;  and  be  had  lodied  upon  a  country  tnA 
from  the  hands  of  the  CaKAToa,  filled  with  magnificent  lakes,  lofty  mountains  and  boundlasa  imi- 
ries,  which  spoke  the  iiotbtugncbs  of  man,  and  involuntarily  carried  the  haart  and  the  mind  *  from 
Nature  up  to  NatureV  (Sod.' 

'On  his  return  to  St.  Louis  he  learned  that  his  brother,  the  head  of  his  ancient  housa,  bad  died 
without  issue,  and  that  be  was  the  inheritor  of  the  family  title  and  a  princely  estate.  He  came  and 
spent  some  time  with  me  ou  Long  Island  preparatory  to  his  return  home ;  but  eager  as  ever  for  tb« 
life  of  adventure  he  had  been  living,  he  soou  abandoned  his  purpose,  aod  determined  to  revisit  tba 
Great  West,  accompinied  by  a  largo  retinue,  and  an  artist  of  merit  to  sketch  tiie  various  acecee 
which  had  made  an  impression  upon  him  during  his  previous  visit.  Again  was  be  absent  two  sun- 
mors  and  a  winter,  devoting  his  time  to  hunting,  and  partaking  of  all  the  excitement  of  that  bound- 
less region ;  and  on  hid  return,  after  spending  some  time  with  his  earliest  IViend  in  America,  he 
sailed  u>r  home  to  take  possession  of  his  paternal  estates. 

'  There,  in  the  castle  of  his  ancestors,  a  venerable  pile,  erected  in  1604, 1  have  aince  visited  Um 
and  spent  many  a  happy  hour.  There  he  is  not  only  surrounded  by  a  devoted  tenantry,  whose 
cares  he  makei>  his  own,  and  a  large  circle  of  distinguished  friends,  who  honor  and  appreeiale  his 
virtues;  but  by  galleries  of  magnificent  paintings,  executed  by  our  countryman  HiLUsm.  fltMi 
sketches  by  himndf,  made  during  the  second  vibit  of  the  author  to  the  Rocky  Mountains,  OruM 
and  California.  And  there  too  I  took  our  friend  Inman,  during  his  visit  to  Europe  in  1844  ;  and  had 
his  life  been  spared,  the  present  voluinns  would  have  been  illustrated  by  drawings  of  his,  takaa 
from  sketches  in  the  portfolio  of  the  author.  But  our  de|>arted  friend  detailed  to  you  the  iileaaorcs 
of  that  visit,  of  which  '  Salmon-fishing  near  Birnam  Wood,'  one  of  his  last  works,  and  m  justly  ad- 
mired, is  a  speaking  memento. 

'  When  the  author  first  vhited  the  Great  West,  I  urgqd  him  to  keep  a  journal  of  hia  travels  aad 
adventurev  for  publication  ;  but  to  this  he  was  greatly  averse.  He  made  however  a  half  promlss 
that  he  would  do  something  in  the  way  of  recording  the  incidcnu  of  his  travels  and  deacribiu  the 
countries  of  his  wanderings;  and  the  work  I  no'W  take  pleasure  in  dedicating  to  you  is  tba  niUI- 
ment  of  that  promise.  It  was  written  solely  for  the  eye  of  my  family  and  for  the  amufemaot  of  agr 
children  ;  and  it  was  only  during  my  last  visit  to  the  author,  accompanied  by  Inman,  who  proausad 
to  prepare  the  illustrations  for  the  work,  that  publicution  was  determined  upon  and  promised 
'The  i<ketcho8  of  Indian  habits,  and  the  incidents  of  the  chase  which  it  contains,  are,'  he  tails  ui  ia 
his  notice  to  the  reader, '  taken  from  life ;  and  the  descriptions  of  the  regions  where  the  acene  it 
laid  in  the  Western  wilds,  are  drawn  from  nature.'  This,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  aay,  fives  la 
historical  intcrei>t  to  the  work  ;  while  the  reader  will  find  no  difficulty  in  discovering  how  moeh  of 
it  is  fiction,  and  adopted  only  to  give  it  additional  sest  to '  his  young  friends  on  Long  Ishmd.* 

'Oregon  and  California,  the  Rocky  Mountains  and  the  boundless  prairies  of  the  West,  have  attUi 
time  charms  for  children  of  a  larger  growth  than  this  work  was  designed  to  amuse.  Aod  althoofli, 
as  the  author  ^aytt,  *it  was  written  during  voyages  over  heaving  seas,  and  in  moment*  of  idleaesa 
indifferent  parts  of  theworM,'  it  is  not  the  less  true  to  nature  ;  because  he  had  with  him  the  origiaal 
notes  made  during  his  sojourn  in  the  Indian  country.  Since  his  first  visit  to  the  United  State*  Ike 
author  has  travelled  in  the  inhospitable  regions  of  Northern  Runsia.  and  thntugh  the  more  Inzurioes 
though  scarcely  more  civilized  Eaxt ;  and  a  portion  of  the  manuscript  was  forwarded  to  me  tnm 
Constantinople.  It  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  the  young  traveller  to  add,  that  in  164S  the  author 
again  visited  our  country  and  the  scenes  of  his  former  adventures ;  declaring  that  it  bad  charms  Ux 
him  which  no  other  laud  possesses.' 

Thus  much  for  a  brief  but  clear  and  graphic  account  of  the  author,  indicatinf 
somewhat  also  the  character  of  his  work.  We  take  it  from  a  very  appropriate  dedi- 
cation to  Charles  Fenno  Hoffman,  Esq.,  a  gentleman,  as  is  well  remarked  by  the 
Editor,  whose  knowledge  and  love  of  woodcraft,  and  whose  ability  to  appreciate  a 
correct  picture  of  the  North- American  Indiin,  sketched  from  life  by  the  pencil  of  a 
master,  may  well  justify  the  choice  of  his  friend.  We  are  not  scHTy  to  be  made 
aware  that  the  Editor  was  limited  to  a  few  pages  in  his  introduction ;  since  the  re- 
sult will  be,  that  we  shall  hereafter  have  the  stirring  narrative  of  penwnal  ad7entare» 
here  so  graphically  commenced,  continued  in  a  more  elaborate  work,  which  cannot 
fail  to  prove  of  deep  interest.  Mr.  Webb  narrates  a  wonderful  instance  of  instinct 
in  an  Indian  g^uide,  who  piloted  his  party  on  a  dark  and  bitter  cold  night  to  a  dis- 
tant wood  on  a  prairie  ;  concerning  which  he  remarks : 

'Now  comes  the  question,  and  it  is  one  which  has  bothered  mo  for  twenty-four  yearai  how  did 
the  Indian  avoid  losing  his  way  ?  Why  was  he  confident  that  he  was  going  directly  to  hia  place  of 
destination  ?  My  sergeant,  an  old  woodsman,  and  myself,  had  made  ase  of  all  our  experieoce,  jadg^ 
ment  and  intellects  to  keep  in  the  right  direction,  but  had  foiled ;  had  wandered  qo  one  can  leO 
where ;  and  yet  this  child  of  the  forest,  without  a  trail,  in  a  dark  night,  without  a  noou.  Mar  or 
wind  to  ^uide  him,  aud  c^uito  ten  miles  from  the  wood,  had  never  for  a  moment  doubted  that  ha  was 
in  the  right  direction;  in  short,  knew  that  he  was;  and  the  result  demooatratad  hia  kmnmUdfi  * 
Whence  came  this  knowledge  ?  Was  it  instinct  f  or  was  he  indebted  for  hia  knowledge  aad  mmJ 
to  his  keener  sense  of  $mellxng  ?  You  once  said  to  mo,  tliat  a  critical  exsroiuation  of  Indiaa  iknOS 
had  led  a  friend  to  believe  that  the  orifice  through  which  the  olfactory  nerve  paatea  la  larger  thai  ia 
the  white  man  ;  that  the  eye  is  set  difierontly,  so  that  he  may  see  farther  behind  him  tium  civilised 
man ;  and  that  the  passage  for  admitting  sound  into  the  head  is  larger.  If  tbb  be  lo^  the  aoeret  of 
my  Indian's  knowledge  is  at  once  developed  ;  and  we  cannot  but  be  struck  by  tlw  irosdarftil  aad ' 
scmtable  provisions  of  a  kind  PtovzoxNCS  for  all  Hts  creatures,  of  whatever  ooadltioB  la  Hlb. 
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tiNtTRSi.8T,  Ancixnt  AND  MoDKRN:  with  aa  IntrodoctioD  and  Notes,  by  Willxam  Mothxb* 
wsxx.    In  two  volumea.   pp.  5GS.    Beaton:  WnxiAV  D.  Txcknor  and  Comfant. 

Wb  have  already  cordially  welcomed  this  well-arrauged  collection  of  ancient  and 
aodem  minstrelsy.  It  embraces  a  numerous  and  highly  interesting  body  of  short 
oetrical  tales,  of  a  tragic  complexion,  *  which,  though  possessing  all  the  features  of 
eal  incident  cannot  after  the  lapse  of  ages  be  traced  to  any  historical  source,  pnblic 
r  private  ;'  ancient  songs,  which  treat  of  incredible  achievements  and  strange  adven- 
ares  by  flood  and  field,  and  deal  largely  with  the  marvellous  ;  and  narrative  songs, 
rhich  derive  their  origin  from  historical  facts,  such  as  national  or  personal  conflicts, 
amily  feuds,  public  or  domestic  transactions,  personal  adventure,  local  incidents,  etc. 
V^e  make  a  single  extract  from  the  gloomy  and  superstitious  ballad  of  '  Sir  Ronald.' 
rhe  story  is  of  a  young  lady,  who  on  the  eve  of  her  marriage  invited  her  lover  to  a 
tanquet,  where  she  murders  him  in  revenge  for  some  real  or  fancied  ne^ect  Alarmed 
ior  her  own  safety,  she  betakes  herself  to  flight ;  and  in  the  course  of  her  journey 
he  Bees  a  stranger  knight  riding  slowly  before  her,  whom  she  at  first  seeks  to  shun, 
»y  pursuing  an  opposite  direction  ;  but  on  finding  that  wheresoever  she  turned  he  still 
ippeared  between  her  and  the  moonlight,  she  resolves  to  overtake  him.  This  how- 
ever she  finds  iu  vain,  till  of  his  own  accord  he  stays  for  her  at  the  brink  of  a  broad 
river.  They  agree  to  cross  it ;  and  when  in  the  mid-stream,  she  implores  his  help  to 
mve  her  from  drowning.  To  her  horror,  she  finds  her  fellow-traveller  to  be  no  other 
than  the  gaunt  apparition  of  her  dead  lover: 


8bc  has  mounted  on  her  true  love's  steed, 

By  the  ae  light  o'  the  mooa  ; 
She  ba«  whipped  him  and  spurred  him, 

And  roundly  she  rade  frae  the  touu. 

She  hndna  ridden  a  mile  o'  gate, 

Never  a  mile  but  ane, 
When  bhe  was  aware  of  a  tall  young  man, 

Slow  riding  o'er  the  plaio. 

She  turned  her  to  the  right  about, 

Theu  to  the  left  turn'd  she  ; 
Bat  aye,  'tween  her  and  the  wan  moonlight 

That  tall  knight  did  she  see. 

And  he  was  riding  burd  alane, 

On  a  horse  as  black  as  jet ; 
But  tho'  she  followed  him  fast  and  fell, 

No  uearer  could  she  get. 

'0  stop !  O  stop  I  youog  man,'  she  said, 

'For  I  in  dulo  am  dight; 
0  stop,  and  wiu  a  fair  lady's  luve, 
If  you  be  a  leal  true  knight.'  | 

She  whipped  her  steed,  she  spurred  her  steed, ', 
Till  hib  breast  was  all  a  foam ;  | 

But  nearer  uuto  that  tall  young  knight,  | 

By  Our  Ladye !  she  could  not  come. 

*  O  if  you  be  a  gay  young  knight, 
As  well  I  trow  you  be, 
^ull  tight  your  bridle  reins,  and  stay 
Till  I  come  up  to  thee  !' 

But  nothing  did  that  tall  knight  say, 

And  no  whit  did  he  blin, 
^atil  he  reached  a  broad  river's  lidsr 

And  there  he  drew  his  rein. 


'  O  is  this  water  deep,*  be  said, 

*  As  it  is  wondroiu  dunf 
Or  is  it  sic  as  a  saikless  maid 

And  a  leal  true  knight  may  swim  V 

'  The  water  it  is  deep,'  she  said, 

*  As  it  is  wondrous  dun  ; 
Bui  it  is  sic  as  a  saikless  maid 

And  a  leal  true  knight  may  swim.' 

The  knicht  spurred  on  his  tall  black  steed, 

The  lady  spurred  on  her  brown ; 
And  fast  they  rade  unto  the  flood. 

And  fast  they  baith  swam  down. 

*  The  water  weets  my  tae,'  she  said, 

*  The  water  weets  my  knee ; 

And  hold  up  my  bridle  reins.  Sir  Knight, 
For  the  sake  of  Our  Ladye.' 

'  If  I  would  help  thee  now,'  ha  said, 

*It  were  a  deadly  sin  ; 
For  I've  sworn  neir  to  trust  a  fair  may 's  word. 
Till  the  water  weets  her  chin.' 

*  O  the  water  weets  my  waist,'  she  said, 

*  Sae  does  it  weet  my  skin ; 

And  my  aching  heart  rins  round  about, 
The  burn  nuks  sic  a  din. 

'  The  water  is  waxing  deeper  still, 

Sae  does  it  wax  mair  wide ; 
And  a>  e  the  fkrther  that  we  ride  on, 
Farther  off  is  tho  other  side. 

*  O  help  me  now,  thou  false,  false  knigbt. 

Have  pity  on  my  vouth ; 
For  now  the  watsr  jawes  owre  mj  litsd. 
And  it  fWf  ba  in  mj  moath.* 
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The  knight  turned  right  and  roand  about. 

All  in  the  middle  stream, 
And  he  stretched  out  hii  head  to  that  lady, 

But  loudly  she  did  scream. 

*  O  this  is  hallow-moro,'  he  said, 

*  And  it  is  your  bridal  day; 
Bat  sad  would  be  that  gay  wedding, 
If  bridegroom  and  bride  were  away. 

We  should  not  omit  to  add  that  the  typography  and  paper  of  theae  Tolameaare  ex- 
cellent, as  is  indeed  nniformly  the  case  with  the  isoes  of  the  enterprinng  pobliriien 
from  whom  we  receive  them. 


*  And  ride  on.  rilit  on,  prood  HAaAAaST! 

Till  the  water  eouMe  i»'er  yoor  br«a ; 
For  the  bride  naoa  ride  deo|^  aad  dttpw 
Wha  ridee  ihialbrd  wt*  »e! 

*  Tom  round,  torn  roaad,  pioad  MABOAtsr  i 

Turn  ye  round,  and  look  on  me  s 
Thou  hast  killed  a  tme  kaight  aadertnut, 
And  his  gboat  now  Uakt  oa  wiik  iheel' 


TiiK  Pbobe  :  OR  Onx  Hundrxd  and  Two  EasATS  ok  tbb  NATQias  or  Hxiff  avo  Tiawi 
By  L.  CAaaoLL  Judsok,  of  the  Philadelphia  Bar.  In  one  volima.  pp.  3S0L  PUladd^ua:  G. 
Bw  ZiEBXB  AND  Company. 

The  fore^ing  ii  the  title  of  a  well-executed  yolnme  fhnn  the  preM  of  Zimi 
AND  Company,  Philadelphia.  The  hook  is  really  replete  with  wisdom  and  good  coon- 
sel,  rendered  attractive  by  a  general  rase  and  force  of  style,  and  by  not  infireqaflOt 
felicitous  illustration.  The  tendency  of  the  volume  is  to  inculcate  sterling  integrity, 
unyielding  virtue,  ardent  patriotism,  active  philanthropy,  pure  beneyolence  and  mu- 
versal  charity.  We  subjoin  a  few  sententious  passages,  taken  quite  at  random  ftvn 
scarcely  a  moiety  of  the  work : 

PBACa-MAKiNO  LAWYERS.  — '  If  DO  lawvofs  Were  patronized  save  those  wh6  are  enpbatiuny 
peace-makers  ;  who  can  clearly  discern  the  right  and  wrong  between  iitigantn,  and  kiadly  <   ' 
the  oue  and  correct  the  other,  by  pntieot  and  sound  reasoning;  millions  of  money  would  pa      ' 
a  better  channel,  and  thousauds  of  frienilships  be  saved  from  dissolutioo.' 

*  Rkligious'  SacTAaiANiSM.  — '  Different  sects  of  Chris lians.  are  like  the  childraa  of  one  1L__. , 
each  has  a  different  Christian  ntmfi.  but  all  boloiiif  to  the  same  family;  eo  all  Cbrintiaa  charches be- 
long to  the  household  of  faith,  aud  shuulil  soar  above  family  quarrels.' 

Paternai.  Advice.  —  *  If  we  wish  the  seed  sown  to  take  root,  we  must  mellow  the  soil  hypispg 
cultivation.  So  iii  giving  advice,  we  must  first  gain  the  cunfideuce  of  those  we  deem  it  a  <blj  ta 
advise.' 

City  v«.  Country  Life.  —  '  If  multitudes,  who  are  hard  run  to  get  bread,  wonld  Ioayo  oar  pest- 
up  cities,  and  occupy  and  improve  the  millions  of  fine  land  in  our  country,  yet  MoloeaUNi,  it  wosM 
greatly  enhance  individual  happinoAs  and  public  good.  Try  it,  ye  starved  oaoe;  If  jroa  are  dln^ 
poioifld,  then  I  am  no  [trophot,  nor  the  son  of  a  prophet,' 

Anger  and  its  Cure.  —  '  Anger,  like  loo  much  wine,  hides  as  fVom  ouraeivee,  but  ozpossa  n  It 
others.  If  the  man  who  has  for  yours  been  a  confirmed  drunkard,  can  form  and  relifiously  keep  a 
resolution  to  refrain  from  the  fatal  poibon,  the  man  who  has  often  been  intozicatod  wiih  ■nfor.shaiM 
go  and  do  likewise.* 

Be  not  cast  Down.  —  *  Never  be  cast  down  by  trifles.  If  a  spider  breaks  hie  thread  Iwasiy 
times  in  a  day.  he  patiently  mends  it  each  time.  Make  up  your  mind  to  do  a  good  thiaff,  it  will  bt 
done.  Fear  not  troubles,  keep  vp  your  spiriu<,  the  darkness  will  pass  away.  If  the  sao  is  |«i^ 
down,  look  at  the  stars ;  if  they  are  hid  by  clouds,  still  look  up  to  heaven.' 

PuNCTUALrrY  AND  DsAPATCu.  —  *  In  business,  punctuality  and  despatch  make  short  work.  Lit 
friendly  calls  be  shorL  Twice  glad,  in  formal  visits,  is  coining  short  of  the  nuu^  Lnt  yoar  eoaao* 
nications  to  those  who  are  busy,  be  short  Hold  no  man  by  the  button  in  the  street,  or  la  the  doer  { 
be  short.    Let  your  anecdotes  and  stories  be  short' 

CoNDE.scEN5iON-  —  'I  havc  somowherc  roail  of  two  goats  that  met  midway. on  a  r_. 

a  deep  gulf.    Neither  could  turn  round  to  go  back,  without  danrer  of  fkliln;^  off,  aad  c , 

teously  laid  down,  and  permitteil  the  other  to  walk,  not  harshly,  out  gently  over  lilra.  aad  both  pHsed 
on  in  safety.  This  is  not  the  first  wise  lesson  I  have  learned  from  brute  animala,  wito  aet  aacSaen 
consistently  than  some  men,  who  claim  reason  for  a  guide,  but  seldom  follow  its  dlreetioBa.  Is  m^ 
ing  over  the  highway  of  life,  it  is  often  necessary  to  condescend  to  accommodate  our  fellow  liii  JUis. 
and  put  ourselves  to  mutual  or  individual  inconvenience,  to  get  along  smoothly.* 

A  tart  Reply  to  a  Ciiallknoc.  —  I  recollect  many  cutting  answers  to  challoBgsa,  Aat  la- 
flicted  severer  wouuds  than  to  be  shot  with  the  blue  pilL  Here  is  one :  *8ir,  yo«r  donra  to  hwsmi 
shoot  you, cannot  be  complied  with.  My  father  taught  me,  when  a  boy,  never  to  « 
game  not  worth  bringing  homo.' 

Prbsxmcb  of  Mind.— 'An  instance  occurred  in  India  aboat  thirty  years  sfOiOf  i 
sence  of  mind  in  a  lady.    Several  ladies  and  gentlemen  went  on  abore^  aad  had  i 
near  a  jungle,  the  Isdy  la  queatioa  sitting  a  few  feet  fkrther  oat  thsa  the  last.    B«ddM|f,  ahsfi 
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tif  er  q>ruif  at  her  ;  she  inttaotly  spread  an  umbrella  In  his  faee,  which  so  diaeomfittad  him,  that  he 
retraatad,  and  the  partjr  escaped  unhurt.' 

Had  we  q»ace,  we  mijirht  fill  pa^  with  paasages  of  kindred  force  and  interest  from 
the  e»ayi  and  sketohee  whence  these  are  taken.  We  have  quoted  enough  however 
to  indicate  the  teiBenetB  of  style  and  variety  of  theme  which  characterize  <  The 
Probe.' 


Lddbll  and  Scott's  Gexkk-English  Lexicon:  with  CofjixcnoNs  and  AoDinoifS.    Br 
HxifBT  Dbislbb,  M.  a.    New-York :  If  aapkb  and  Bbothxrs. 

This  Greek  Dictionary  must  inevitably  take  the  place  of  all  others  in  the  classical 
schools  of  this  country.  In  England,  Donneoan,  Grove,  Sciirevilius,  etc.,  have 
been  entirely  discarded  since  the  appearance  of  Lidobll  and  Scott*s  edition  of 
Pasbow.  The  principles  upon  which  it  is  prepared ;  the  manner  in  which  they  have 
been  carried  out ;  the  arrangement,  definitions,  derivations,  usages,  etc.,  of  the  words 
are  very  far  superior  to  those  of  any  otiier  work  to  which  pupils  can  have  access.  The 
American  edition  is  still  superior  to  the  English,  inasmuch  as  its  Editor,  the  Adjunct 
Greek  Professor  of  Columbia  College,  and  one  of  the  ripest  scholars  in  the  country, 
has  added  to  and  otherwise  improved  it  very  materially.  No  care  or  labor  has  been 
fpared.  The  task  seems  indeed  Herculean  ;  but  it  has  been  performed,  with  heroic 
courage,  and  in  a  style  that  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired.  Every  part  of  it  has  been 
adapted  to  the  wants  and  necessities  of  classical  students.  It  is  published  in  a  large, 
heavy  and  neat  substantial  octavo  volume,  of  above  seventeen  hundred  pages,  clearly 
and  very  handsomely  printed  upon  fine,  strong,  white  paper,  and  in  a  style  throughout 
which  reflects  the  highest  credit  upon  the  house  by  which  it  is  issued.  It  is  sold  for 
five  dollars. 


Two  Lnrss :  ob  to  Sxkm  and  to  Rx.    By  Maria  J.  McIntosb.  Author  of  *  Conquest  and  8alf> 
Coaquest,* '  Praise  and  Friociple,'  etc,  etc    In  one  volume,    pp.  318.    New- York :  D.  Apvlxton 

AXD  COWANT. 

Whe.vever  the  readers  of  this  Magazine  encounter  a  new  work  which  announces 
itnlf  as  having  been  written  <  by  the  author  of  Conquest  and  Self-Conquest,*  our  ad- 
Tice  to  them  is,  to  purchase  it  and  peruse  it  at  once.  Thero  is  such  a  vein  of  strong 
good  common  sense  running  through  the  productions  of  this  author ;  her  inculcations 
are  so  well  calculated  to  do  good,  and  the  naturalness  and  interest  of  her  illustrations 
of  the  various  kinds  and  phases  of  human  character  are  so  predminent,  that  no  one 
can  rise  from  her  pages  without  being  deeply  entertained  and  as  sensibly  improved. 
In  the  volume  before  us,  the  title  of  which  well  expresses  its  scope  and  design,  we 
have  a  story  in  which  the  one  great  feature  of  romance,  a  love-tale,  is  certainly  pre- 
dominant ;  but  while  there  is  enough  in  the  way  of  illustration  to  prove  that  *  the 
coarse  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth,'  thero  is  an  under-curront  of  practical  in- 
straction.  Vanity  teaching  by  example,  whicii  will  be  lost  upon  no  thoughtful  reader. 
One  thing  we  especially  admire  in  the  writings  of  this  gifted  lady ;  it  is  the  abaenco 
of  any  literary  pretence  or  pomposity.  Her  descriptions  of  scenery  and  the  pheno^ 
mena  of  the  elements  are  clear  and  not  over-labored  ;  her  conception  and  dJ8crimin«« 
tion  of  character  are  vivid  and  distinct ;  and  the  beauty  and  truth  of  a  tme  woman'* 
heart  appear  in  all  her  literary  productions.  The  incidents  in  the  story  of  the  <  Two 
Lives'  aro  too  closely  interwoven  to  be  segregated  and  dwelt  upon  at  large  m  the  little 
i^tace  which  we  have  at  command.  We  must  content  ounelyeB  at  pretent  tbenlwe 
with  oommendmg  the  work  to  the  cordial  acceptance  of  onr  readen. 
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Another  dibh  of  <  Lobbcoubb.*  —  We  have  the  pleasure  of  preaenting  our  readen 
with  a  second  dish  of  'Lobscousey  which  we  trust  may  prove  as  palatable  as  the  first. 
Indeed  we  can  have  but  small  doubt  of  that ;  since  the  naturalness  and  simplicity 
which  are  the  characteristics  of  these  unstudied  sketches  are  qualities  that  will  al- 
ways insure  commendation.  But  to  begin :  *  Squilgee  apostrophiseth  the  Island  of 
Madeira  :*  <  Oh,  lovely  island  of  Madeira  !  oh,  genial  *  South-side  !'  where  the  rich 
clusters  of  the  grape  blush  on  the  hills'  acclivity,  beneath  the  warm  glances  of  the 
glowing  sun  ;  where  products  of  the  temperate  and  the  torrid  zone  vie  in  luxuriance, 
and  all  is  fresh  and  green  ;  how  grateful  is  the  sight  thou  presentest  to  the  consumers 
of  *  hard  tack'  and  salt  junk  !  — for  understand  that  by  some  mismanagement  oar 
fresh  *  grub*  had  given  out  a  week  before.  Howbeit,  we  had  potatoes  and  onions, 
two  necessary  uigredients,  and  were  thus  enabled  to  concoct  that  savory  mess,  the 
name  whereof,  like  that  of  my  yam,  is  'Lobscoitse*  *  Squilgee  proceeds  to  record 
a  spirited  account  of  *  Old  Boreas  the  BoaisvaairCa  CourUhip  and  Wedding,*  as 
taken  down  from  the  lips  of  the  *  Old  Salt'  himself:  *  Old  Boreas  the  Boatswain  had 
a  most  lugubrious  expression  on  his  excessively  ugly  countenance,  one  cool  afternoon, 
as  SduiLGEE  went  forward  to  smoke  a  *  mild  Havana ;'  {en  passant,  let  me  add,  that 
that  was  his  style  of  doing  up  the  sentimental.)  <  Mr.  Boreas,'  said  Saunxiii, 
*  what 's  the  matter  with  you  ?  Your  face  is  as  grum  as  the  carving  at  the  end  of  a 
cat-head.'  Before  going  any  farther,  however,  let  us  take  a  look  at  the  individual. 
You  must  know,  reader,  that  the  carving  on  a  cat-head  is  generally  designed  to  re- 
present the  flattened  face  of  a  ferocious  Uon  or  tiger,  and  is  frequently  gilded.  Take 
such  a  face,  give  it  a  little  more  prominency  of  nose,  letting  it  turn  up  withal ;  bring 
the  chin  out  to  a  point,  backed  by  a  doubling  of  the  <  dew-lap ;'  color  it  with  a  mix- 
ture of  red  and  bronze,  and  you  will  have  what  I  think  all  who  remember  Boreas 
will  consider  a  true  likeness  of  that  old  and  faithful  servitor  of  his  country.  His  body 
too  possessed  some  distinctive  features,  in  the  peculiarity  of  its  shortness,  roundneoi, 
and  manner  of  stepping  the  legs.  Having  been  for  the  greater  part  of  his  life  a 
boatswain's-mate,  he  had  been  during  that  time  confined  to  the  use  of  a  roundabout ; 
but  no  sooner  was  the  appointment  of  boatswain  conferred  on  him,  than  '  long  togs' 
were  the  order  of  the  day ;  and  as  if  to  make  up  for  the  past,  he  had  a  coat  manu- 
factured with  an  immensity  of  flap  and  a  length  of  tail  truly  astonishing.  Of  a  Sun- 
day, when  after  piping  <  all  hands  to  muster'  he  came  up  to  the  officer  of  the  deck, 
in  all  the  dignity  of  his  situation,  and  reported  <  Men  all  up.  Sir,'  his  appearance  re- 
minded one  forcibly  of  a  swallow  lighted  on  the  ground.    Many  of  my  readers  have 
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no  doubt  observed  how  those  birds  strut  about  with  their  wings  folded  over  their  tails ; 
even  so  looked  Boreas  on  these  occasions,  with  his  broad-tailed  coat  envelopmg  the 
rear  of  his  rotund  person. 

*  Ah  !  Mr.  Squilgeb,*  replied  Boreas,  hi  answer  to  the  question,  *  What  *b  the  mat- 
ter with  you  ?'  <  I  was  a-thinking  of  old  times,  and  it  makes  me  sort  of  solenmcholy- 
like.' 

<  What  on  earth  can  you  have  to  make  you  sad,  Boreas,  unless  it  may  be  that 
some  of  your  various  little  peccadilloes  are  rising  up  in  your  memory?  You  've  cer- 
tainly done  your  country  good  service.' 

*  Yes,  Sir,  but 't  ain't  about  the  sarvice  I  was  a-thinking.  My  mind  was  a-gomg 
back  to  the  days  when  I  was  young,  before  I  signed  a  purser's  receipt ;  when  Pig 
Cleaver  and  me  was  a-going  to  be  spliced — 'married'  I  used  to  call  it  in  them 
days.' 

*  Have  you  never  been  married,  Boreas  ?' 

<  No,  Sir,  I  never  have,'  he  replied,  heaving  such  a  sigh ;  drawing  in  his  breath 
and  throwing  it  out  with  such  tremendous  force  that  it  conld  only  be  compared  to  the 
blowing  of  a  porpoise.  *  Some  folks  ashore,'  he  continued,  <  say  a  sailor  has  a  wife 
in  every  port,  and  that  out  o'  sight 's  out  o'  mind  ;  but  I  can  tell  'em  a  man  has  feel- 
in's,  if  he  does  go  to  sea  for  a  living ;  and  that  'ere  matter  of  Peg  Cleaver  has  been 
writ  down  ui  the  log  of  my  memory  from  that  day  to  this.' 

*  What  prevented  your  marrying  her  ?' 

'  Well,  Sir,  while  you  are  up  there  a-smoking  I  will  give  yon  the  yam.  It  ain't 
Tery  long,  and  I  think  I  can  reel  it  off  by  the  time  you  '11  get  through  with  yonr 
cigar.'  Putting  an  enormous  quid  of  tobacco  into  his  mouth,  and  seating  hhnself  on 
the  gun  beneath  me,  he  related  the  story  of  what  I  will  venture  to  say  was  the  only 
incident  of  romance  and  sentiment  in  the  whole  course  of  his  long  and  rugged  Ufe. 

<  Well,  Sir,  this  'ere  turn-up  came  off  about  the- tune  they  was  fitting  out  Tessels 
fbr  the  Tripolitan  war.  It  was  at  Philadelphia,  where  we  was  both  bom  and  lived 
opposite  to  each  other,  that  it  took  place.  I  was  about  eighteen ;  she  mayhap  was  a 
year  or  two  younger  nor  me,  and  a  monstrous  handsome  girl  she  was.  But  yon 
must  first  understand  that  our  grandfathers  and  fathers  was  butchen.  I  was  'most 
out  of  my  'prenticeship  to  the  same  trade,  and  she  was  a  pretty  good  hand  a'ready 
at  making  sassages.  All  this  made  a  sort  o'  good  feeling  'twixt  the  two  famlies,  and 
Peg  and  I  used  to  be  always  a-playing  together  when  we  was  children  ;  but  arter  a 
while,  as  we  grew  up,  somehow  we  began  to  fight  shyer  and  shyer  of  one  another, 
until  at  last  we  knocked  off  playing  altogether ;  and  one  day  Peg  says  to  me,  as  I 
passed  and  said, '  How  d'  ye  do.  Peg  ?'  says  she,  <  How  d'  ye  do,  Mr.  Boreas  7*  Tliat 
took  me  all  aback.  Arter  that  I  always  when  we  met  had  a  kind  o'  queer  feeling, 
and  was  'most  afraid  to  speak  to  her.  She  generally  spoke  first,  and  when  she  said 
*  How  d'  ye  do,  Mr.  Boreas  V  I  would  say,  *  How  d  'ye  do,  Mann  V 

<  Well,  as  I  was  a-tellin'  you,  I  was  about  eighteen,  and  she  sixteen  or  seventeen, 
when  one  day  the  old  woman  came  to  me,  and  sajrs  she  to  me,  says  she,  <  Bin,'  says 
she,  *  Why  do  'nt  you  go  over  and  see  Peg  Cleaver?' 

<  *  Lor  *  mother !'  says  I,  <  what 's  the  use  V  And  I  felt  my  face  kind  o'  sneaking 
and  turning  all  over  red. 

*  *  Ben,'  says  the  old  woman, '  Mrs.  Cleaver  and  me  have  made  a  bargabi  'boot 
marrying  you  two ;  the  sooner  the  better,  'specially  as  that  young  caipenter,  Jaos 
Plahk,  is  fooling  around  the  girl.    To  tell  you  the  troth,  her  father  and  yonr'n  has 
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agreed  with  tu  th^t  there  shall  bo  a  wcddiDg  to-morrow ;  for  there  '■  no  telling  which 
is  the  worst  to  let  run  on  long,  a  courtin' -match  or  a  butcherVbill ;  and  as  it  '■  yoo. 
and  Pkg  is  the  ones  that 's  to  be  married,  and  I  know  you  like  her  and  she  likes  you» 
you  must  go  right  away  and  see  her  —  right  away,  now !  You  've  got  on  your  nei^ 
clothes,  (it  was  a  Sunday,)  so  you  must  go* 

*  I  knew  it  was  no  use  backing  and  filling  about  the  matter  when  the  old  lady  pat 
her  foot  down,  so  I  made  sail  for  old  Cleaver's.  But  there  was  Pxo  standing  at  the 
door,  and  that  made  me  fool  bashful.  If  she  'd  been  in  the  house  it  would  have  been 
something  of  a  stave-off;  but  to  walk  upright  to  her  a-standing,  I  swore,  come  what 
would,  I  would  n't  do  it  She  stood  in  her  door  and  I  in  our'n,  looking  up  the  street  and 
looking  down  ;  up  at  the  eaves-trough  and  down  at  the  pigs  in  the  gutter.  Sometiices 
our  eyes  met ;  quick  as  wink  down  hcr's  would  go,  and  her  face  turn  scarlet-red.  I 
see  at  oust  they  'd  been  a-telling  her,  too.  At  last  she  went  in.  '  Now 's  my  chance  !* 
said  I,  and  away  I  went  across  the  street,  my  ears  buzzing,  my  face  burning  and  my 
eye-sight  clean  gone.  How  I  made  the  door  is  more  nor  I  can  lell.  When  I  fint 
came  to  my  souses,  old  Marm  Cleaver  was  a-joking  me  about  falling  foul  of  Pn 
too  soon. 

*  *  Ben,'  says  she,  *  if  you  commence  that  way  in  the  beginning,'  says  she, '  there  *t 
no  telling  how  you  'd  treat  tlio  girl  arter  a  while  :  but  never  mind ;  I  know  your  dis- 
position, my  son  ;  you  was  only  a  little  bashful.  You  *U  get  over  that  'fore  you  're 
married  loug.' 

*  Well,  there  set  Peg,  looking  as  red  as  a  boiled  lobster,  or  a  British  soger's  jacket, 
and  I,  I  suppose,  like  a  French  soger^  trowsers,  while  the  old  woman  was  a-telling 
how  happy  we  'd  bo  together  ;  how  the  old  folks  would  set  us  up  in  basinesi,  hauling 
ofT  themselves ;  and  how  we  must  be  careful  and  saving  for  our  children  as  they  had 
been  for  their'n.'  Jist  then  my  old  woman  came  in,  and  at  it  9he  goes.  Mean  timei 
Peg  and  I  was  afraid  to  let  our  eyes  meet,  but  we  kept  'em  a-going  like  main  bmit- 
ling-blocks  ;  wiien  one  pair  was  up,  the  other  was  down.  Howsomdever,  arter  a  while 
my  old  woman  says,  *  Ben,'  says  slie,  <  kiss  your  intended,  and  let 's  be  q£' 

Wo  both  stood  up ;  but  that 's  all ;  neither  of  us  stirred  tack  nor  dieet ;  jnst  u 
if  we  was  hard  and  fast  a-ground,  and  had  n't  any  purchases  to  heave  off  with. 

*  Fie  !  for  shame  !'  said  both  our  mothers. 

<  Then  Peg,  who  was  braver  about  them  matters  nor  I,  pitched  into  me,  kiaed  me 
very  sweet  on  my  lips,  and  ran  out  o'  the  room.  We  then  went  home,  and  each  a 
making  of  cakes,  and  custards,  and  high-seasoned  sassages,  and  cutting  off  ch'ice 
j'ints  of  meats,  you  never  did  see.  The  old  woman,  soon  arter  we  got  back,  took  me 
one  side  and  said  I  'd  have  to  write  some  poetry  to  Peg  in  course :  '  Your  father  did  it 
before  we  was  married,  and  I  never  know'd  a  decent  woman  as  did  n*t  get  a  set  of 
varses  before  her  wedding  ;  you  may  say  it's  a  part  of  the  sarimony.' 

*  I  could  n't  help  bu'sting  out  a-laughing :  *  How  can  I  send  Peg  any  poetry,  mo- 
ther, when  I  haint  got  any,  and  what's  more  don't  know  where  to  get  any?  M 
sartain  I  can't  manufacture  it  myself.' 

'  You  're  a  fool !'  says  the  old  woman :  '  amt  Dumplin'b  daughter  here  7 theooe 

as  has  been  to  boarding-school  ?  —  and  aint  she  a  prime  hand  at  making  poetry  T 
'ere,  Ben,  I  know'd  how  it  would  turn  out,  so  I  got  her  to  write  this  'ere  for  yoo.' 
At  tliat  she  hauled  out  of  her  buzzum  a  sort  of  young  letter.  On  the  inside  of  if 
was  a  couple  of  hearts,  with  an  arrow  tlirough'em,  and  ad  —  1  of  a  fire  immd  'en 
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a  pictore  of  thorn  *ere  hearts  is  pricked  onto  my  arm,  and  the  varses  is  fresh  in  my 

mind  now.' 

<  Let's  have  them/  said  SauiLGSE.    <  Well,  Sir,  they  was  quite  pretty,  and  went 

eomeway  like  this : 

'  Pko,  my  love. 
My  turtle-dove ! 
To-morrow  oif^ht. 
If  the  mooD  shines  bright. 
You  and  I,  though  taoo  we  be, 
Will  be  made  ox«  by  matrimony !' 

'  I  signed  my  name,  *  Your  loying  Ben  Boreas,'  and  sent  it  orer  by  one  of  the  girls 
who  was  a-helping  to  get  ready  for  the  wedding,  and  she  told  me,  when  she  came 
back,  that  Peg  read  it  and  kissed  it,  and  pat  it  in  her  buzzum. 

*  Well,  i  stood  it  pretty  well.  Sir,  till  the  time  for  the  wedding  came  on ;  but  when 
they  told  me  to  go  up  and  dress,  I  was  as  scared  as  a  dolphin  with  the  grains  in  him. 
I  loved  Peg  worse  nor  a  albatross  loves  blubber,  or  yet  fat  pork  ;  but  when  our 
folks  got  over  there,  and  I  see  'em  all  seated  round  the  wall,  my  hair  fairly  stood  on 
end  like  the  bowsprit-bits.  Howsomdever,  seeing  that  carpenter  chap,  that  Jack 
Plane  I  was  telling  you  about,  in  amongst  'em,  in  I  went,  out  of  spite.  The  gurls  was 
^  Kigl?l>°g  together,  so  I  walked  into  the  back  entry,  out  of  sight.  Jist  then  there 
was  a  noise  al  the  front  door :  it  was  the  parson  coming  in.  After  a  little  talking 
with  the  old  folks,  *  Is  all  ready  ?'  says  he.  *  All  ready.'  *  Bring  in  the  bride  !*  I 
looked  through  the  passage ;  the  back  door  was  open,  swinging  back'ards  and  for' aids. 
I  do  n't  know  what  it  was,  praps 't  was  a  ge-nii,  but  so' think  come  over  me  ;  and  just 
as  the  bed-room  door  was  opened  to  let  Peg  in,  I  shot  out  the  back  gate  ! 

'  Well,  to  make  matters  short,  as  I  see  your  cigar  is  a-most  out,  Sir,  I  listed  on 
board  the  frigate  Philadelphia,  and  went  to  iVipoU,  where  we  was  captured,  on  ac- 
comit  of  running  on  some  rocks  unbeknownst  to  us,  as  we  was  a-going  to  'tack  the 
town.  They  took  us  ashore,  those  bloody-minded  villains,  the  Turks,  and  fastened  us 
np  at  night,  and  made  us  work  ;  but  you  know  all  about  that,  and  how  Commodore 
PaXBLB  and  Decatur,  and  some  of  the  gentlemen,  fixed  'em  off.  Well,  we  got  home 
at  last,  and  as  soon  as  we  was  paid  off,  I  made  sail  for  Philadelphia ;  and  when  I  got 
there  I  started  with  a  straight  wake  for  the  old  man's  house.  When  it  hove  in  nght, 
the  pumps  began  bringing  up  water  into  my  eyes  faster  than  the  eye-lids  could  clear 
themselves.  I  could  not  well  see,  but  lost  my  course,  and  fetched  up  on  the  other  side 
of  the  street  ag'iu  a  woman  and  two  small  children. 

*  My  G  -  D !  Ben  Boreas  !  is  that  you  /'  says  she. 

*  Yes,  by  G  -  D !  it  is !'  says  I. 

'  At  this  point  Boreas  was  perfectly  overcome  with  his  remniscences.  It  appeared 
that  the  parents  of  the  girl,  indignant  at  his  desertion,  and  bearing  in  mind  the  ex- 
penses of  the  wrdding-preparation ;  Ben's  parents  unable  at  the  same  time  to  justify 
him ;  Peg  being  ua  obedient  child ;  Jack  Pianb  likewise  being  present,  and  taken 
into  the  conference  with  Peg,  Cleaver  and  his  moiety  ;  it  was  agreed  upon,  on  their 
return  into  the  room,  (the  Boreases  having  retired,)^r«^  that  Ben  was  *  a  poor  stick ;' 
tecoAdly,  that  it  would  be  a  pity  to  waste  so  much  good  *  prog ;'  thirdlyy  that  as  Jack 
laid  he  had  always  loved  Peg,  and  Peg  said  she  thought  she  coukl  love  him,  now 
that  Ben  had  sloped ;  that  therefore  they  should  be  married.  The  proposition  was 
received  with  universal  applause,  the  ladies  appearing  to  be  the  most  enthiisiastic. 
Accordingly  they  were  married ;  and  hence  the  Uttla  ones  who,  greeted  Ban's  sight  on 
his  return  from  Tripoli.' 
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Will  you  take  another  plate,  reader  7  Do  n't  be  afraid  of  iti  *  aittiiig  heavy*  upon 
you  ;  it  is  light,  and  easily  digested.     Try  another  plate : 

<  Onx  day  —  you  know  time  will  pass,  so  that  it  is  scarcely  neceHary  for  me  to  say 
that  this  occurrence  took  place  many  years  ago,  like  the  rest  of  this  veritable  record, 
the  events  of  which  occurred,  and  were  known  to  SdUiLORB,  his  messmates  and  ship- 
mates —  one  day,  as  I  've  said,  Dump  being  or  haviug  been  disturbed  by  a  holy- 
stoning in  the  morning,  made  use  of  the  following  expressions  to  Bogee  : 

*  Sir,  it  is  perfectly  horrible  how  much  one  has  to  suffer,  in  order  to  enjoy  the  plea- 
sures of  a  soa-life  !* 

*  How  so,  Mr.  Dump  V  inquired  Booee. 

*  Why,  Sir,'  replied  the  *  respondent,*  to  use  a  chancery  phrase,  *all  this  haolingof 
big  stones,  this  clattering  of  squilgees,  this  slapping  about  of  swabs,  is  perfectly  hor- 
rible ;  in  fact.  Sir,  it  is  a  great  taxation,  and  is  enforced  at  an  enormous  cost  to  tbon 
taxed.* 

'  Mr.  Dump,  do  you  know  any  thing  about  taxation  V  said  Bogee,  squaring  himself 
up,  and  looking  like  one  who  was  about  to  impart  information  ;  although  any  one  wiio 
knew  him  well  could  have  detected  a  certain  twitching  of  the  lips,  which  indicated 
something  that  was  not  particularly  serious  in  regard  to  any  kind  of  sabject  *Did 
you  ever  hear.  Sir,  of  taxation  in  its  wont  form  7* 

« No,  Sir.* 

*  Then  I  *11  tell  you  whore  you  *11  find  it ;  it  *b  in  Morocco.  The  emperor,  yoa 
must  know,  Mr.  Dump,  cannot  call  on  his  subjects  for  their  taxes  directly ;  bot  be 
sends  an  order  to  the  bashaw  of  a  district.  The  bashaw  sends  to  the  sheik,  or 
some  other  such  outlandish  sort  of  character.  Tlie  sheik  calls  for  the  richest  men 
in  his  villages,  and  states,  that  like  Mr.  York,  they  are  wanted.  The  Jews  are  gene- 
rally those  most  likely  to  bo  selected.  Well,  they  are  brought  into  the  presence  of 
the  man  of  authority,  and  ranged  according  to  rank ;  that  is,  according  to  the  arooont 
of  the  *  available*  they  may  be  supposed  to  possess.  Those  of  the  highest  rank  are 
placed  in  boxes  suited  to  their  dimensions,  their  heads  being  left  out,  in  order  that  they 
may  see  what  is  going  on.  A  grim  old  Moor,  tho  executioner  of  the  tribe,  perhapSi 
comes  forward  with  a  saw  in  liis  hand,  and  at  a  given  signal  commences  sawing 
away  at  the  box.  <  God  is  great  !*  says  tho  sheik,  who  I  might  as  well  say  is  a  per- 
fectly disinterested  spectator  of  the  scene,  *Goi>  is  great,  and  Mahomet  is  his  prophet !' 
The  great  wearer  of  the  parasol,  (for  you  should  be  informed  that  the  elnperor  of 
those  regions  is  tho  only  person  wlio  is  entitled  to  wear  an  un^brella,)  is  in  want  of 
*  the  ready,'  and  it  becomes  ovrry  true  son  of  his  father  to  bring  forth  that  portion 
which,  blessed  be  Allah  !  it  is  allowed  him  to  contribute  toward  the  support  of  oar 
holy  religion.' 

'  <  Most  Magnificent  !*  says  tho  Hebrew  capitalist, '  your  miserable  slave  has  not 
wherewithal  to  feed  himself,  his  wife  or  his  children,  his  ox  or  his  ass  !' 

< '  Chee-chaw  !  chee-chaw  !'  goes  the  saw  ;  and  the  old  Moor  who  is  using  it  does 
not  look  the  prisoner  in  the  face,  neither  docs  he  look  at  the  cadi ;  for  he  knows 
there  *s  to  be  no  sign  of  mercy  from  him  until  tlie  regular  or«  rather  the  irregular 
contribution  is  made.  *  Chcu-chaw  !  chee-chaw  !*  goes  the  saw.  The  old  Moor 
begins  to  perspire  ;  but  he  is  u  robuHt  and  athletic  man,  and  will  not  stop  until  the 
cudi  tells  him  so  to  do.  Tho  cadi  looks  on  and  says  not  a  word,  and  the  old  Moor 
9aw8  on,  and  says  just  as  little  ;  but  the  man  in  tho  box  protests  that  his  springs  havs 
dried  no,  his  dates  have  failed,  his  wives  are  dead,  his  slaves  are  dying ;  that  a  piutrs 
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is  a  curiosity  to  him,  and  *  Job^b  turkey'  a  Crcesub  in  comparisou  ;  in  short,  that  he 
cannot  produce  *  the  needfuL' 

*  *  Chee-chaw  !  chee-chaw  !*  is  the  voice  of  the  saw  ;  the  eld  Moor  goes  on,  and 
the  saw  is  entering  the  wood ;  ay,  it  enters  into  the  very  folds  of  his  clothes. 

*  *  Most  Magnificent !'  says  he,  in  an  agony  of  fear,  <  I  will  give  thee  a  thousand  !' 
The  cadi  shakes  his  head,  and  the  saw  enters  farther  —  even  into  the  texture  of  his 
under  garments. 

*  *  Five  thousand !'  exclaims  the  man  in  the  hox  —  ad  —  d  had  box  too,  you  will  say. 
* '  FiAy  thousand  !'  replies  the  cadi,  unmoved  in  thought,  unmoved  in  feature. 

*  *  Chee-chaw !  chee-chaw  1'  goes  on  the  saw,  and  the  old  Moor  holds  on  to  his 
business,  for  he  knows  that  it  \a  near  its  end. 

*  *  Most  Magnificent !'  screams  the  boxed,  <  fifty  thousand !  fifty  thousand !'  for  the 
saw,  you  must  understand,  is  eating  into  his  flesh.  Well,  he  always  has  a  friend  at 
hand  with  the  necessary  number  of  purses,  which  being  presented,  they  rip  him,  or  I 
should  say  the  box,  open,  and  let  him  out  A  man  possessed  of  more  moderate 
means  is  *  squeezed*  His  *  taxation*  is  a  rough,  angular  stone,  placed  in  his  cloeed 
hand,  over  which  a  piece  of  green  hide  is  tightly  sewed.  The  hand  thus  encloeed 
is  then  exposed  to  the  influence  of  a  Morocco  sun.  The  contracting  of  the  hide- 
envelope,  as  you  can  easily  conceive,  would  bring  any  reasonable  man  to  terms,' 

*  I  should  certainly  think  so  !*  remarked  Dump. 

*  But,'  continued  Booee,  *  the  compulsory  process  adopted  with  the  minor  liabilities 
ii  the  most  singular  of  all.  You  *ve  never  seen  the  oriental  style  of  dress,  Mr. 
Dump,  have  you  ?  Instead  of  our  fashion  of  unmentionables,  they  cover  their  ex- 
tremities with  a  sort  of  loose  bag,  with  holes  in  the  lower  part  just  large  enough  to 
■tick  their  legs  through.  Well,  when  they  do  n't  *  come  up  to  taw,'  and  fork  over 
their  one,  two,  or  three  hundred,  as  it  may  be,  several  large  Thomas-cats  are  placed 
in  these  peculiar  kind  of  breeches ;  the  individual  then  has  his  hands  tied  in  front,  and 
is  led  through  the  streets  by  a  grave  official  with  a  very  long  beard,  and  followed  by 
crowds  of  the  curious,  particularly  the  urchins  of  the  village,  all  of  whom  are  watch- 
ing to  ascertain  what  degree  of  scratching  and  biting  a  man  can  endure  ;  for  you 
most  know  that  those  miniature  tigers,  when  jumbled  together  in  such  an  unceremo- 
nious fitshion,  are  not  the  most  amiable  animals  in  the  world.  In  fine,  the  poor  devil 
is  at  length  absolutely  clawed  into  fulfilling  his  national  duties  by  the  cats  in  his  capa- 
cious trowse'loons.' 

*  What  an  embarrassing  position  to  be  placed  in !'  said  Dump. 

*  There  are  cases  where  a  resort  to  the  duello  may  be  absolutely  necessary ;  but 

as  a  general  thing,  I  think  the  reply  of  an  old  sea-dog,  a  boatswain  in  the  service,  to 

a  gunner  of  the  sliip  he  belonged  to,  on  the  receipt  of  a  challenge,  admirably  and 

sarcastically  paints  the  ridiculous  nature  of  trivial  challenges.    The  gunner — and 

it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  both  the  parties  belonged  to  a  peculiar  class  of  officers, 

that  is, '  Forward  Officers,'  from  whom  a  fist-fight  might  naturally  be  expected,  bat 

never  a  resort  to  deadly  weap)ut)  —  the  gunner  wrote  to  the  boatswain  thus : 

'*8iR :  I  demand  satisftiction  of  you,  on  account  of  what  you  have  done.  PlesM  to  name  tints, 
place  and  weapons.    Youn,  ii>Dd  —  n  you  I  till  death  l*|  *— _^> 

'To  which  he  of  the  spun-yam  and  jnnk  replied: 

Sir  :  Not  being  much  acquainted  with  'high  dick,'  I  write  theae  few  lines  to  tdl  yon  that  1 11 
«  you ;  time,  one  hundred  year*  from  thia  preaent ;  place,  top  of  Mount  JEtOR ;  veapona,  h»r- 
oa.    Yours,  till  after  we  meet,  is  all  that  I  have  to  any.    No  store  flmn  your  hmnblA  isnraRt, 
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Law  and  Lawyers:  a  Legal  Salmagundi. — WeliaTebadoiirBay,asoiirreaden 
are  aware,  touching  law  and  lawyexB ;  let  us  hope  too  that  the  memben  of  our  State 
Convention  baye  very  nearly  had  their  several  <  says'  on  the  nme  general  theme. 
But  say  what  we  all  may,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  lawyers  *  make  a  great  deal  of 
talk*  in  the  community.  There  is  scarcely  any  class  of  society  concerning  whom  so 
much  is  said,  and  of  whom  so  many  anecdotes  are  told.  In  looking  over  a  neglected 
port-folio  this  morning,  we  have  found  so  many  sketches  and  stories  connected  with 
the  profession,  that  we  incline  to  throw  together  a  Legal  Salmagundi,  from  the  origi- 
nal materiel,  crude  and  undigested  though  it  be,  which  lies  before  us.  We  begin  with 
a  western  correspondent,  who  writes  us  that  he  '  wishes  to  convey  to  the  readen  of 
the  Knickerbocker  some  of  the  anecdotes  which  he  has  heard  in  the  courts  of  cer- 
tain western  states,'  or  from  his  brother  members  of  the  bar.  *  It  is  perhaps  geneiaDy 
known,'  he  continues,  *  that  in  many  of  the  western  states  the  supreme  court  judges 
hold  the  circuit  court  for  tho  several  counties  in  their  district ;  and  the  lawyers  in  tia* 
veiling  round  from  court  to  court  with  the  judges,  perform  what  a  Methodist  minit- 
ter  denominates  *  riding  the  circuit.'  Always  after  the  adjournment  of  coort,  the 
attorneys  get  together  in  some  sitting-room  of  a  tavern,  which  is  very  commonly  noth- 
ing but  a  pile  of  log-cabins,  and  in  the  company  of  the  supreme  court  judge  and  the 
*  side-judge,'  take  tlie  opportunity  of  having  a  bit  of  fun  in  relating  original  anecdotes, 
stories,  etc.,  which  thoy  have  heard  on  their  circuit.  I  will  mention  one  or  two  which 
I  heard  in  some  of  these  log-cabin  hotels  in  the  west,  during  &  session  &  alter  an  ad- 
journment of  court  Perhaps  no  whore  is  there  greater  sport  than  among  the  attor- 
heys  at  such  *  times  and  places.'  When  court  is  over,  his  honor  the  judge  mouBti 
his  horse,  or  if  the  roads  are  good,  gets  into  his  *  sulky'  or '  buggy,'  and  lays  his  come 
for  the  court  in  the  next  county,  and  the  lawyers  in  a  body  all  follow  him.  What  they 
lack  in  accommodation  they  make  up  by  having  good  company,  in  telling  entertainiiig 
stories,  and  <  cracking  rough  jokes.'  Frequently  they  are  obliged  to  travel  through  a 
dense  forest  for  miles,  without  seeing  a  house  ;  over  causeways,  round  *  atumps,'  om 
logs  and  dense  brush-heaps.  In  other  counties  they  have  pleasant  rides  over  the 
prairies,  tho  oak  openings,  and  the  wide-extended  plains,  covered  ui  summer  with  i 
great  variety  of  wild  flowers.  Often  they  are  compelled  to  ford  the  streams  for  wiat 
of  bridges,  not  unlVequently  swimming  their  horses  across  some  deep  running-brook 
If  they  arc  so  unfortunate  as  not  to  reach  the  county -seat  when  they  expected  to,  and 
are  compelled  to  come  to  a  halt  in  the  woods,  before  reaching  a  tavern,  they  all  tan 
into  the  fiist  good-looking  comfortable  log-cabin  they  come  to,  and  then  enjoy  the  hos- 
pitalities of  the  *  Iloosier,'  *  Wolverine,'  or  <  Sucker,'  as  the  case  maybe.  These  lof^ 
cabins  sometimes  appear  to  be  a  real  paradise,  and  are  often  the  home  of  the  eos- 
tented  and  happy.  Here,  after  partaking  of  a  meal  of  the  farmer's  very  best,  vii^ 
venison,  prairie-hen,  and  pork-and-beans,  they  all  retire  to  rest,  having  for  their  bedi 
buffalo  robos  thrown  upon  the  floor,  with  carpet-bags  for  pillows  —  all  in  the  suneroon, 
and  where  all  tho  family  sleep.  The  next  morning  thoy  all  start  for  court,  in  good 
spirits  ;  the  farmer  giving  them  their  bills  in  compensation  for  a  dozen  little  law-qnef 
tions  with  which  he  had  troubled  one  of  the  lawyers,  for  most  likely  he  is  or  has  beea 
a  justice  of  the  peace.'  ...    *  In  the  Wolverine  state,  on  one  occasion,  Jii4r 

M ,  a  very  facetious  man,  was  alone  upon  the  bench,  and  one  of  the  9tUmufp 

had  just  finished  the  argument  of  some  cause,  and  the  judge  was  prooeediag  m  Itf 
opinion  upon  the  case,  when  a  largo  bull-dog  came  up  on  the  aide  of  the  judge,  ud 
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looked  down  upon  the  lawyers  with  a  very  judge-like  aspect.  His  honor  was  so  in- 
tent upon  the  question  before  him  that  he  did  not  notice  the  dog,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
gave  the  decision  of  the  question,  which  chanced  to  be  against  the  attorney  who  had 
last  spoken  in  the  case.  The  latter  asked  the  judge  '  if  that  was  the  opinion  of  the 
court  V  *  Yes/  replied  the  judge.  *  Well  then/  replied  the  discomfitted  lawyer,  *  I 
would  like  the  opinion  of  the  other  member  of  the  court !'  When  the  judge  turned 
around  and  saw  the  solemn-faced  dog  apparently  ruminating  or  deliberating  upon  the 
case  he  had  just  decided,  he  burst  into  a  laugh  which  ran  like  electricity  through  the 
court-room.'  .  .  .  <  In  one  of  the  western  counties  in  Michigan  a  case  came  up  be- 
fore the  court,  in  which  a  general  demurrer  had  been  interposed  by  the  counsel  for 
the  defendant,  which  had  been  decided  by  the  court  in  favor  of  the  defendant,  thus 
ending  that  case.  The  defendant  was  a  deaf  man,  and  asked  his  lawyer  how  it  was 
that  he  had  beaten  the  opposite  party ;  to  which  he  replied,  that  it  had  been  accom- 
plished by  putting  in  a  demurrer.  When  the  defendant  was  returning  from  court, 
overjoyed  at  his  success,  some  friend  of  his  asked  him  how  the  suit  had  gone  ?  *  Oh,' 
said  h^,  *  my  lawyer  beat  'em.'  *  How  did  he  do  it  ?'  asked  his  friend.  *  Why,'  said 
the  defendant,  *  he  pleaded  the  murrain-act  /*  .  .  .•  *  I  heard  an  amusing  story  to- 
day of  a  pettifogger  who  had  but  lately  been  admitted  to  the  bar.  He  had  got  a 
■mattering  of  Latin,  but  had  never  token  much  pains  to  remember  what  he  had  learned. 
He  was  employed  in  a  famous  *  horse  caao,'  an  action  brought  by  a  man  against  ano- 
ther for  cheating  him  in  a  *  horse-trade.'  Our  pettifogger  was  engaged  for  the  de- 
fendant, and  in  his  remarks  to  the  jury  had  occasion  to  quote  *  Chittt  on  Contracts,' 
where  he  read  the  following,  among  other  things :  *  Gentlemen,'  said  he,  *  Chittv  lays 
it  down  that  where  a  man  buys  a  horse  with  a  *  well-known  and  visible  defect,'  etc., 
the  rule  of  '  caveat  emptor'  applies  ;  which  being  interpreted,  gentlemen  of  the  jury, 
means  *  contract  express,*  etc.  Hence,  gentlemen,  I  say  that  the  hone  which  my 
client  sold  had  such  visible  defects  that  a  blind  man  could  see  them.'  It  is  needless 
to  add  that  the  court  was  convulsed  with  laughter  at  this  new  reading  and  interpreta- 
tion of  a  familiar  Latin  phrase,  and  its  accompanying  Irish  bull.'  .  .  .  <  L.  E.  S.,' 
writing  to  us  lately  from  Williamstown,  Massachusetts,  gives  us  the  following, 
which  embodies,  we  cannot  help  thinking,  a  lesson  worthy  of  heedful  note : '  You  have 
sometimes,  Mr.  Editor,  shown  up  the  injustice  perpetrated  under  forms  of  law.  I 
take  the  liberty  of  subjoining  a  story,  which  is  a  true  record  of  facts,  going  to  prove 
that  justice  in  this  glorious  clime  is  sometimes  administered  in  a  manner  '  't  were  pain 
to  hint  on.'  During  a  week's  ramble  in  one  of  the  eastern  counties  of  the  Empire 
State,  I  heard  that  a  justice's  court  was  *  coming  off'  at  a  rising  village,  usually 
called  by  the  natives  *Oomorrah*  My  friend,  with  whom  I  sojourned,  was  'sum- 
moned' to  sit  on  the  jury,  and  received  bis  statutable  shilling ;  whereupon,  led  by 
my  instinctive  love  of  a  scrape,  I  accompanied  him  to  the  scene  of  action.  He  was 
excused  as  a  supernumerary.  The  court  was  held  in  a  dirty  grocery ;  the  justice, 
in  a  fustian  jacket  and  blue  checked  cravat,  sat  behind  an  unpainted  table,  with  a 
pocket  Bible  and  two  law-books  before  him.  The  jury  sat  on  a  bench  without  any 
back,  and  during  the  trial  freely  conversed  with  the  parties  and  the  spectators.  A 
boy,  apparently  eight  or  ten  years  old,  was  arraigned  on  a  charge  of  larceny,  and  the 
witnesses  were  sworn  <  in  manner  following,  that  is  to  say :'  *  You  do  solemnly  swear 
in  the  presence  of  Almighty  God,  that  in  this  traverse  between  the  People  of  the 
State  of  New- York  and  Abraham  db  Groot,  defendant,  so  help  you  God  !'  The 
testimony  showed,  that  the  said  Abrahah  *  did  felonioaaly  iteal,  take,  eairy  away 
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aud  convert  to  his  own  lue  tlio  following  property,  of  the  goods  and  chattel!  of  one 

P.  W ,  grocer ;  videlicet,  one  clam  and  three  cracken !'    The  jury  found  the 

little  wretch  '  guilty  in  manner  and  form  as  in  the  complaint  is  alleged/  and  he  wii 
fined /our  dollars  and  the  C98i8  of  prosecution  !  <  Mein  Gott  !*  said  an  old  ICnicku- 
BocKER  Dutchman  who  was  present,  *  is  dat  vat  dey  calls  ^'tfttiee  /'  •  •  •  Anothie 
correspondent  sends  us  this  anecdote  of  a  legal  wag  whom  we  know  well,  and  who, 
while  he  retains  the  voice  and  manner  which  are  natural  to  him,  (and  he  is  not  the 
man  to  retain  *  any  thing  else,')  will  keep  yividly  alive  the  recollection  of  *poQr 
Power'  in  the  minds  of  all  who  have  the  pleasure  of  his  acquaintance :  '  An  iiro- 
verent  wag  of  a  lawyer  in  New-England,  who  was  no  respecter  of  'the  cloth,' bav- 
uig  hoard  that  he  was  to  encounter  in  a  witness  a  sanctimonious  perMnage  of  the 
Baptist  order,  resolved  to  show  him  that  he  knew  and  appreciated  him.  As  he  came 
upon  the  stand  with  a  most '  down-trodden*  expression  of  humility  upon  his  face,  the 
lawyer  inquired,  *  What  may  bo  your  profession,  Sir  V  *  Oh !  Sir,'  sighed  the  reve- 
rend witness,  *  I  am  only  a  feeble  candle  in  the  Lord's  sanctuary.'  <  Ah !'  answered 
the  legal  wag,  *■  a  dipped  candle,  I  suppose !  Well,  Sir,  can  you  throw  any  light  en 
the  case  before  the  court  ?  You  need  not  <  flare  up'  in  your  examination ;  for  the 
whole  truth  must  come  out.'  The  laughter  which  ensued  was  not  checked  until  the 
crier  had  three  times  called  out  *  Sila-a-ns !'  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  -  •  -  Tbus  much 
for  the  present,  touching  law  and  lawyers.  There  will  be  an  attempt  made,  howeTsr, 
four  weeks  from  this  time,  *  at  early  candle -ligliting,'  to  prove  m  these  pages,  by  ela- 
borate argument,  that  a  *  Lawyer  is  not  necessarily  a  Rascal.'  <  Heaven  defend  the 
right!' 


Fahiliar  EnsTLEs  from  Abroad.  —  A  friend  of  our  boyhood,  bemgon  histrarali 
abroad,  bus  despatched  hitherward  three  or  four  hurried  epistles,  pleasantly  descriptife 
of  his  voyage  over,  in  the  steamer  from  Boston,  and  his  *  firrt  impression^  of  the 
Cumberland  Lakes  ;  fine  engravings  of  which,  we  may  remariL  in  passing,  sunnonBt 
the  top  of  each  letter-sheet ;  thus  affording  to  the  cis- Atlantic  correspondent  a  tsij 
good  idea  of  Derwentwater  and  Keswick,  from  Skiddaw,  Windermere,  from  near 
Ambleside,  UUeswater,  Loweswater,  Buttermere,  etc.  Why  would  it  not  be  a  capital 
idea  for  some  of  our  best  stationers  to  prepare  similarly  engraved  letter-paper,  repm* 
senting  the  finest  portions  of  the  scenery  in  the  neighborhood  of  New- York,  views  ef 
the  city,  and  on  the  North  and  East  rivers  ?  Would  there  not  be  a  continual  \ 
for  such  paper  from  the  thousands  who  write  to  the  *  old  country'  by  every  sea-i 
and  sailing-packet  7  We  <  throw  out  the  hint'  merely.  But  we  are  keeping  oar  eiv- 
respondent  waiting :  consider  him  therefore  to  be  writing  from  Keswick,  Combeilaiii 
Southey's  old  residence,  under  date  of  July  sixth,  as  follows:  *On  the  sucteenth  ul- 
timo, at  twelve  o'clock  at  noon,  we  were  rolling  over  the  streets  of  Boston  on  ourwif 
to  the  steeuner,  to  which  we  crossed  by  a  ferry-boat  which  landed  us  at  East  BostflSi 
where  the  Ilibemia  lay,  lashed  to  the  dock ;  a  huge  black  hull  with  a  scarlet  pifi 
and  volumes  of  thick  smoke  tumbling  heavily  from  its  flue.  Passengen  and  thtf 
friends  occupied  the  deck ;  carts  and  carriages  were  unloading  on  the  dock ;  tbt 
escape-pipe  emitting  steam  enough  to  make  a  steady  noise.  It  is  two  o*clook ;  a  wag^ 
on  loaded  high  with  white  bags  is  driven  hurriedly  to  the  wharf;  another-  UXkiv^ 
Her  Majesty's  agent,  the  master  of  the  mails,  (a  Ueutenant  of  the  nayy)  oiden  th* 
tars  ashore  to  lug  in  the  newspapers  and  letten ;  sixty  or  seyoity  InmImIb  of  as*** 
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papers  and  about  forty  bushels  of  letters.  They  are  now  stowed  away.  The  captain 
k  on  the  paddle-box  with  his  speaking  strumpet.  He  cries,  *  At  the  larboard  hawser ! 
capstan  heave  —  heave  away  !*  A  half  dozen  sailors  spring  as  if  they  were  about 
to  save  their  Uves,  and  the  capstan  is  turned.  The  ship  is  drawn  to  the  larboard  ten 
feet,  and  lies  straight  in  her  slip.  The  captam  beckons  to  the  engineer ;  the  huge 
wheels  revolve  ;  we  sweep  out  to  the  middle  of  the  channel ;  the  captain  shouts  to  the 
helmsman  two  or  three  times  ;  the  bow  of  the  stately  vessel  swings  out  toward  the  sea. 
The  American  flag  is  run  up  to  the  fore-top-mast ;  three  thundering  cheers  go  up 
from  those  on  shore  !  We  swing  round  a  little  more,  and  head  to  the  channel ;  the 
captain  cries,  *  She  's  all  ready.'  He  swings  his  hat  to  those  on  shore  ;  three  more 
thundering  cheers  from  those  on  ship  and  those  on  shore  ;  a  gun  to  the  larboard  and 
one  to  the  starboard  ;  a  wave  of  the  captain's  hand  to  the  engineer,  and  the  huge 
wheels  move  again,  bearing  us  out  to  sea,  while  we  wave  our  'kerchiefs  to  our 
friends  on  shore.  We  are  out  in  the  wide  bay  ;  a  gentle  swell  rocks  us  gently ;  one 
after  another  grows  pale,  and  makes  a  false  excuse  to  get  to  the  cabin ;  the  *  old 
'nns*  laugh  in  their  sleeves.  Soon  we  have  passed  the  last  light-house  ;  the  wheels 
have  stopped ;  the  captain  is  on  the  paddle-box,  with  his  trumpet  again.  I  ask, 
'  What  is  going  on  V  *  Parting  with  the  pilot,  Sir,'  is  the  reply.  I  look  behind  and  see 
a  small  boat  with  four  oars  and  six  persons  dropping  astern,  toward  a  rakish  little 
schooner-rigged  craft  that  lies  in  our  wake.  The  captain  beckons  to  the  engineer 
again,  the  roar  of  steam  is  hushed  ;  the  wheels  splash  ;  and  we  are  fairly  off  to  other 
lands  !'     I  wish  I  could  describe  to  you  the  peculiar  excitement  of  the  scene  ! 

*  The  voyage  was  propitious.  No  storm,  no  adventure  ;  every  thing  seemed  like  a 
comfortable  hotel.  Even  while  looking  out  on  the  sea  I  was  disposed  to  deny  our 
podtion,  and  insist  that  it  was  but  a  bay  or  a  lake  we  were  crossing,  and  that  we  should 
land  in  an  hour  or  two.  All  were  pleased  with  the  ship.  For  one  or  two  days  we 
had  a  wind  *  right  aft'  that  made  the  vessel  roll  like  a  log,  and  sickened  every  one 
who  ever  was  sick.  I  kept  up  however,  and  was  not  sick  at  all.  My  wife  sufiered 
amazingly.  On  the  morning  of  the  twenty -seventh  of  June,  ten  and  and  three-quar- 
ter days  out, '  Land  I'  was  cried  by  a  tar  at  the  fore-mast  But  the  cry  was  not  what  it 
has  been  so  often  described  to  be.  Our  passengers  and  crew  were  not  worn  out  by  a  long 
voyage  ;  we  had  just  began  to  enjoy  the  ship.  These  vessels  are  magnificent  The 
table  is  always  furnished  with  the  greatest  profusion  of  luxuries ;  wines  and  liquors 
are  used  to  a  great  extent,  and  are  of  prime  brands  ;  cards  are  played,  and  chess  and 
backgammon.  All  who  are  well  enjoy  themselves  wonderfully.  At  noon  of  the  twen- 
ty-eighth ultimo,  we  were  in  the  channel  of  Liverpool  harbor.  All  were  on  deck, 
gazing  at  the  cottages  and  fields.  Soon  we  rounded  the  little  fort,  much  smaller  than 
Castle -Garden,  and  were  in  the  river  Mersey ;  the  great  commercial  city  on  either 
side  of  us.  Immense  stone  docks,  forests  of  masts,  and  clouds  of  black  smoke  on  one 
side,  and  neat  little  cottages,  with  terraced  gardens,  and  closely-clipped  lawns,  and 
little  steam-boats  and  small  yachts  and  bathing-tents  on  the  other.'  .  .  .  Our  friend 
gives  us  a  vivid  picture  of  Liverpool,  its  hotels,  public  edifices,  general  appearance, 
etc. ;  a  sketch  of  his  visit  to  Chester  ;  the  old  Roman  walls ;  and  the  ancient  cathe- 
dral ;  Eaton  Hall,  the  seat  of  the  rich  Marquis  of  Westminster,  etc.  Speaking  of 
the  scenery  of  the  Cumberland  lakes,  he  remarks :  *  I  shall  not  be  so  foolish  as  to 
attempt  to  give  a  description  of  this  delightful  scenery.  You  must  be  here,  among 
the  naked  peaks  and  stem  defiles  and  placid  waters ;  you  must  breathe  the  very  air, 
and  feel  your  soul's  communion  with  the  superior  inflaencet  that  float  in  visions  and 
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delicious  reveries  about  these  altars,  fully  to  understand  their  grandeur  and  beantj. 
I  call  them  altars,  for  no  man  of  feeling,  no  one  who  ever  had  an  nnpulae  of  Ion 
or  a  consciousness  of  the  existence  of  a  supreme  Crkator,  can  stand  here  wHboik 
feeling  a  sentiment  of  devotion.  1  believe  that  no  peraon  who  dlsoarda  religiou  in- 
fluences can  fully  comprehend  the  eloquence  of  these  scenes ;  and  certain  I  am,  that 
no  man  who  does  cherish  religions  emotions  can  look  upon  them  without  adoration  of 
their  Author.'  Our  correspondeut  writes  us  last  from  <  Auld  Reekie,'  whither  himself 
and  party  had  arrived,  after  liavlug  made  the  circuit  of  the  lakes,  visited  the  former 
residences  of  Collriimib  and  Wordsworth,  and  the  present  residence  of  the  latter; 
and  examined  in  detail  the  famous  old  castles  of  Scotland.  Of  his  farther  joumey- 
ings  our  readers  may  perhaps  hear  more  hereafter. 


A  RSMINISCKNCB    OF   TUB   FaST  :   CONVERSATION  WITH  AN  OLD  NsORO. We  baVS 

been  somewhat  forcibly  struck  with  the  subjoined  ^Conversation  with  an  old  Negn,* 
for  which,  as  we  perceive  by  the  manuscript,  we  are  indebted  to  an  old  metrapoUtaa 
correspondent  of  this  Magazine.     We  could  not  help  thinking,  while  reading  over 
the  little  sketch,  how  much  that  is  worth  preservation  might  be  treasured  np  by  an 
observant  citizen,  while  remembering  every  day,  with  Scoi-r,  that  *  it  is  difficult  to 
converse  for  ten  minutes  witli  any  man,  not  irredeemably  stupid,  without  receiving 
some  information  which  it  is  wort  1 1  one's  while  to  remember.'     Especially  is  this  the 
case  with  *  garrulous  Eld.'     We  have  held  long  conversations  with  superannuated 
<  colored  bretiiren'  on  Long  Island,  in  the  vicinity  of  old  revolutionary  battle*gioaiidi| 
that  would  have  possessed  interest  for  the  very  dullest  member  of  the  New- York  His- 
torical Society,  and  which,  aitliongh  coming  from  a '  darky,'  might  have  thrown  light 
upon  important  accessories  of  detail  that  now  rest  in  obscurity.     But  listen  to  ov 
correspondent's  hero :  *  I  do  n't  know  jest  where  it  was  I  come  from  ;  but  they  stole 
me  when  I  was  very  young  —  when  I  was  a  leetle  boy ;  but  it  was  somewhere  in 
this  country.    They  put  me  on  board  a  ship,  and  I  hollered,  and  wanted  to  go  back; 
so  they  throw'd  me  overboard ;  and  what  become  of  me  I  do  n't  know,  but  I  s'pev 
they  took  nie  aboard  again.  (There  was  a  yaller  girl,  bigger  than  me  she  was,  aboanL) 
I  found  it  was  the  Argus,  lying  in  New- York  harbor,  and  the  British  had  pusiuMinn 
of  the  city.    The  Argus  ship  belonged  to  old  Robert  Nicholson,  of  Shields,  Neir- 
castle.    While  we  lay  thar  they  had  a  great  jollification  m  New- York  and  on  beiid 
the  ships.    They  played  the  music  and  danced  all  night.     I  do  n't  know  what  it  vif 
for ;  but  they  played  the  music,  and  beat  the  tamborine,  and  kept  singing  all  the  tiae: 

'  Lady  Lkr.  de  Toby  Lkk, 

Lady  Les,  de  Gineral  How, 
Giucrul  How,  do  Gioeral  Lkb, 

Mee-tee,  diddle-de,  big  buw-wow !' 

[  S%mg9  to  the  tmu  V  ToiiftM-Dstdlc.' 

*  When  I  got  in  Russia,  the  finit  tune  I  heard  was  the  same  tune  ;  played  by  a  bead 
of  music  on  board  of  a  great  big  war-ship.  It  went  jist  the  same.  We  went  in  the 
Argus  to  Newcastle,  and  from  there  they  sent  me  to  King  Gborgb  the  Third,  tai 
he  sent  me  over  to  the  Empress  Catharine,  at  Archangel.  We  had  a  gUD-ntfk' 
on  board,  named  Carle  Gascoigne.  King  George  sent  him  over  to  make  gaoi>  ^ 
was  there  a  great  while,  and  I  went  every  where  —  I  can't  tell  where;  I  don't i** 
member  all ;  but  I  got  back  to  New- York  from  France  in  1894v  and  wrat  to  ^ 
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for  home,  and  the  old  land  where  I  was  born,  bat  I  could  n't  find  out  any  thing  about 
it ;  I  do  u*t  know  jist  where  it  was,  but  I  know  it  was  an  island*  and  we  had  fresh 
water  on  one  aide  of  the  island.  I  went  to  Staten-Island  and  walked  twenty  miles 
all  round,  but  could  not  find  the  fresh  water.  They  said  there  was  books  which 
would  tell ;  but  I  had  no  money  to  pay  for  'em.  They  kept  the  books  seren  miles 
up  from  the  dock.  Ben  Seaman,  I  think  it  was,  lived  up  there,  and  there  was  two 
churches  up  there  ;  but  I  could  n't  never  find  nothing  about  it.  But  I  s'pose  I  must 
try  to  keep  clear  from  that  Old  Man  who  makes  all  the  mischief.'  '  Who  is  he  ?* 
said  I.  *  No  matter  ;  he  does  every  thing  ;  he  made  the  old  war  with  this  country. 
He  is  as  thin  as  a  wafer  ;  so  thin  you  can't  hardly  see  him  ;  but  ho  is  too  strong  for 
every  body.  He  wants  to  know  whar  he  '11  go  when  he  dies.  But  I  do  n't  believe 
hell  ever  die.  But  whar  can  he  go?  His  soul  can't  go  any  whar's  but  right  into 
h  - 11.  No,  I  could  n't  find  any  thing  about  it,  and  I  never  shall.  But  it 's  no  mat- 
ter, I  s'pose.'  There  are  some  octogenarian  Knickerbocker  citizens  limong  us  who 
will  think  of  other  days  while  perusing  this  hasty  record  of  a  *  Conversation  with 
an  old  Negro.' 


Gossip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  — '  As  I  write,  I  can  appreciate  the 
autvmn  feeling ;  something  holy  and  peculiar,  prevailing  within  me.  I  can  see  by 
the  increasing  azure  of  the  sky,  by  the  enlarged  cleaniess  of  the  distant  landscapes, 
when  the  eye  greets  them  from  the  city,  and  by  the  transparent  briskness  of  the  air 
at  evening,  that  the  summer  has  gone  and  the  autumn-time  begun.  The  woodlands 
stand  in  calm  soiemuity,  robed  in  that  rainbow  coloring,  the  herald  of  their  fallen 
honors  and  the  November  storm.  At  such  a  season  the  heart  goes  back  as  on  wings 
of  the  dove  to  departed  friends  and  vanished  pleasures,  and  the  sad  hours  of  memory 
come  up  in  long  review.'  Thus  wrote  the  departed  Ollapod,  many  Octobers  ago ; 
but  how  perfectly  is  the  season  and  its  associations  renewed  this  beautiful  morning ! 
The  sad  hours  of  memory  have  indeed  passed  in  long  review  before  us  while  we  have 
sat  and  raedltntrd ;  and  we  have  been  made  sensible  by  the  season's  changes,  as 
thousands  of  our  readers  will  be,  of  the  loved  and  the  gifted  who  have  gone  before 
us  into  the  vale  of  death ;  and  therewithal  have  come  thoughts  of  that  last  bitter 
hour  which  cometh  to  all,  even  as  the  later  hoar-frost  to  the  dingmg  leaf: 

'Nature,  in  cimple  beauty  drest, 

Still  daDces  round  the  restlens  year, 
And  guziuff  on  her  yellow  vest, 

I  lometioiefl  think  wy  change  is  near : 

'  Not  thnt  my  hair  with  ago  is  gray, 

Not  that  my  heart  hath  yet  grown  cold, 
But  that  remembered  friendships  say, 

*  Death  loves  not  best  the  innrm  and  old  !* 

'  As  many  a  bosom  knows  and  feels, 
LeA,  in  the  flower  of  life,  alone, 
And  many  an  epitaph  reveals 
On  the  cold  monumental  stone.' 

Well,  spring  will  come  again  ;  daisies  and  violets  will  appear  upon  the  renovated 
earth ;  songs  will  resound  in  the  green  woods  and  sunny  fields  once  more ;  and  boim- 
tiful  and  loving  Nature  shall  emblem  again  the  glorious  resurrection  of  the  loved  de- 
parted, who  have  laid  them  down  in  the  dust  and  made  their  beds  in  ashes.  .  .  .  Thb 
reader  will  agree  with  us  that  the  subjoined  good-natured  efl^on  upon  a  recent  local 
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eyent  is  qnito  in  the  vein  of  the  moet  heroic  of  Lockhaet's  Spaniah  ballads.   QuBn,  1^^ 
the  way :  is  this  *  General  Sutherland'  the  same  person  whose  will  was  so  ] 
for  battle,  in  the  Canadian  *  Patriot'  war,  but  whoso  boweU  placed  him  on  the  ] 
establishment  of  a  sudden,  when  he  was  pretending  to  cross  the  riyer  to  relieTeth« 
braye  and  unfortunate  Von  Shultz,  whom  he  had  inyei^ed  mto  danger,  and  I 
deserted  ?    *  We  only  ask  for  information  :* 


:  A  L  I  y  o  u :;  I  A  N    ballad. 


UOXMYWEX.!.. 


Tkbonokd  is  the  high  trihunof, 

The  crowd  sways  to  and  fro, 
And  the  Judge  looks  dowu  in  grandeur 

On  the  curiouM  mass  below. 
Robed  in  imai^ined  ermine, 

Too  pure  for  our  thick  Might, 
He  aits  like  Rome's  Dictator, 

Sole  arbiter  of  right ; 
Above  stands  blindfold  Justice, 

Rapt  in  an  eudlens  dream, 
Grasping  the  golden  emblem, 

That  swings  with  even  beam. 


Forth  comes  the  northern  warrior, 

The  mighty  SirruKRLAND, 
Holding  the  precious  parchment 

Like  a  war-club  in  his  hand; 
The  writ  of  Habeus  Corpus. 

With  words  of  power  and  might, 
Have  brought  to  the  Halls  of  Justice 

The  wronged  man  for  his  right 
Protective  scroll !  that  raises 

The  soul  from  grief  to  joy. 
As  now  it  brings  from  durance 

The  Califomian  boy. 


Gird  up  your  loins,  brave  soldier  I 

To  moet  the  coming  fray. 
For  you  must  do  your  devoir 

Right  gallantly  this  day : 
This  day  are  you  entrusted 

With  business  of  great  weight, 
There  is  on  you  depending 

An  anxious  army's  fate. 
Tou  have  sworn  the  direst  vengeance 

Against  yon  cravcl  Colonkl. 
And  he  who  meets  your  wrath  unscathed, 

Must  stand  on  height  supernal. 


The  crowd  looked  on  with  wonder. 

In  wonder  gaued  and  gazed, 
Wondering  if  this  crcat  pleader 

Were  mor^t  inspired  or  crazed  ; 
Now  quoting  calf-bound  volumes, 

Now  subtly  arguing  thence, 
Men  doubt  which  is  profoundost, 

His  lore  or  eloquence. 
So  deep  in  seas  of  learning 

At  times  he  seemed  to  dive. 
We  marvelled  if  the  actor^ 

Would  e'er  come  up  alive ; 
Anon  with  flight  of  eagle, 

So  high  his  rapture  bore  him. 
The  crowd  in  admiration 

Were  ready  to  adore  him. 


With  awAiI  voice,  Hia  Worahip 

Checked  him  in  mid  career, 
And  clipped  hia  fancy's  pinioai 

With  lip  and  brow  levere. 
But  in  that  soul  was  kindled 

A  fire  he  could  not  quench. 
And  the  intrepid  soldier  timed. 
In  act  to  beard,  nay  aloKMt  spaned, 

The  Judge  upon  the  I 


tspar 
Dch! 


*'Hearye!  Hear  ye  !*  thewaraiDf 

Goes  forth  for  a  recesa, 
And  what  may  hap  upon  the  morrew. 

The  hhrewdest  can  but  f  ueu. 


Calm  and  sedate,  the  Coi.oim 

Watched  hia  antagonist. 
Heard  his  fiircnsic  brillianey, 

And  marked  his  poiaM  fiat ; 
Yet  his  ioul  within  him  trembled. 

Quivered  bis  lip  aa  well ; 
But  it  was  not  at  great  iweUiif  wocde 

That  his  stern  visuge  fell ; 
Nor  yet  at  worda  of  learning 
^  That  graced  the  speaker's  lipa, 
Nor  feared  he  that  the  verdict 

Would  kis  high  hopes  eelipae. 


But  Urn*  with  him  was  preeioiu-— 

The  bugle  called  to  go, 
And  his  impatient  solmera 

Were  fierce  to  meet  the  foe ! 
So  like  the  fat  knight  fhmooi^ 

Whose  face  ne'er  harbored  pallor, 
He  bethought  him  that  diacretioo 

Was  the  better  part  of  valor. 
Though  duly  would  have  kept  him 

To  strike  th'  opponent  dumb, 
Yet  his  mitrtial  soul  could  not  withMu' 
The  rousing  mu«ic  of  the  band ; 
And  his  nerves  thrilled,  as  from  ihertfa* 
Rolled  the  wild  clangor  o'er  the  land. 

Of  trumpet,  fife  and  dmm! 


And  when  the  pregnant  i 

Beheld  the  aMembled  eonrl. 
Were  gathered  a  great  maliitode 

To  see  the  giant  sport ; 
But  lu !  our  sanguine  hero 

Stood  with  bewildered  look. 
For  where  aCoLOMXL  shoaUippiH 

There  only  •tood  a  Come! 
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As  when  the  crafty  Indian, 

Whose  prey  dndes  hit*  grasp, 
Stands  with  dilating  nostril, 

His  knife  within  his  clasp ; 
With  bloodless  lip  compressed, 

And  eye-balls  in  a  blaze, 
So  stood  that  thwarted  champion, 

In  fury  and  amaze. 


He  bad  reared  his  legal  bulwarks, 
And  planted  his  stockade, 

And  was  ready  on  the  bastion 
For  a  heavy  cannonade ; 

But  when  the  guns  were  waiting 
For  the  match  to  be  applied, 


Above  the  enemy's  camp-fires 
If9n  e$t  was  seen  Inscribed ! 


Hail  to  the  gallant  soldier  I 

Hail  to  the  pleader  strong ! 
And  hail  to  the  chief;  who  yielded, 

Nor  did  his  country  wrong. 
To  SuTHKHLAND  be  glory  f 

Let  echo's  answer  swell 
With  '  Honor  to  the  name  of  him 

Who  fought  so  long  and  well! 
Who  fought  so  well  and  bravely, 

With  might  and  eke  with  main, 
But  as  in  former  eonflicts. 

Who  fought  alas  1  in  vain.' 


A.  FRIEND  of  ours  rocords  in  a  recent  hasty  notelet  an  amuBing  anecdote  of  a  trick 
ich  was  lately  played  by  a  mad  wag  at  a  horse-race,  not  a  thousand  miles  from 
troit,  upon  a  youug  friend  who  had  chanced  to  over-tipple ;  insomuch  indeed  that 
was  quite  iucapabie  of  locomotion.  Our  wag  carefully  removed  him  to  a  place 
lere  he  could  sleep  off  the  fumes  of  his  intoxication,  and  gently  abstracted  his 
llet,  partly  to  save  him  the  risk  of  losing  it  and  partly  to  complete  the  wicked 
:e  which  he  had  in  view.  After  due  time  he  returned  home.  When  his  friend 
oke  he  found  himself  minus  one  hundred  dollars,  and  in  spite  of  every  exertion, 
lid  obtain  no  clue  to  the  perpetrator  of  the  robbery.  The  Rev.  J.  N.  MAFrirr  was 
tn  preaching  in  Detroit,  and  creating  much  religious  excitement  in  all  daasee  of 
>  community.  Taking  advantage  of  this  circumstance,  the  wag  wrote  to  his  friend 
a  disguised  hand  the  following  letter : 

Mr  DBAS  SiB :  I  can  make  you  no  explanation  of  the  wickedness  1  was  guilty  of  in  robbing  yoa 
Jie  money  which  I  herewith  enclose  to  you,  other  than  that  I  have  sincerely  repented  of  my 
M-,  and  hope  for  your  forgiveness.  I  repeat,  I  sincerely  repent  the  enormity  of  my  transgression, 
bless  the  PaoviDENCx  which  directed  hither  that  polished,  pious  and  pathetic  preacher.  Rev. 
r.  MAFrrrr,  under  whose  powerful  persuasion  my  eyes  have  been  opened.  Hoping  that  you  your- 
'  may  close  in  with  the  offers  of  mercy  before  it  in  everlastingly  too  late,  I  remain  yours,    S.  F.' 

rhe  cream  of  the  joke  is,  that  overjoyed  at  recovering  his  money,  the  victim 
nediately  enclosed  Rev.  J.  N.  Maffitt  fifteen  dollars,  with  his  fervent  thanks  for 
e  great  good  which  he  had  done,  and  was  all  the  while  a-doing!*  And  this 
7  case  is  now  going  the  rounds  of  the  country  press,  headed  *  Power  of  Con- 
tnee  /'  .  .  .A  most  capable  poetical  correspondent  of  this  Magazine  has  copy- 
]ted  a  work  which  we  have  little  doubt  will  forcibly  arrest  the  attention  of  the 
rary  public.  It  is  none  other  than  Ossian,  divided  into  the  measured  but  irregu- 
blank-verse  in  which  it  is  written,  but  until  now  not  printed,  and  illustrated  by 
voos  notes,  explaining  such  passages  or  allusions  aa  are  not  likely  to  be  quite  clear 
the  unassisted  reader.  The  plan  is  an  admirable  one,  and  the  execution,  so  far 
we  have  examined  the  work,  is  exceedingly  felicitous.  It  is  a  task  of  no  small 
or,  as  the  reader  can  easily  ascertain  by  reducing  the  following  sublime  'Addre— 
\he  Sun*  to  the  rhythmic  form  in  which  it  was  evidently  composed  : 

D  THon  that  rollest  above,  round  as  the  shield  of  my  flithers  1  whence  are  thy  beams,  O  Sun  9 
everlaitiiig  light  ?  Thou  comost  furth  in  thine  awful  beauty ;  the  stars  hide  themselves  in  the 
,  and  the  moon,  cold  and  pale,  sinks  in  the  western  wave.  But  thou  thyself  movest  alone  I  Who 
be  a  companion  of  thy  course  7  The  oaks  of  the  mountains  fall ;  the  mountains  themselves  de- 
with  years ;  the  ocean  sinks  and  grows  again  ;  the  moon  herself  is  lost  in  heaven  ;  but  thou  art 
ver  the  same,  rejoicing  in  the  brightness  of  thy  course.  When  the  earth  is  bUck  with  tempests, 
in  thunder  rolls  and  lightning  flies,  then  Chon  leokest  forth  in  thy  beauty  from  the  clouds,  and 
fheat  at  the  storm  !' 
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Our  thanks  are  due  to  *  J.  G.  H.,*  of  Springfield,  (Mats.,)  for  hii  commnnicntinn 
touchin&rthc  couiso  and  the  capabilities  of  the  wretched  inebriate  whose  perwrnalitiei 
disgrace  a  certain  Milliner*8  Magrazine  in  Philadelphia;  but  blefls  your  heart,  mao! 
you  can*t  expect  us  to  publish  it.  The  jaded  hack  who  runs  a  broken  paoe  for  com- 
mon hure,  upon  whom  you  have  wasted  powder,  might  revel  in  his  congenial  abase  of 
this  Magazine  and  its  Editor  from  now  till  next  October  without  disturbing  our  com- 
placency for  a  single  moment.  He  is  too  mean  for  hate,  and  hardly  worthy  scorn.  la 
fact  there  are  but  two  classes  of  persons  who  regard  him  in  any  light  —  those  who  des- 
pise and  those  who  pity  him ;  the  first  for  hi^  utter  lack  of  principle,  the  latter  for  the 
infirmities  which  have  overcome  and  ruined  him.  Here  is  a  faithful  picture,  for  which 
he  but  recently  sat.     We  take  it  from  one  of  our  most  respectable  daily  journals : 

'It  ic  melancholy  enough  to  8oe  aman  maimed  in  hit  liulM,or  depriTdd  by  aatnra  of  hit  due  pro- 
portions ;  the  blind,  ^ho  deaf,  the  route,  the  lame,  the  impotent,  are  all  fcubjectn  that  touch  oar  hearts 
at  least  all  whone  hearts  have  not  been  indurated  in  the  fiery  furnace  of  aiu  ;  but  aad,itadder,  saddeil 
of  all,  is  the  poor  wretch  whose  want  of  moral  rectitude  has  reduced  his  mind  and  pftraon  to  a  cob- 
ditiou  where  ludiirnatiuii  for  his  vices  and  revenge  for  hifl  insults  are  changed  into  compasakMi  for 
the  poor  victim  of  himself  \V  heu  a  man  has  sunk  so  low  that  he  has  k>at  the  pow^er  to  provoke 
vengeance,  he  is  the  iiio^t  pitiful  of  all  pitiuhlH  objects.  A  poor  creature  of  this  deMriptlun  called 
at  our  oflBice  the  other  diiy,  in  a  condition  of  Kud  imbecility,  bearing  in  bis  feeble  body  the  evidences 
of  evil  living,  ami  betraying  by  his  talk  feuch  radical  obliquity  of  sense,  that  every  aparh  of  harsh 
feeling  toward  him  was  cxtinguikbnd,  and  we  could  not  even  enteitain  a  feeling  of  contempt  fin*  OM 
who  was  evidently  committing  a  suicide  upon  his  body,  as  he  had  already  done  upon  his  character. 
Unhappy  man  I  He  was  accompanied  by  an  aged  female  relative,  who  was  giting  a  weary  round  is 
the  hot  htrcL'ts,  followimf  his  steps  to  prevent  his  indulging  m  a  love  of  drink  ;  but  he  had  elwhid 
hor  watchful  eye  by  some  roeam*.  and  was  already  far  gone  in  a  state  of  inehriatioiu  Afl^r  liateainf 
awhile  with  puinful  feelincs  to  bis  prolane  ribaldry,  be  loft  the  office,  accompanied  by  his  good  geniu, 
to  whom  he  owed  the  duties  which  she  was  discharging  for  him.' 

Now  what  can  one  gain  by  a  victory  over  a  person  such  as  this  ?  If  there  are  some 
men  whoso  enemies  are  to  he  pitied  nmch,  there  are  others  whose  alleged  friends  are 
to  be  pitied  more.  One  whom  this  <  critic*  has  covered  with  what  ht  deems  praise, 
describes  him  as  '  a  literary  person  of  unfortunate  peculiarities,  who  professes  to  know 
many  to  whom  ho  is  altogether  rnknown.'*  Can  it  then  be  a  matter  of  the  least 
moment  to  us,  when  the  qno  animo  of  such  a  writer  is  made  palpable  even  to  hii 
own  readers,  that  lie  should  underrate  our  circulatiou  by  thousands,  overrate  our  age 
by  years,  or  assign  to  other  i>eu3  the  departments  of  this  Magazine  which  we  bavo 
alone  sustained,  with  such  humble  ability  as  we  possessed,  tlirough  nearly  twenty- 
six  out  of  its  twenty-eight  volumes  ?  ^Vs  well  might  Carltle  lament  that  he  had 
called  him  an  *  unmitigated  ass,'  or  Longfellow  grieve  at  being  denounced  by  him 
as  '  a  man  of  no  genius,  and  an  inveterate  literary  tliief.*  And  as  to  his  literaiy 
opinions,  who  would  regard  thetn  an  of  any  importance?  —  a  pen-and-ink  writer, 
whose  only  *  art'  is  correctly  described  by  the  *  London  Athenaum*  to  *  consist  in  ecn- 
veyin^r  plain  things  after  a  fashion  which  makes  them  hard  to  be  understood,  and 
commonplaces  in  a  sort  of  mysterious  form,  which  causes  them  to  sound  oracular.' 
*  There  arc  times,'  continues  the  able  critical  journal  from  which  we  quote,  *  wbeo 


*  Ur.  is  rqnnlly  unknown  to  thn!«H  whom  he  abuses.  The  Editor  hereof  hai 
everhaviiiffhcen  him  save  on  two  occasions.  In  the  one  case,  we  met  hin  in  the  Strsat  withsgaitii- 
ni.-in,  who  apoloirizcd  the  next  day,  in  a  note  now  before  ui,  for  having  been  ssea  la  his  tamf»V 
*  while  he  was  luboriu^  under  such  an  '  exdtemtnt ;' '  in  the  other,  we  caught  a  view  of  hb  retlrisf 
skirts  as  he  wended  his  '  winding  way,'  like  a  furtive  puppy  with  a  cousiderabU  keCtls  lo  %i»tA 
from  the  publication-oflice,  whence — having  led  no  other  record  of  his  tempeataasia  vidt  upoalkt 
publifther's  mind  than  thn  recollection  of  a  coagulum  of  maudlin  and  abuaive  jarfOD— bs  hid  J** 
emerged,  bearing  with  him  one  of  his  little  narrow  rolU  of  manuscript,  which  had  1 
submitted  for  insertion  in  our  'excellent  Magazine,*  but  which,  nnbappiljr  (br  hk  | 
the  fate  of  its  equally  attractive  predecesbors. 
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he  probably  desires  to  g;o  no  farther  than  the  obscure  ;  when  the  utmost  extent  of 
his  ambition  is  to  be  nnintellig^ible ;  that  he  approaches  the  verge  of  the  childish,  and 
wanders  on  the  confines  of  the  absurd  !'  We  put  it  to  our  Massachusetts  correspond* 
ent,  whether  such  a  writer's  idea  of  style  is  at  all  satire-worthy  ?  Aud  are  we  not 
excused  from  declining  our  friend's  kindly-meant  but  quite  unnecessary  communica- 
tion ?  •  •  •  « American  Progress'  is  certainly  an  *  acceptable  theme ;'  but,  good 
Sir,  it  is  the  manner  of  treating  a  theme,  and  not  the  theme  itself f  which  should  be 
regarded  as  especially  praiseworthy  in  a  literary  con<poeition.  Observe  how  Olivkx. 
Wendell  Holmes  in  fourteen  lines  exhausts  the  entire  materiel  of  your  fourth  and 
fifth  pages  of  long  foolscap : 

'  On  other  abores.  uhove  their  moulderiug  towns, 
lu  suUeu  pump  the  tall  cathedral  frowiia, 
Pride  ID  its  aifcles,  uiid  puupers  at  the  door, 
Which  feeds  the  heggars  whom  it  fleeced  of  yore. 
Simple  and  frail,  uur  l«iwly  templed  throw 
Their  sleuder  hhudu^vs  ou  the  patlu  below  ; 
Scarce  bteal  the  wiudi»,  that  sweep  his  woodland  tracks, 
Titc  larch'K  perfume  from  thr  settler's  axe, 
Ere,  like  a  visiuu  of  the  muruing  uir, 
His  hliiTlu-frumed  steeple  marks  the  house  of  prayer} 
lis  planks  all  reeking,  aud  lis  paint  undricd. 
Its  rafters  spruutinff  on  the  shadu  side. 
It  theds  the  raindrops  from  its  shin^  led  eaves, 
Ere  its  green  brothers  once  have  changed  their  leaves.* 

This  is  *  the  vision  and  the  faculty  divine,*  elaborate  *  P.  D.*  .  .  •  Our  editorial 
veteran.  Major  Noah,  speaks  of  an  extremely  professional  editor  of  his  acquaintance, 
who  upon  being  asked  on  one  occasion  at  dinner  if  he  would  take  some  more  pudding, 
replied :  *  Owing  to  the  crowd  of  other  matter  wo  are  unable  to  make  room  for  it 
until  a  subdequent  issue.'  This  plural  style  reminds  us  of  a  description  which  the 
late  SuMNBR  Lincoln  Fairfield  once  gave  of  his  arrest  at  the  instance  of  a  captain 
of  a  Mississippi  steamer,  for  the  amount  of  his  fare,  his  name  not  being  quite  sufficient 
at  that  time  to  pass  him  free  through  a  thousand  miles  transit  or  so  on  the  western 
waters.  The  characteristically  tautological  *  paper*  was  served  upon  him  at  the  prin- 
cipal inn  of  an  isolated  village,  where  the  steamer,  ow'mg  to  some  defect  of  her 
machinery,  was  tarrying  for  the  night  The  officer  was  imperative  —  inexorable^ 
even.  The  *  delinquent'  was  toasting  his  feet  by  a  comfortable  fire,  when  he  was 
ipnae  aware  of  his  presence  and  his  ultimatum.  '  You  must  come  with  me,  Sir,  and 
at  once  I'  •  We  turned  to  him,'  said  Mr.  Fairfield,  •  and  with  a  glance  of  withering 
■com  upon  our  clouded  brow,  replied :  *  Would  you  place  us  in  diuress  without  our 
•eeing  counsel  ?  Would  you  remove  our  person  without  our  hat  7  Would  you  dare, 
Sir,  to  take  us  away  in  our  slippers  ?'  The  officer  *  did  n't  do  nothing  else,'  if  we  re- 
member rightly.  .  .  .  Wk  have  been  looking  from  one  of  our  sanctum-windows 
this  morning  at  the  progress  of  church-building,  almost  under  our  gardenward-eavee ; 
holding  forth  the  promise  that  in  the  fulness  of  time  we  shall  be  under  the  very  drop- 
pings of  two  sanctuaries.  From  the  one,  we  may  hear,  sitting  by  our  open  windows 
on  the  Lord's  day,  the  voice  of  prayer  and  praise,  and  perhaps  even  the  language  of 
that  sublime  and  beautiful  Litany,  which  has  fallen  from  the  lips  of  so  many  saints 
who  now  chant  their  adorations  around  the  throne  of  God.  We  have  been  thinking, 
while  we  watched  stone  after  stone  rising  to  its  long  resting-place  in  the  edifice,  of 
the  congregations  that  will  fill  the  space  now  open  to  the  day  when  we  shall  have 
gone  hence  to  be  here  no  more.  Parents,  gazing  with  a  calm  and  unspeakable  delight 
upon  their  children,  growing  up  around  them  in  the  hyve  of  God  ;  children,  riptoing 
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into  youth,  griowing  with  warm  affections,  and  experiencing,  almost  for  the  fint  time, 
the  puleations  of  the  tenderest  of  passiona ;  the  young  and  the  fresh-hearted  who  have 
enjoyed  its  perfection  in  the  interchange  of  hearts  and  the  pledge  of  hands  in  the 
holiest  of  ties ;  all  these  will  be  tliere ;  and  when  the  sound  of  solemn  music  shall  swell 
from  the  organ  through  all  the  vaulted  aisles,  their  souls  will  be  wrapped  in  dreams 
of  heaven.  Well  may  such  exclaim,  with  hearts  of  fervent  gratitode  to  the  Givbe 
of  all  Good,  *  How  amiable  are  thy  tabernacles,  O  Lord  of  Hosts !'  .  .  .  Tab  mi- 
tial  paper  of  the  present  number,  the  theme  of  which  will  be  concluded  in  our  next,  will 
arrest  the  attention  of  the  reader.  It  is  from  the  capable  pen  of  ProC  Kobpk!! ,  who  re- 
sided for  ten  years  in  Greece,  chiefly  in  Athens,  in  the  univernty  of  which  place  he 
held  the  professorship  of  Greek  history  and  literature.  In  the  revolution  which  took  place 
about  two  years  since,  all  the  foreigners  in  the  employ  of  the  government,  as  well  as 
the  professors  in  the  colleges,  were  compelled  to  leave.  Professor  Kobpen  has  since 
travelled  extensively  in  Asia  Minor,  Syria  and  Palestine,  visiting  the  most  interesting 
objects  of  antiquity,  and  makiug  scientific  observations  on  certain  parts  unknown  to 
modem  travellers.  Several  memoirs  and  letters  by  him  on  these  countries  have  been 
published  in  Germany  and  Denmark,  and  he  is  now  contributmg  an  interesting  series 
of  letters  to  the  '  New- York  Observer.*  His  authentic  sketches  will  well  reward  an 
attentive  penisal.  .  .  .  Among  the  pictorial  publications  which  we  receive,  we  con- 
sider as  among  the  best  the  *  Christian  Parlor  Magazine*  Its  engravings  are  uni- 
formly excellent ;  its  matdriel  is  entertaining  and  attractive,  as  well  as  religions ;  it  is 
free  from  sectarian  cant ;  is  edited  with  decided  ability  and  good  taste ;  and  the  neat- 
ness of  its  typography,  the  excellence  of  its  paper,  and  its  prompt  publicatran,  leave  little 
to  be  desired.  .  .  .  Tiiackeray,  better  known  perhaps  as  Mr.  Michakl  Akgblo 
TiTMARSH,  proposes  to  Monsieur  Alexandre  Dumas,  m  the  last  number  of  Fxazke'b 
Magazine,  there  being  at  present  a  great  dearth  of  novels,  whether  of  the  <  fashioa- 
able,'  the  <  historicar  or  the  *  terrific'  schools,  the  heroes  and  heroines  of  which  ore 
quite  exhausted,  that  he  should  take  up  other  people's  heroes,  and  give  a  continuation 
of  their  lives.  '  There  are  numbers  of  Walter  Scott's  novels,'  he  remarks, '  that 
I  always  felt  were  incomplete.  The  Master  of  Ravenswood,  for  instance,  disappean 
it  is  true  at  the  end  of  the  *  Bride  of  Lammermoor.'  His  hat  is  found,  that  is  to  say, 
on  the  sea-shore,  and  you  suppose  him  drowned  ;  but  I  have  always  an  idea  that  he 
has  floated  out  to  sea  ;  and  his  adventures  might  recommence,  in  a  maritime  nml, 
say,  on  board  the  ship  which  picked  him  up.  No  man  can  induce  me  to  believe  that 
the  adventures  of  Quentin  Durward  ceased  the  day  after  he  married  Isabbllb  db 
Crote.  People  survive  even  marriage  ;  their  sufferings  do  n't  end  with  that  Ueswd 
incident  in  their  lives.  Do  we  take  leave  of  our  friends,  or  cease  to  have  an  interest 
in  them,  the  moment  they  drive  off  in  the  chaise  and  the  wedding  dejeune  m  over? 
Surely  not !  and  it  is  unfair  upon  married  folks  to  advance  that  yonr  bachelors  are 
your  only  heroes.'  Mr.  Titmarbh  recommends  *  the  dear  old  Ivam hob'  especially,  ai 
admirably  calculated  for  a  continuation,  by  reason  of  its  present  unsatiafaetory  end- 
ing. It  was  impossible  to  suppose  Uiat  the  disinherited  knight  could  ait  down  con- 
tentedly for  life  by  the  side  of  such  a  frigid  piece  of  propriety  as  that  icy,  fiiuhlesi» 
prim,  niminy-piminy  Kowena  ;  he  therefore  calls  upon  the  French  novelist  to  <  com- 
plete this  fragment  of  a  novel,  and  to  do  the  real  heroine  justice ;'  and  he  ofien  a 
few  hints  for  his  consideration  : 

'  When  tho  daughter  of  Isaac  of  York  brought  her  <>iamonda  and  rubiea^the  poor,  fsatls  vfe- 
tim  l~-  and  meekly  lajriuy  them  at  the  feat  of  the  conqaerinf  Rowbita,  departed  iaio  IbceifB  ksii 
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to  tend  the  sick  of  her  people,  and  to  brood  over  the  booties!  Daerion  whieh  contumed  her  own  pure 
heart,  one  would  have  thought  that  the  heart  of  the  royal  lady  wonid  have  melted  before  such 
beauty  and  humility,  and  that  she  would  have  been  generoiu  in  the  moment  of  her  victory.    In  fact 


she  did  siy, '  Come  and  live  with  me  as  a  aister,'  as  the  last  chapter  of  the  history  shows ;  but  Rx- 
BBCCA  knew  in  her  heart  that  her  lady's  proposition  was  what  is'called  dosA  in  that  noble  Eastern 
language  with  which  Wilprsd  the  Crusader  was  familiar,  or  Judge  in  plain  Saxon,  and  retired  with 
a  broken,  gentle  spirit,  neither  able  to  boar  the  sight  of  her  rival's  happiness,  nor  willing  to  disturb 
it  by  the  contrast  of  her  own  wretchedness.  .  Rowena,  like  the  roost  high-bred  and  virtuous  of 
women,  never  forgave  Isaac's  daug  titer  her  beauty  nor  her  '  flirtation'  with  Wilfrxs,  as  the  Saxon 
lady  chose  to  term  it,  nor  above  all,  her  admirable  diamonds  and  jewels,  although  Rowxka  was 
actually  in  possession  of  them.  In  a  word,  she  was  always  flinging  Rsbkcca  into  Itanrox's  teeth. 
There  was  not  a  day  in  his  life  hut  that  unhappy  warrior  was  made  to  remember  that  a  Jewish 
maiden  had  been  in  love  with  him,  and  that  a  Christian  lady  of  fashion  could  never  forgive  the 
iasult.' 

It  is  recommended  that  Ivanhoe  ehall  grow  thin  under  this  treatment,  lose  all  ap- 
petite for  bis  meals,  grow  dissipated  and  keep  bad  howv,  while  the  lady  Rowena  is 
sitting  up  for  him  at  home.  A  chapter  descriptive  of  the  siege  of  Cbalus  is  suggested, 
which  can  be  spun  out  to  any  length  to  which  an  enterprising  publisher  would  be  dis^ 
posed  to  go.  Single  combats  or  combats  of  companies,  scaladoes,  ambuscadoes,  rapid 
acts  of  horsemanship,  destriers,  catapults,  mangonels  and  other  properties  of  the  chi- 
yalric  drama,  are  at  the  use  of  the  writer.  A  chapter  about  famine  in  the  garrison 
is  especially  recommended,  in  strong  contrast  with  a  description  of  great  feasting  in 
the  camp  of  the  enemy,  with  a  display  of  antiquarian  cookery ;  all  descriptions  of 
eating  being  pleasant  in  works  of  fiction.  Mr.  Titmarsh  throws  off  a  description  of 
the  assault,  'just  to  show  what  might  be  done,'  which  is  strikingly  IvANBOB-ish,  and 
an  uncommonly  rich  specimen  of  the  burlesque  ;  abounding  in  those  ezplosire  terms 
of  chivalry,  *  Ha  !  St.  Richard  !'  *  Ha !  St  George  !'  «  Now  by  St  Bakbbcub  of 
Limoges !'  said  Bertrand  de  Gourdon,'  and  the  like.  Bertrand  is  flayed  alive 
after  Richard's  death,  and  as  there  is  no  chapter  in  any  novel  extant  where  a  man 
being  skinned  alive  is  described,  this  incident  is  suggested  as  an  excellent  one  for  a 
powerful  and  picturesque  pen.  The  novel  concludes  with  the  death  of  Ivanhoe  and 
Rowena's  marriage  to  the  stupid  Athelstane.  •  .  .  In  reading  the  account  of  the 
eloquent  address  of  Joseph  R.  Chandler,  Esq.,  on  laying  the  cap-stone  of  Girard 
College,  we  were  led  by  an  <  electric  chain'  to  think  of  the  last  time  we  saw  that 
^»Iendid  structure.  We  stood  with  W.  G.  C.  upon  the  broad  top  of  one  of  the  west- 
ern columns,  looking  off  upon  the  October  landscape,  beyond  the  Schuylkill,  when 

he  said,  *  L ,  I  must  add  another  verse  to  my  *  Laurel  Hill ;'  this  will  be  a  very 

different  view  in  a  month's  time.'  When  we  got  home  he  added  to  that  poem,  which 
had  already  been  published,  the  second  of  the  ensuing  stanzas : 

'  Thxbe  is  an  emblem  in  this  peaceful  scene ; 
Soon  rainbow  colors  on  the  woods  will  fall, 
And  autumn  gusts  bereave  the  hills  of  green. 
As  smks  the  year  to  meet  its  cloudy  pall. 

'  Then,  cold  and  pale,  in  distant  vistas  round. 

Disrobed  and  tuneless,  all  the  woods  will  stand, 

Till  the  chained  streams  are  silent  as  thegroond. 

As  Death  had  numbed  them  with  hi/«  icy  handl' 

Don't  these  lines  seem  hUakf  like  the  scene  they  depict?  •  •  *  The  paper  entitled 
*  Camp-Meeting  in  Prairie  Landy  which  we  are  assured  is  an  exact  transcript^ 
in  scene  and  character,  will  awaken  profitable  reflection  in  the  minds  of  some 
readers,  and  perhaps  elicit  the  angry  animadversions  of  others.  But  it  is  the  almset 
of  the  custom  of  forest-worship ;  the  impious  and  unchristian  language  which  one 
hears,  at  times,  in  the  *  first  temples'  of  God,  that  our  correspondent  exposes  and 
condemns,  and  not  the  worship  itselfl  We  have  seen,  and  this  journal  has  not  un- 
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frequently  depicted,  the  inflaence,  infectious  for  good»  of  well-conducted  camp-meet- 
ings; yet  it  cannot  be  denied  that  the  grossness,  the  vulgarity,  which  sometimet 
characterize  the  harangues  of  the  over-zealous,  the  ignorant  and  the  paanofiate  at 
such  assemblages,  imperatively  demand  the  whip  and  the  branding-iron.    We  are 
credibly  informed  that  at  a  camp-meeting,  not  many  months  since,  in  the  vicinity  of 
New-York,  the  following  almost  profane  language  was  made  use  of  by  one  of  the 
speakers:  'Come  up,  my  brethren-ah !  come  up-ah,  and  give  in-ah !    Come  now  ! 
oome  notD-ah  !     Do  nH  have  any  half-way  wori^  about  it-ah  !     Come  up  to-once, 
and  go  the  whole  hog  for  CnRisr-ah  !'     Surely  the  utterers  of  such  blasphemous  rant 
as  this,  (and  we  ourselves  have  heard  language  on  similar  occasions  scarcely  less 
profane,)  can  find  no  conscientious  apologist  .    .    .  <  Cauld  Winter  is  coming*  anon, 
with  its  snows  and  its  storms  without,  and  its  bright  reunions  within.    The  season  of 
festivity  and  happiness  for  the  fortunate  and  the  beautiful  has  come,  when  the  circles 
which  the  sunshine  of  summer  had  scattered  are  again  gathered  in  all  the  haunts  of 
fasbion  ;  the  old  to  recount  their  several  experiences  of  success  by  flood  and  field, 
and  the  young  and  lovely  to  perfect  the  conquests  begun  amidst  the  gayetiee  of  the 
Springs,  or  those  delightful  moonlight  walks  along  the  sea-shore,  so  favorable  for  the 
inception  of  tender  affections.     To  our  readers  the  approach  of  winter  we  hope  is 
full  of  recollections,  of  past  successes  in  business,  of  pleasant  excursions  and  safe 
returns  from  distant  tours.    And  now  the  refitting  of  their  own  dear  homes  is  a 
theme  full  of  cheerful  anticipations  of  coming  winter.     Our  prospects  of  pleasure,  we 
are  assured,  were  never  greater.    The  Park  and  other  theatres  will  present  their 
accustomed  attractions ;  for  scores  of  artists  in  the  departments  of  the  drama,  ballet 
and  opera  are  on  their  way  to  our  shores.     Niblo*s,  phoDnix-like,  has  taken  its  flight 
in  flame  and  smoke,  and  like  the  phoenix,  to  reappear  in  the  spring,  we  hope,  with 
even  added  beauty  and  wider  wings ;  but  for  the  season  we  must  be  content  to  sub- 
mit to  the  privations  incident  to  the  loss  of  one  of  our  accustomed  haunts  of  mirth 
and  amusement     If  it  was  its  fate  to  be  burned,  it  could  not  have  taken  itself  off  at 
a  more  fitting  moment    Now  whatever  winter  evenings  may  be  to  the  poor  —  and  fbr 
them  we  ask  the  sympathy  and  aid  of  the  happy  —  they  are  brighter  than  ftummer 
suns  to  the  young,  whose  eyes  rival  in  brilliancy  the  stars  shining  over  them.     A 
beautiful  girl  said  to  us,  as  we  were  sitting  in  our  old  arm-chair,  talking  with  her  over 
plans  for  her  second  winter's  campaign,  '  All  that  repays  one  for  the  weariness  of 
preparation  for  an  evening  party  are  the  hoiiis  after  midnight ;  but  for  these,*  said 
she,  *  I  would  not  stir  a  step.'     *  And  why  ?'  we  asked.     *  Oh,  because  all  before  that 
time  is  so  formal ;  the  rooms  are  so  crowded  till  then,  and  the  gentlemen  too  are  so 
hungry  till  they  get  their  suppers,  that  they  are  like  unfed  bears ;  but  after  supper 
they  become  amiable  and  willing  to  be  amused  and  to  say  pleasant  things  to  us  ladies. 
Then  they  find  out  that  we  are  well-dressed  and  look  particularly  attractive,  and  are 
ready  to  dance  to  our  heart's  content     Then  it  is  that  we  dare  to  whirl  through  the 
waltz,  and  gaily  trip  it  in  the  Redowa,  the  Polka  and  Mazourka,  and  so  shfke  oat  the 
folds  of  our  dresses ;  and  Adnt  Stacy  has  told  me,'  she  said,  in  a  low  tone  of  whis- 
pering confidence,  laying  her  beautiful  white  hand  on  our  knee,  *•  that  when  I  get 
ready  to  do  such  an  act,  never  to  make  any  attempt  at  conquest  till  after  nudnight ; 
when,  she  says  —  and  she,  you  know,  has  had  a  large  experience  in  these  mat- 
ters—  men  are  much  more  impressible.    And  then,  if  we  venture  a  little  pressure  of 
the  hand,  it  is.  always  effective ;  and  then  if  we  look  up  into  a  face  with  some  Uttle 
partionlarity,  it  never  fails  to  light  up  a  smile  which  is  very  pretty  to  look  at    Do  yoa 
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understand?*  asked  the  sweet  girl,  with  a  knowing  smile.  <  Bless  xm  V  we  exclaimed, 
<  yes ;  and  well  provided  as  we  are  with  wile  and  weans,  are  ready  to  go  into  the  pit- 
fall of  love,  head-and-ears  over,  you  little  witch  !'  *  Indalge  us  here,  reader,  because 
the  thought  comes  over  us  in  this  connection,  in  a  word  or  two  about  light  Every 
night  we  are  reminded  of  the  value,  luxury  and  perpetuity  of  the  Mechanical  Lamp, 
the  only  lamp  we  know  which  really  answers  the  earnest  prayer  of  Mrs.  Smith,  in 
her  colloquy  with  the  *  Gentleman  in  Black:'  <  Oh !  for  lamps  that  never  bum  dim  !* 
And  we  have  thought  that  had  Dkmostiienes  but  possessed  himself  of  one  of  them, 
bow  little  of  the  '  smell  of  the  lamp'  there  would  have  been  perceived  by  the  most 
delicate  of  the  Athenian  noses,  so  scornfully  turned  up  at  the  parchment  rolls  of  the 
orator  ;  for  to  our  best  belief,  they  are  without  smell  or  smoke,  and  as  economical  as 
they  are  brilliant  and  beautiful.  Our  lamp  !  we  have  good  reason  to  admire  it,  and  to 
speak  its  praise.  If  our  articles  are  ever  bright,  we  owe  it  to  its  rays,  and  any  scintil- 
lations which  may  be  seen  in  our  pages  are  but  its  beams  concentrated  at  the  point  of 
the  metallic  pen  which  tips  our  long  porcupiue-quill.  So  much  a  favorite  with  us  is 
the  *  French  Mechanical  Lamp,"  that  we  could  well  wish  all  our  readers  might  re- 
joice in  its  light ;  and  we  have  been  thinking  to-night  how  much  more  of  cheerfulness 
there  would  be  around  all  our  firesides,  if  *  the  light  that  shone,* instead  of  being* dim- 
med and  gone'  before  the  witching  hour  of  midnight,  (that  *  noon  of  night'  as  the 
poets  call  it,  and  with  as  much  of  truth  as  poetic  license,)  could  but  be  as  perennial 
as  the  midnight  suns  sold  by  our  friend  Au(}ustin  Diacon,  at  Number  twenty,  Jol.n- 
sitreet !  Honest  Sanciio  Panza  found  it  in  his  heart  to  exclaim,  *  Praise  be  to  I.  m 
who  invented  sleep !'  We  would  rather  say,  *  Praise  be  to  him  who  introduced  to 
our  benighted  city  the  splendors  of  the  Parisian  Carcel  Lamp  !*  .  .  .  The  cele- 
brated establishment  of  Messrs.  Tiffany  and  Young,  Broadway,  opposite  the  City- 
Hall,  is  one  of  the  fixed  lions  of  the  metropolis.  It  is  the  largest  of  its  kind  in  Ame- 
rica ;  is  always  crowded  with  the  most  recherche  articles  of  art  and  vertu  that  can 
be  found  in  the  cities  of  the  old  world  ;  and  is  always  freshly  supplied  with  the  very 
latest  attractions ;  the  articles  being  all  of  their  own  importation,  made  to  order,  or 
selected  from  the  best  sources,  by  one  of  their  firm  resident  in  Europe.  It  is  worthy 
any  one's  while  to  spend  an  hour  in  examining  the  beautiful  fabrics  to  be  encountered 
here.  One  comes  away  almost  <  dazzled  and  drunk  with  beauty.'  .  .  .  New-York 
is  blest  with  a  distinguished  lecturer,  in  the  person  of  Rev.  George  Ogle,  who  in  di- 
verse suburban  quarters  <  unfolds  to  view  a  retrospective  and  prospective  prospect  of 
tyranny  ;  liberty,  honor  and  dishonor ;  the  ocean  ;  disappointment ;  superstition  and 
fanaticism  ;  benevolent  exertions  in  favor  of  literature  ;  scenes  in  nature  ;  the  public 
press ;  and  a  prospective  view  of  America  and  her  prospects !'  A  *  large  and  se- 
lected assortment'  of  topics.  .  .  .  We  announced  last  October  that  our  *  ency- 
clopedic friend  Gouraud'  would  lecture  on  the  application  of  his  system  of  mne- 
motechny  to  the  learning  of  languages ;  but  this  was  prevented  by  a  severe  illness, 
which  kept  him  on  the  *  boundary  line  of  the  other  world'  nearly  six  months.  Wo 
are  glad  to  have  occular  proof  that  the  Professoi-  is  still  in  the  flesh,  and  full  of  energy 
in  carrying  out  the  plans  he  has  in  view.  He  is  now  in  town,  *  direct  from  the  ely- 
sian  solitudes  of  Niagara,'  for  the  purpose  of  attending  the  Phonographic  Convention 
to  be  held  in  this  city  about  the  middle  of  the  present  month  ;  when  he  proposes  to  pat 
hort  de  combat  Pitman's  system,  as  well  as  any  other  which  may  be  presented,  by  his 
*  American  system  of  True  Phonography,'  which  he  is  now  editmg.  He  asserts  that 
by  the  help  of  this  system  all  the  spoken  langaagos  of  the  wodd  can  be  writtan 
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and  read,  with  their  exact  pronunciation,  and  tliat  he  will  80on  teach  us  all  how  to 
pronounce  in  a  few  hours  the  French,  the  Spanish,  the  Italian,  etc.,  jiut  as  well  as 
Louis  Phillippe,  Queen  Isabella,  or  the  new  Pope,  i:  tutli  quanti  !  Verily,  if  snch 
power  be  possessed  by  the  '  True  Plionography*  which  the  proposed  convention  will 
assemble  to  examine' and  decide  upon,  wo  predict  for  Mr.  Gou&aoo  a  perfect  rush  to 
his  philological  lectures.  *  Nous  verrons*  .  .  .  The  lines 'To  My  Sifter^  in  ipn- 
ceding  pages,  by  F.  W.  Tiioslvs,  Esq.,  of  Washington,  were  addressed  to  Mrs.  Watt, 
a  most  lovely  and  amiable  lady,  who,  with  two  beautiful  children,  was  wrecked  in 
April  last,  in  the  ship  Gontoo,  near  the  Capo  of  Good  Hope.  She  was  on  her  return 
from  Calcutta,  where  her  husband  resided,  for  the  purpose  of  educating  her  children 
in  the  United  States.  Previons  to  her  marriage,  she  was  the  idol  of  her  relatives,  the 
light  and  life  of  the  circle  in  which  she  moved,  and  an  object  of  warm  regard  to  all 
who  were  fortunate  enough  to  enjoy  her  intimate  friendship.  By  her  most  distresung 
death,  the  *  dark  unfathomed  caves  of  ocean'  have  had  added  to  them  *  a  gem  of  purest 
ray  serene,'  and  an  '  aching  void'  has  been  left  in  many  a  heart  .  .  .  MBSSia 
Anthony  and  Clark,  at  their  spacious  National  Miniature  Gallery,  have  copies  of 
their  magnificent  engraving  of  the  Seiiate.  Chamber  of  the  United  States,  each 
member  and  spectator  in  which  is  a  portrait !  It  is  a  noble  work,  and  will  demand 
farther  words  from  uh  liereufler.  .  •  .  Our  readers  will  be  glad  to  welcome  back 
again  to  the  coiintr}'  which  loves  and  honors  him,  Mr.  Washington  laviNO,  our  lata 
distinguished  minister  to  the  court  of  Spain.  He  is  in  excellent  health.  Tune  seems 
in  passing  over  him  to  leave  his  person  unscathed  and  his  equable  spirit  untouched. 
'  May  he  live  a  a  thousand  years !'  .  .  .  *  T.'  wonders  why  it  is  that  the  Cqfnt  an 
enabled  to  *  bush-fight'  as  they  do  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope.  *  Judging  from  the 
specimens  of  CafFre-blood  at  the  American  Museum,*  he  thinks  <  the  contest  oogfat 
long  ago  to  have  been  decided.'  Bless  his  heart !  he  does  n't  know  the  monkey  from 
the  native  !  .  .  .  Our  ac!;uowledgments  are  due  and  tendered  to  Tsow-Cbaoonq, 
late  of  Canton,  for  his  pleasant  remembrancer.  When  he  reaches  the  flower^land, 
we  shall  address  him  in  Chinese.  Decidedly,  we  shall  do  *  nothing  else.'  A  qiecial 
intention.  .  .  .  GrahanCs  Magazine  for  October,  the  best  by  far  of  the  Phfladelphia 
monthlies,  is  a  good  number.  Its  engravings  are  a  portrait  of  Dr.  Rkynal  CoATn, 
one  of  its  contributors,  <  The  Bride,'  a  rather  hackneyed  print,  and  a  well-engraTed 
and  colored  plate  of  the  fashions.  The  best  papers  in  the  number,  to  our  conceptioa, 
are  '  A  Day's  Fishing  in  the  Mongaup,'  by  Alfred  B.  Strbbt,  and  a  fine  poem  by 
William  Pitt  Palmer,  both  our  constant  contributors.  .  .  .  It  is  not  a  little  amus- 
ing sometimes  to  watch  the  manners  of  a  dare-devil  guest  from  our  boundIe«  '  back 
country'  at  a  public  hotel.  A  friend  of  ours  mentions  one  of  this  description,  who 
was  sitting  by  a  gentleman  at  dinner,  who  sent  for  a  bottle  of  champaigne,  giving  to 
the  waiter  *  Ninety-five'  as  the  number  of  his  room.  No  sooner  had  he  turned  out  a 
glass,  than  the  stranger-guest  did  the  same.  '  That 's  first-rate  drink !'  said  he.  '  Here, 
boy,  bring  me  a  hoi  tie  of  Ninety-five,  too  !*  The  next  morning  he  was  seen  {hmisf 
about  the  hall  in  his  slippers,  calling  out,  <  Where  the  d  — 1  is  my  boots?  They've 
left  me  nothing  but  these  flat-footed,  no-heeled  shoes!'  *  Boots 7*  asked  the  serrant; 
*  what  is  your  number?'  *  Number  twelve  —  largest  size  —  pegged  heels ;  bring  *e« 
quick  —  I  want  'em !'  It  was  rather  supposed,  by  t!i08e  who  overheard  this  dialogse, 
that  the  servant  desired  to  know  the  number  of  tho  unfortunate  stranger's  room  ntiitr 
than  that  of  his  cowhide  hoots.  .  .  .  Charles  F.  Daniels,  Esq.,  so  long  and  fkyonhtf 
connected  with  the  New- York  daily  press,  leaves  the  <  Courier  and  Enqnirai'  duly 
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journal  on  the  first  instant.  It  makes  us  *  feel  our  years'  to  remember  how  long  we  have 
been  accustomed  to  read  the  pleasant  paragraphs  of  our  old  friend  and  contemporary ; 
and  we  must  still  hope  to  recognise  his  style  in  some  of  the  daily  gazettes  with  which 
our  good  city  of  Gotham  abounds.  They  will  be  fortunate  gentlemen  who  succeed 
in  securing  his  valuable  services.  .  .  .  Mr.  Forrest  has  just  concluded  a  very 
popular  and  profitable  engagement  at  the  Park-Theatre.  *  Old  Drury'  never  before 
resounded  with  such  long-continued,  enthusiastic,  tempestuous,  loving  applause,  as 
made  our  most  distinguished  American  actor /ce/  that  lie  was  *  welcome  home  again* 
on  the  first  night  of  his  appearance.  Similar  applaut^e  has  followed  him  through  his 
entire  engagement.  Our  duties,  pressing  always  at  the  period  of  the  month  in  which 
he  was  performiug,  prevented  our  seeing  any  of  his  representations  save //«ar;  that, 
in  bursts  of  stormy  passion,  was  tremendous,  and  in  the  pathetic  scenes  exceedingly 
effective.  There  are  others,  who  have  been  fortunate  in  frequent  visits  to  the  Park, 
who  pronounce  his  Othello  and  Richelieu  superior  even  to  his  Lear.  We  rejoice  in 
his  distinguished  success.  -  .  .  *  A  Crack  in  the  Wall  for  You  to  take  a  Peep  in 
if  you  Choose  ;  there  are  some  Things  in  the  House,*  is  the  title  of  a  thin  pamphlet 
which  has  been  sent  to  us,  we  suppose  for  notice.  We  have  taken  a  *  peep*  at  it,  and 
find  that  the  principal  *  crack'  is  in  the  author's  head,  and  that  if  what  remains  in 
that  receptacle  is  not  better  than  what  has  come  out  of  it,  the  *  things'  which  it  con- 
tains can  hardly  be  considered  *  some  :'  tlie  head  itself  however,  as  they  say  at  the  west, 
may  be  *  some  punkins'  —  at  least  one.  ...  *  Ned  Buntune'  intends,  at  some  early 
day,  to  issue  his  *  Life-Yarn*  in  a  book  ;  so  that  our  readers  must  await  its  continua- 
tion and  conclusion  m  that  form.  .  .  .  Not  one  of  our  town-readers  should  fail 
to  attend  the  <  Irish  Evenings*  of  the  accomplished  Samuel  Lover,  one  of  the  most 

*  Tariorum'  entertainers  we  have  for  a  long  time  had  among  us.  We  have  had  the 
pleasure  to  witness  examples  of  his  delightful  powers  in  society,  and  can  assure  the 
reader  that  what  *  poor  Power'  was  upon  the  stage  Mr.  Lover  is  in  his  songs  and 
other  entertainments.  They  are  most  admirable.  .  .  .  The  Alumni  of  the  Bangor 
High  School  must  have  had  a  *  good  time'  at  their  recent  anniversary  dinner.  Their 
bill  of  fare,  literarily  speaking,  was  capital.  But  as  touching  the  rest,  *  judgment 
rests.'  .  .  .  Mr.  B.  W.  Carey  Massett,  Professor  of  the  Greek,  Latin  and  French 
languages  and  English  literature,  continues  to  give  instruction  iu  private  families  and 
schools,  and  to  prepare  young  gentlemen  for  college.  His  references  are  of  the  highest 
order.  .  •  .  The  following  rather  curt  epitaph  is  copied  from  a  tomb-stone  in  New- 
Jersey  : 

*  Reader,  pa«a  on ;  ne'er  waste  your  time 
On  bud  bioi^raphy  or  bitter  rhyme  ; 
For  what  I  ant.  this  cumbniuis  clay  insures, 
And  what  1  wo*,  \»  do  affair  of  yours '.' 

In  another  grave -yard,  in  the  near  vicinity,  is  the  following  touching  inscription : 

'  Here  lyes  John  Ross, 
Kicked  by  a  Uoss  !' 

Several  acceptable  communications,  among  them  *  Evening  on  the  Sea-shore,' 

*  Lines  to  my  Cigar,'  and  *  Is  the  Profession  of  an  Advocate  consistent  with  Perfect 
Integrity?*  are  filed  for  insertion  in  our  next.  Foiur  or  five  new  publications,  in- 
cluding Rev.  Thomas  P.  Tyler's  poem  before  the  Alumni  of  Trinity  College,  Hart- 
ford, Prof.  FoREsn's  Ollendorf*s  <  New  Method  of  Writing  and  Speakmg  Italian,' 
and  the  *  Chess  Palladium,'  will  receive  attention  at  our  earliest  leisure.  Three 
pages  of  <  Gossip'  in  type  are  unavoidably  deferred  till  our  next  number. 
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Literary  Record.  —  Wa  aro  rif^ht  well  plensed  to  Ih)  rnablcd  to  welcome  a  nttw  and  very  bfnu- 
tiAil  ciitioii  of  LoNT.KRLLcWs  *  Oulre-Mtr.  a  Pilgrimage  btyond  Sea,*  from  thi*  prcavof  Mewn. 
William  D.  Ticknor  and  Company,  Boston.    LVon  the  appttarance  ol'thc  firnt  odiiioii  an  eUliorate 
notice  ut'  the  wuik,  with  copious  extructs.  npppiirrd  in  thef>o  piifrci';  and  it  ik  only  bee :iaaew«  dn  not 
wish  to  '  icpeatourMlvos'  to  our  n>nderNth:it  we  rpftii't  the  tpmptntion  of  a^iaiii  quoting- lar^i'ly  from 
this  viirioii?  and  oiitprtainiii!:  %-o1urae.     Ilprp  Ik  its  motto,  fmin  from  old  Hir  John  MaUnoeville: 
'  I  have  pd5>pd   maiiye  laiidev  and  manye  yies  and  coutrePK,  and  cherche<i  manye  full  vtraii-ife 
place*,  and  hnvo  bocii  in  minyc  a  fulle  vodn  honoiirahle  companye.    Now  I  am  comftn  liomPto  rntp. 
And  thus  recordynge  the  tymn  putixpd,  I  h^ao  fulfdlcd  thebo  thynjre«,  and  put  hem  wrytpn  in  thif 
bokp,  as  it  wolde  conmn  into  my  minde.'    TurchabC  th<*  hook!  •   •   •  Wk  have  from  MeaarA.  Apple- 
ton  AND  Company,  in  ono  of  tho  moj^t  bpautifully-printed  volumes  of  the  veason.  Torquato 
Ta8S0'3  'Jfrusalem  DrJivered.'  trauslatpil  into  Kiiglifih  Spensprian  verse,  with  a  life  of  thp  author, 
by  J.  II.  WiFFEN.    Tlip  volume  iit  illu^trutod  \.  ith  s-ix  fine  rtcel  cngravinga^  and  it-  the  Hrnt  Americaii 
fVom  the  la&t  Kn?l]<ih  editiou.    So  distinguiHhiid  und  withal  so  hpautiful  a  work  wi=l  find  no  lack  of      ~^— 
purchasors.  •   •   •  The  lust  issue  of  the  'Southern  Quarterlf  Review*  is  a  wcU-suppliPfl  nnmlicr  of""     — 
this  wpll-conductrd  wurk.    Its  ;>apprs  arp  ninp  in  number,  iitclu<tin|f  an  the  lust  a  cluster  of  sixteeiu. 
brief  'Critical  Notices.'    The  first  paper  \b  upon  Munford's  *  Hcmicr's  Iliad,'  which  is  eirfborateiy — 
considered  and  it^  nierite  well  discriminated  und  warmly  commended.    *The  Preacher,*  the  • 
article,  and  the  third,  on  '  Travellers  in  Italy,'  we  shall  have  orcafloii  to  refer  to  hereafter.    Both  a 
written  with  spirit,  and  emboily  much  uiatter  that  is  provocative  of  thought.    These  are  all  the  a 
cles  which  we  h.ivo  foun«l  leisurp  to  read.  •    •   •  The  entcrpri!«int'  houjto  of  Rartlett  akd  Wcl.  — 
VOSD  aro  publiyhin^  'The  StaM<!ard  Library,  a  Serie*  of  the  best  English  and  Classic  jfafJbr^v* 
equally  adapted  to  the  library  and  the  firn-side.     They  arc  issued  monthly,  in  volumea  of  about  ficr-  «• 
hundred  pages,  printed  in  a  clear  and  elefraut  type,  on  fine  linen  paper,  with  portrailt,  index:fti,elr  ..    s 
handsomely  hound  in  cloth,  at  a  dollar  and  tweuty-fivc  cents  each.    The  followinf  mlumes  hsnr  ^ 
already  been  published:  'Miscdlancuus  Works  and  Remains  of  Rev.  Robert  Hajll;*  Roko^*:0 

*  Life  and  Pontificate  of  Leo  the  Tenth,  edited  by  his  Stm,'  in  two  volumes ;  Schleokl**  '  Lectur^^^'B 
on  the  Philosophy  of  History,'  translated  by  J.  B.  Robertson  ;  Sismondi's  *  History  of  the  Liter-  ^  — 
ture  of  the  9outh  of  Europe,'  trannlatcd  by  Roscoe,  in  two  volumes;  RoscoE'a  'Life  of  Losbk  ^k  c^ 
DE  Mkdici  ;'  Sciileoel's  '  Lectures  on  Dramatic  Literature,' translated  by  Mr.  Bt^CK ;  BBCXMAZ^a'  ^  ^m 

*  History  of  luvontions  uud  Discoveries,  enlarged  und  completed  by  several  editors,*  to  be  comple'K.^-^l 
in  two  volumes ;  Schilleb'h  *  History  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War,'  and  uniform  wilh  the  'Stand ^kv-^ 
Library  ;'  and  Grasimont's  *  Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  Charlks  the  Second,  with  Ihe  Boecobel  N  ^  ^^■ 
rative.'  •   •  •  AaioNO  the  new  and  attractive  publications  of  the  BROTHsma*  Haepbe  ire  Jomr  F*  u   ^ 
ter's  'Statesmen  of  the  Commonwealth  of  England,'  edited  in  numbem  by  that  accompliihed  acslm  ^^ 
lar,  Rev.  J.  O.  Ciiowlks.    The  engraviugs  in  this  work  aro  capitaL    The  fine  portrait  of  Cb^^m^ 
well  makes  us '  realize'  what  the  Protector  meant  when  he  said  to  the  painter,  *If  you  leare  ou«>     ■ 
wart  or  a  wrinkle  I  won't  have  it!'    The  nose  too  will  remind  the  beholder  uf  Carltle's  detors  W 
tion  of  Cromwell's  coming  out  of  the  Parliament,  mad  as  the  maddest  bull,  *  {Void  those  broad   ia«^»«- 
trils  of  his  proceeding  a  kind  of  snort.*    Mr.  Saunders,  the  capable  and  indefatifable  •aperiafte^  ^ 
ant  of  the  '  issuing'  department,  has  given  us  a  catalogue  of  the  valuable  standard  works  in  the  sim  "W"  «- 
ral  branches  of  irimeral  literature,  of  real  biblioeraphical  and  literary  merit.    It  is  divided   ivaR^ 
twenty -three  chapters,  or  heads,  and  fills  an  hundred  closely-printed  pages,  embracinf  history,  k*  i*" 
graphy,  arts  and  sciences,  et(\  ;  an  excellent  document  fur  every  body.  .   .  .  Messbs.  C.  8.  ^M^^^^^ 
CIS  AND  Company  have  issued,  in  a  very  handsome  volume,  *Rtv.  OrvUle  Dtweifa  t^aeamratB  ^mmi 
Reviews  upon  Questions  in  Controversial  Theology  and  Pre^tieal  Religion.*    The  distingui*^'  *^ 
author  avows  his  purpose  in  the  volume  to  be, '  in  the  first  place,  to  offer  a  very  brief  suBunary  of    ^^' 
Unitarian  Belief;  in  the  next  plare.  tn  lay  down  the  essential  principles  of  all  religious  Ihith;  ibir**^  ^> 

to  stateand  defend  our  construction,  as  it  is  generally  held  among  us,  of  the  Christian  doctrtRC*^*' 
fourthly,  to  illustrate  by  aunlogy  our  views  of  practical  religion  ;  and  finally,  to  present,  sooifl^*^  ^ 
at  large,  the  general  viewH  entertained   among  us  of  the  Scriptures;  of  the  grounds  of  b«li^  '** 
them  ;  of  the  nature  of  their  luspirtiiion  ;  of  the  New  Testament  doctrine  of  Justifieatloa  by  1 
and  of  the  jiwt  Principles  of  Reu»oiiing  in  religious  inquiry.'  '   *   •  Wk  have  received  from  ll* 
Carf.y  AND  Hart.  Philadelphia,  an  eIabori<tely-i>luytr:itcil  work,  entitled  *J^rsiic4  Oookerf:  th^ 
iem  Cook,  a  Practical  Guide  to  the  Culinary  Art  in  all  its  Branches,*  adapted  as  well  for  \m.r 
tablisbments  as  private  families.    It  will  receive  farther  notice  at  our  hands  in  a  sal 
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NOTICE. 

Country  Sudscrirers  who  arc  in  arrears  rIiouU  recollect  to 
make  returns  for  what  we  send  them.  Remittances  to  be  made 
to  John  Allen, 

139  Nassau-street, 
New-York. 

Mr.  T.  p.  Williams  is  our  Agent  to  receive  the  names  of 
Subscribers  in  the  West  and  South.  Editors  and  others  kindly  in- 
terested in  the  circulation  of  this  Magazine,  will  oblige  ub  by 
facilitating  his  designs. 

O.  D.  Davis  and  John  Stouohton,  Jr.,  are  canyassing  for  sub- 
scribers to  this  work  in  the  state  of  New- York. 
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LAW      AND      LAWYERS. 

:S    THE     riiOFESSION    OF    TJ^il    i>.DVOCATE    CONSISTENT    WITH    PERFECT    INTEGRITY  ? 


J  AO  X  8  0  N  . 


It  is  one  of  the  dicta  of  the  infallible  mob,  that  the  legal  profes- 
sion necessarily  involves  many  practices  inconsistent  with  elevated 
integrity,  or  even  common  honesty.  A  successful  lawyer  is  a  sort 
of  licensed  knave,  refined  perhaps  in  his  mode  of  cheating,  but 
really  little  better  than  a  prime  minister  of  Satan,  or  at  least  a 
member  of  His  Majesty's  cabinet.  To  conceal  truth,  to  pervert 
evidence,  to  mislead  juries  and  brow-beat  judges,  are  supposed  to 
be  the  grand  attainments  of  legal  ambition. 

It  needs  but  little  philosophy  to  account  for  this  prejudice  against 
the  votaries  of  the  law.  The  reasons  for  the  obloquy  cast  upon  the 
legal  profession  are  numerous.  At  present  we  shall  notice  only 
two ;  the  expense  attending  a  suit  at  law,  and  the  delay.  The 
complaints  made  against  the. law  on  account  of  its  expense  arise 
from  the  fact  that  men  are  prone  by  nature  to  consider  the  posses- 
sion of  their  property  as  an  indisputable  right,  and  to  regard  what- 
ever is  spont  in  defending  it  as  lost.  The  *  law's  delay'  is  undoubt- 
edly a  serious  evil,  which  we  hope  will  soon  be  amended ;  but  the 
party  who  differs  from  it  can  rarely  blamo  his  lawyer.  The  jBeiuU 
lies  rather  at  tlie  door  of  the  legislature*  or  whoever  constitute  the 
courts  of  a  stnte,  for  not  establishing  a  reasonable  number  of  judi- 
cial tribunals  ;  or  it  is  more  frequently  attributable  to  the  trickery  of 
the  other  party  litigant,  who  contrives  by  dishonesty  to  obtain  con- 
tinuances and  niiso  obstacles  to  a  speedy  settlement  of  a  dispute. 
The  advocate  is  the  last  person  to  be  held  responsible  for  this  great 
stain  upon  our  legal  system.  Excellence  of  any  kind  has  a  ten- 
dency to  produce  envy  in  the  minds  of  some  men  ;  and  intellectual 
superiority  <ind  eminence  in  a  learned  profession  are  sufficient  causes 
to  arouse  the  bitter  feelings  of  an  ignorant  rabble,  and  to  incur  their 
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npbraidings.  The  effects  of  the  vulgar  and  mistaken  notion  of 
which  we  have  spoken  are  as  pernicious  as  its  origin  is  apparent; 
for  men  are  apt  to  be  virtuous  or  vicious  according  as  they  are  con- 
sidered to  possess  the  one  or  the  other  of  these  qualities.  Once  let 
a  man  know  that  he  is  looked  upon  with  suspicion  and  scorned,  and 
the  golden  chain  which  bound  him  to  viitue  is  severed,  and  the  way 
paved  to  all  sorts  of  meanness. 

For  ourselves,  wo  have  no  more  respect  or  faith  in  the  cynicism 
of  the  modern  rabble  than  we  have  in  that  of  the  ancient  philoso- 
pher who  lived  in  a  wash-tub.     We  do  not  believe  that  a  candle  in 
broad  daylight  is  necessary  to  find  a  man  among  the  human  race, 
or  that  any  extraordinary  means  need  be  resorted  to  to  find  honest 
men  in  the  legal  profession.     We  do  not  pretend  however  to  deoy 
that  the  advocate  is  perhaps  exposed  to  greater  temptations  to 
wicked  practices  than  any  other  person  in  society.     The  profession 
of  the  advocate  is  eminently  one  of  confidence,  and  there  is  no 
method  of  gaining  an  ascendancy  over  the  minds  of  others  so  direct 
and  comjilete  as  that  of  becoming  master  of  their  secrets.     Many 
chances  also  occur  in  a  science  so  intricate  and  mysterious  as  that 
of  the  law,  to  pervert  its  true  object,  and  in  the  name  of  Justice 
itself  to  thwart  justice.      Moreover,  by  becoming  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  the  circumstances  of  his  client,  the  lawyer  has  better 
opportunities  to  defraud  him  without  detection,  or  even  suspicion; 
but  it  is  certain  that  to  do  this  the  lawyer  must  boldly  commit  8 
sacrilege  at  the  altar  of  which  he  is  ordained  high  priest ;  he  must 
contradict  in  practice  the  system  to  which  he  is  professedly  attached; 
in  short,  he  must  *  steal  the  livery  of  Heaven  to  serve  the  devil  in.' 
But  the  same  can  be  said  of  the  other  liberal  professions.     Such  re- 
flections are  by  no  means  peculiar  to  the  legal  profession.     The 
physician  can  be  in  a  family  like  the  serpent  in  the  garden  of  Eden. 
Many  a  pure  woman,  or  hapless  husband,  has  been  perfectly  con- 
vinced, and  is  daily  convinced,  of  the  truth  of  this  remark.     These 
evils  all  How  from  the  fact  that  the  medical  profession,  like  the  legal, 
is  one  of  confidence.     Noxious  doctrines  can  be  promulgated  firom 
the  pulpit ;  and  in  the  secret  bethel  of  the  homestead  the  confiding 
heart  may  find  that  the  black  cloth  and  the  white  cravat  are  but  dis- 
guises assumed  by  the  traitor  to  his  God  and  to  his  fellow-mtn. 
The  politician  or  the  statesman,  by  wily  arts  seducing  the  mass,  can 
introduce  false  principles  into  the  government  of  a  nation,  and  thus 
con-upt  the  fountains  of  the  happiness  of  a  whole  people.     Why 
not  argue  from  this  that  these  professions  too  are  more  refined  in- 
ventions for  the  practice  of  villany  ]     Why  not  change  the  plan  of 
attack  uj)on  the  medical  profession,  and  brand  physicians  as  scien- 
tific murderers  and  pompous  quacks  1     Why  not  call  the  ministers 
of  the  gospel  a  troop  of  hypocrites  ?      Why  not  stigmatize  the 
statesman  as  a  destroyer  of  human  happiness  and  as  an  evil  genius 
to  the  confiding  and  the  trustful  ]     In  short,  in  every  profession 
where  mental  discipline  and  superior  abilities  raise  a'  man  above 
the  level  of  the  surrounding  crowd,  and  equip  him  with  extraordi- 
nary influence,  the  avenues  of  dishonesty  and  treachery  are  a  thou* 
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sand-fold  increased.  '  Let  him  who  standeth  take  heed  lest  he 
fall !'  But  that  there  is  any  thing  in  the  science  or  the  practice  of 
law  which  necessarily  involves  a  stifling  of  conscience,  the  sacrifice 
of  one  iota  of  principle,  a  support  of  injustice  or  inevitable  dishon- 
esty, we  do  most  firmly  and  solemnly  deny. 

In  maintaining  our  position  we  shall  examine  and  try  to  show  the 
groundlessness  of  some  of  the  chief  objections  which  have  been 
brought  against  the  legal  profession.  Among  other  calumnies 
thrown  out  against  the  advocate,  it  is  triumphantly  asserted  by  some 
wiseacres  of  the  present  day  that  he  often  enlists  in  a  cause  with- 
out knowing  or  even  caring  which  side  is  in  the  wrrong ;  that  it  is 
impossible  when  the  interests  of  two  parties  conflict,  as  in  a  case  at 
law,  that  both  can  have  the  right,  and  therefore  the  advocate  of  one 
at  least  is  of  necessity  guilty  of  dishonesty.  But  on  this  point  the 
voice  of  reason  and  common  sense  is  far  different  from  that  of  the 
rabble.  To  see  the  fallacy  of  the  charge,  it  is  only  necessary  to 
bear  in  mind  that  all  matters  of  opinion  are  not  capable  of  perfect 
mathematical  demonstration ;  that  they  are  not  so  obvious  as  to 
make  it  necessary  that  either  party  should  prosecute  his  claim  at 
the  expense  of  integrity ;  that  the  affairs  of  mankind  are  not  so 
nicely  adjusted  as  that  one  party  in  a  law-suit  should  be  entirely 
right  and  the  other  entirely  wrong ;  and  that  truth  cannot  be  elicited 
and  justice  awarded  unless  both  sides  of  a  case  are  fairly  repre- 
sented. Consider  the  intricacies  of  contracts  and  commercial  rela- 
tions ;  the  difficulty  in  many  cases  of  ascertaining  the  true  meaning 
of  the  will  of  testators  ;  and  above  all,  the  nice  distinctions  to  be 
made  in  determining  the  degree  of  criminality.  It  were  palpably 
absurd  for  the  advocate  to  prejudge  the  questions  to  which  these 
and  a  thousand  other  subjects,  equally  complicated,  give  rise.  Be- 
side, it  is  not  for  the  advocate  to  say  whether  a  cause  is  just  or  un- 
just ;  for  him  to  decide  upon  the  justice  or  injustice  of  a  case  would 
be  to  usurp  the  province  of  the  judge.  Many  cases  which  at  first 
seemed  to  be  bad  have  on  examination  proved  to  be  good.  Nay, 
it  often  happens  that  the  advocate  is  unable  to  see  the  justice  of  his 
client's  cause  until  it  is  brought  before  the  couit.  In  short,  the  ad- 
vocate is  bound  to  represent  his  side  of  the  case,  right  or  torong^  in 
the  best  possible  light,  and  to  enforce  the  strongest  arguments  ho 
can  devise  in  favor  of  his  client,  leaving  the  validity  of  those  argu- 
ments and  the  true  merits  of  the  case  to  the  decision  of  the  judge, 
whose  business  alone  it  is  to  decide.  Let  the  advocate  prejudge  a 
case,  and  you  bar  the  citizen  from  seeking  redress  in  a  court  of 
justice  ;  you  defeat  the  very  object  of  trials  at  law  ;  in  a  word,  you 
introduce  mob-law,  and  make  every  man  his  own  judge  and  his 
own  avenger. 

It  is  also  charged  against  the  profession  that  the  advocate  appears 
in  defence  or  prosecution  of  a  claim  which  he  believes  to  be  unjust ; 
that  he  defends  the  wrong  side,  knowing  it  to  be  vnrong.  For  ex- 
ample, he  defends  a  person  whom  he  knows  to  be  morally  guilty. 
Is  this  consistent  with  perfect  integrity,  or  is  it  not  ]  Now  there  is 
such  a  thing  as  justice  to  a  depraved  criminal,  and  the  interests  of 
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society  demand  that  justice  should  be  done  to  him  as  well  as  to  the 
offended  law  and  the  outraged  community;  and  it  is  a  maxim  es- 
tablished since  the  '  time  whereof  the  memory  of  man  runneth  not 
to  the  contrary/  that  every  man  shall  be  presumed  innocent  until 
proved  guilty.*  It  is  also  an  important  rule  of  justice  that  punish- 
ment shall  be  apportioned  to  crime  ;  and  in  order  that  these  funda- 
mental principles  of  justice  may  be  maintained  and  their  strict 
application  secured,  the  services  of  an  advocate  must,  from  the  very 
nature  of  the  circumstances,  be  obtained,  that  he  may  <*xpound  the 
law ;  suggest  every  reasonable  doubt ;  insist  upon  palliating  cir- 
cumstances ;  and  in  short,  put  the  most  favorable  construction  upon 
the  conduct  of  the  accused  which  the  principles  of  justice  will  allow. 
If  this  be  not  done,  the  very  objects  for  which  courts  exist  will  be 
utterly  defeated,  and  trials  at  law  become  a  mere  farce.  It  is  as- 
serted that  the  advocate,  by  appearing  in  defence  of  a  person  whom 
he  knows  to  be  guilty,  tacitly  acknowledges  his  belief  in  his  inno- 
cence, becomes  an  abettor  in  crime,  and  thus  swerve^  from  the  path 
of  integrity.  Now  actions  are  moral  or  immoral  according  as  the 
motives  by  which  the  agent  is  actuated  are  good  or  bad.  And  is  it 
not  strange  that  sensible  men  should  say  that  a-n  advocate  defends  a 
criminal  from  any  love  of  crime?  Beside,  the  Inw  under  v/hich 
punishment  is  inflicted  has  not  the  same  facilities  of  information  as 
private  individuals ;  the  only  way  in  which  it  can  ascertain  crime 
and  award  justice  is  by  a  fair  hearing  of  both  parties.  No  matter 
how  certain  the  community  may  be  of  the  criminars  guilt,  it  would 
be  a  palpable  subversion  of  law  to  allow  this  fact  to  detract  one 
iota  from  his  privilege  of  defence.  Without  this  faithftil  scrupu- 
lousness of  the  law  it  would  lose  its  authority  and  we  its  protection. 
And  this  same  glorious  caution  must  also  be  exercised  in  determin- 
ing the  degree  of  guilt ;  for  the  degree  of  guilt  is  as  necessary  to  be 
ascertained  as  the  fact  of  the  existence  of  the  guilt.  It  would  be 
palpably  absurd  to  convict  a  man  of  murder  who  had  merely  com- 
mitted the  crime  of  manslaughter,  or  to  convict  a  person  of  man- 
slaughter who  had  merely  committed  a  justifiable  homicide.  In 
the  majority  of  instances  the  shade  of  difference  between  the  first 
two  crimes  is  so  slight,  depends  so  much  upon  the  color  given  to 
the  transaction  by  the  witnesses,  and  a  reasonable  explanation  of 
the  various  circumstances  of  the  case,  that  the  learning  and.  inge- 
nuity of  counsel  are  absolutely  necessary  to  make  as  clear  and  favor- 
able a  definition  of  legal  terms  as  possible  ;  to  explain  the  relation 
of  circumstances  to  each  other ;  to  apply  the  strict  test  of  cross- 
examination  ;  to  ascertain  the  credibility  of  the  witnesses,  and  sifV 
from  the  evidence  the  prejudices  of  those  who  detail  the  facts.  Here 
then,  on  the  immutable  principles  of  justice,  do  we  take  our  stand, 
and  maintain  that  everij  case^  however  bad,  every  criminal^  however  de- 
pravedy  has  a  claim  upon  the  services  of  the  adi^ocate,  and  that  the  ad- 


*  Ws  are  aware,  however,  that  there  are  certain  tribunals  in  some  of  our  colleges  before  which 
young  men  are  sometimes  arraiffned  and  held  guilty  until  they  have  proved  their  innocence.  But 
this  is  an  exception  to  the  general  rule,  and  there  is  no  need  of  its  being  recorded  iu  any  system  of 
laWfiiiiee  college  Acuities  are  *  a  law  onto  themselves.' 
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vacate  may  honestly  defend  a  person  whom  he  knows  to  he  guilty  of  some 
crime  ;  and  we  hold  that  in  attempting  to  avert  from  his  client  a 
penalty  disproportioned  to  his  offence,  he  is  discharging  a  duty  as 
truly  just  and  noble  as  if  he  were  holding  the  shield  of  his  eloquence 
over  the  most  pure  and  innocent.  It  is  upon  this  principle  that  the 
humanity  of  modern  law  provides,  in  contradistinction  to  the  bar- 
barism of  former  ages,  that  the  most  abandoned  criminal  may  con- 
front the  majesty  of  the  law  and  the  sternness  of  his  accusers  through 
the  mediation  of  an  advocate.  Those  certain  wise  nobodies  who 
charge  the  members  of  the  legal  profession  with  dishonesty,  seem 
to  forget  that  there  is  in  the  human  mind  a  tendency  to  imbibe  pre- 
judice in  favor  of  the  side  of  a  question  which  it  hears  first,  or  for 
which  it  has  sympathy  on  account  of  the  relation  which  it  sustains 
to  the  person  who  is  intrusted  in  it,  as  the  relation  of  client  and  law- 
yer. Probably  in  the  majority  of  cases  which  turn  out  unfavorably 
to  the  advocate,  he  really  believes  himself  to  be  in  the  right. 

Another  charge  brouglit  against  the  profession  is,  that  the  advo- 
cate, knowing  his  client  to  be  guilty,  endeavors  to  prove  him  innocent. 
Is  this  right  1  To  answer  this  question  con-ectly,  it  will  be  necessary 
to  glance  at  the  objects  of  trials  at  law.  Laws  are  presumed  to  be 
so  framed  as  to  promote  the  good  of  the  greatest  number  by  saving 
the  innocent  from  condcmnatioTi  and  convicting  the  guilty.  For 
this  purpose  technical  rules  have  of  necessity  been  adopted.  The 
intricacy  of  the  law,  arising  from  its  technicalities,  has  been  and  still 
is  the  cause  of  much  censure  upon  the  profession  of  the  advocate. 
Some  men  seem  to  regard  the  law  as  a  mere  piece  of  mechanism ; 
a  form  without  spirit ;  words  destitute  alike  of  philosophy  and  mean- 
ing. But  every  science  has  its  forms.  Grammar  and  mathematics 
have  their  rules  and  figures  of  demonstration  ;  and  it  is  only  through 
the  technicalities  of  the  law  that  its  spirit  can  be  imparted  and  the 
understanding  reached.  When  a  man  commits  some  heinous  crime, 
say  that  of  murder ;  when  he  is  arraigned  before  a  court  of  justice  ; 
when  the  community  think  he  ought  to  suffer  the  penalty  of  death ; 
when  the  feelings  of  men  are  excited  against  the  offender,  if  the 
advocate  for  the  criminal  appears  and  proceeds  to  show  that,  owing 
to  some  flaw  in  the  indictment,  the  trial  cannot  proceed,  and 
thus  clears  the  criminal,  it  is  not  strange  that  superficial  reasoners, 
and  even  men  of  sense,  should  become  prejudiced  against  him  who 
*  made  the  worse  appear  the  better  cause.*  But  then  it  is  not  the 
advocate  who  clears  the  criminal.  He  only  performs  his  duty  to 
his  client,  leaving  the  result  of  his  arguments  to  the  judge  and 
jury.  Why  not  throw  the  blame,  if  blame  there  be,  upon  them  ? 
Every  avenue  of  escape  for  the  prisoner  should  be  kept  open.  The 
learning  and  ingenuity  of  skilful  and  practiced  men  are  absolutely 
necessary  to  explain  and  apply  the  technicalities  of  the  law  in  re- 
gard to  evidence.  For  if  all  evidence  is  to  be  indiscriminately 
admitted,  then  the  most  perjured  villain  has  the  most  spotless  cha- 
racter completely  under  his  control.  On  this  account,  proceeding 
upon  the  reasonable  doctrine  that  it  is  better  that  many  guilty  should 
escape  than  that  one  innocent  person  sboald  be  punished,  the  law 
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requires  that  a  certain  amount  of  proof  shall  be  necessary  to  estab- 
lish guilt.  In  short,  the  evidence  must  be  such  as  to  exclude  every 
rational  doubt.  Whatever  is  less  than  this,  if  allowed  to  be  sufficient, 
is  an  injury  to  society  for  the  sake  of  avenging  a  single  crime.  The 
advocate,  therefore,  may  honestly  and  conscientiously,  with  a  view 
to  the  interests  of  society  and  the  security  of  innocent  men,  labor 
with  all  his  might  to  show  that  the  evidence  adduced  in  a  g^ven  case 
does  not  justify  a  conviction.  We  do  not  say  that  he  may  have  re- 
course to  bribery  or  trickery,  or  nny  other  sort  of  meanness,  to  gain 
a  verdict  in  his  favor  ;  but  wc  do  say  that  it  is  the  advocate's  sacred 
duty  to  use  all  fair  means  and  exert  himself  to  the  utmost  to  make 
it  appear  that  the  law  does  not  declare  his  client  guilty.  *  No  matter,' 
he  might  boldly  proclaim  in  the  eye  of  common  judgment  or  common 
prejudice,  *  how  great  the  moral  iniquity  of  my  client.may  be,  if  on 
this  account  he  can  be  convicted  upon  slight  evidence,  a  precedent  is 
established  which  controverts  the  very  object  of  all  law,  and  endan- 
gers the  purest  virtue,  the  most  complete  innocence.* 

Another  objection  not  unfrequ^^ntly  urged  against  the  profession 
of  the  advocate  is,  that  he  keeps  within  his  own  bosom  facts  which 
the  confidence  of  his  client  has  entrusted  to  him,  and  thus  cAeott  the 
law  out  of  its  ])roper  victim.  But  it  must  be  remembered  that  the 
advocate  stands  in  the  very  place  of  the  accused;  that  he  becomes 
acquainted  with  what  he  would  not  know  upon  any  other  condition. 
And  we  would  ask  upon  what  principles  of  reason  or  justice  can  a 
man  be  made  to  testify  against  himself;  or  by  what  right  can  the 
advocate,  standing  in  the  place  of  the  accused,  be  compelled  to  do 
the  same?  Of  course  a  system  of  law  so  weak  as  to  require, in 
order  to  sustain  itself,  the  confession  of  the  accused,  would  be  too 
contemptible  to  be  dio^nified  with  the  name  of  law ;  a  system  founded 
upon  such  inrjuisitorial  tyranny  would  be  too  gross  to  be  called  the 
child  of  equity  and  justice;  it  would  be  impracticable;  it  would 
defeat  itself;  in  short,  it  would  be  wretched  lawlessness. 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  say  that  trials  at  law  are  never  scenes  of 
dishtmest  wriggling  and  palpable  falsehood.  That  the  law  itself  is 
defied  and  mocked  and  tricked  by  its  own  ministers,  we  do  not  pre- 
tend to  dispute.  But  if  a  few  yield  to  temptation,  and  become, in- 
stead of  lawyers,  usurers  and  gamblers  and  sharks  and  thieves,  we 
would  ask  by  what  rule  t)f  logic  it  follows  that  the  whole  class  must 
be  stigmatized  as  rojjrnes  unwhipped  of  justice,  unbranded  felons, 
uncaged  wolves  ?  Of  course  we  do  not  say  that  a  man  is  honest 
merely  because  ho  is  a  lawyer;  but  we  do  religiously  believe  that 
it  is  equally  ridiculous  and  absurd  to  say  that  because  a  man  is  a 
lawyer  he  is  therefore  a  knave.  The  true  lawyer,  imbued  with  les- 
sons of  wisdom,  and  accustomed  to  labor  in  all  that  ennobles  the 
soul  and  refines  the  mind  and  chastens  the  feelings,  i«  one  of  the 
ornaments  of  his  race.  The  vindicator  of  the  laws  of  God  and 
man  ;  a  guardian  of  morality  and  conservator  of  right;  the  distri- 
butor of  justice  and  the  protector  of  the  injured  and  the  innocent; 
a  ])ul)lic  sentinel  to  sound  the  alarm  (m  the  approach  of  danger; 
he  is  one  of  the  firmest  safe-guards  of  society,     xiis  profession  is  one 
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of  transcendent  dignity.  Its  object  is  to  shield  the  oppressed  from 
the  oppressor ;  to  equaKze  the  disparity  which  nature  has  fixed  be- 
tween the  weak  and  the  strong ;  which  circumstances  have  made 
between  the  rich  and  the  poor,jthe  favorite  of  fortune  and  the  beg- 
gar-brat of  misfortune  ;  to  defend  the  fatherless  and  the  widow  ;  to 
protect  innocence  against  the  wiles  of  its  enemies,  and  the  preju- 
dices of  a  world  which  was  more  ready  to  crucify  Christ  than 
Barabbas.  Whoever  then  perverts  this  object,  and  commits  a  sac- 
rilege at  the  altar  of  justice  at  which  he  is  sworn  to  minister,  shame 
on  him  !  —  and  equal  shame  on  him  who  endeavors  to  convict  a  class 
for  the  vices  of  a  few,  and  dares  attempt  to  make  the  law  appear, 
instead  of  the  handmaid  of  justice,  the  slave  of  injustice  ;  and  the 
profession  of  the  advocate,  dignified  and  noble  as  it  is  in  all  its  triie 
objects,  to  seem  a  mere  school  of  refined  knavery ! 

Of  LAW,  the  world's  collected  wisdom,  the  good  man's  defence, 
the  bad  man's  dread,  founded  as  it  is  on  moral  rectitude  and  the 
principles  of  eternal  truth,  *  no  less  can  be  said,  than  that  its  seat  is 
the  bosom  of  God,  its  voice  the  harmony  of  the  world ;  all  things 
in  heaven  and  earth  do  it  homage  ;  the  least  as  feeling  its  care,  the 
greatest  as  not  exempt  from  its  power ;  both  angels  and  men  and 
the  creatures  of  what  condition  soever,  though  each  in  different  sort 
or  manner,  yet  all,  all  with  uniform  assent,  recognize  it  as  the  life  of 
their  being,  the  giver  of  their  peace,  the  safeguard  of  their  happi- 
ness !' 


MeninelUr,  Ft. 


FANNY       HALL, 

The  sweetest  girl  of  all  I  know 

Is  charming  Fanny  Hall  ; 
The  wildest  at  a  husking. 

The  gayest  at  a  ball ; 
Her  cheek  is  like  a  Jersey  peach, 

Her  eye  is  blue  and  clear. 
And  her  lip  is  like  the  sumac 

In  the  Autuitm  of  the  year. 

Canova  never  itiade  a  hand 

Like  hers,  so  plump  and  fair  ; 
Poor  Raphael  had  been  crazed  with  her 

Madonna  brow  and  hair; 
And  I  'ra  inclined  to  think  if  Powers 

Could  see  her,  he  would  grieve 
To  find  a  romping  Yankee  girl 

Had  beaten  Mrs.  Eve  ! 

There 's  not  a  blemish  in  her  form, 

No  fault  about  her  face  ; 
Sit  down  and  gaze  from  mom  till  night, 

You  '11  find  her  perfect  grace ; 
And  then,  to  finish  all,  her  voice ! 

From  the  sweetest  bird's  in  spring 
You  could  n't  tell  its  warble  ;  but 

She  <  does  n't  know  a  thing !'  cuamxm^  o.  EAaTXA*. 


384  Lines  to  my  Cigar.  [November, 


TO       MY      CIOAR. 

Coke  to  my  lipi,  my  brown  oigar ! 

And  while,  in  circling  tnin, 
Thy  puffi  cerulean  slowly  curl 
Around  my  busy  brain, 
Bring  to  my  mind,  as  thou  hast  often  brought, 
Some  penuve  thoo^t 

With  careful  art  the  maker*!  hand 

Hath  formed  and  fashioned  thee ; 
*  Wrapper*  without, « filler'  withm, 
A  two-fold  unity ; 
And  slowly,  like  an  old  gray-hooded  fHar, 
On  creeps  thy  fire. 

•  Not  for  thyself  thy  balmy  leaves 

Were  thus  together  laid. 
Nor  was  the  glowing  coal  for  thee. 
But  thou  for  it  wast  made ; 
My  breath  still  draws  thy  silent  fire  azigfat» 
And  keeps  thee  bright , 

And  as  the  red  slow-moving  line 

Creeps  up  along  thy  side. 
Thy  ashes  sinking  down  to  earth 
Or  mingling  with  the  tide, 
Alod  I  see  tliy  pure  aroma  rise, 

To  seek  the  skies! 

Yet  perish  not,  my  brown  cigar. 

Nor  end  in  smoke  alone. 
But  show  me,  in  thy  brief  career, 
An  image  of  my  own : 
So  shall  thy  frs^^rant  memory  still  live  on 
When  thou  art  gone. 

With  wondrous  art  my  Maker's  hand 

Hath  formed  and  fashioned  me, 
Body  without,  and  soul  within, 
A  mystic  unity ; 
And  in  me  bums,  to  purge  each  gnm  desire, 
A  Holy  Fire. 

Not  for  my  earthly  self  was  I 

With  this  ii.y  body  clad, 
Nor  was  that  Iioly  flame  for  me. 
But  I  for  it,  was  made  ; 
His  breath  still  draws  the  sacred  fire.  His  light 
Still  keeps  it  bright 

Lord  !  while  withm  my  mortal  part 

Thy  heavenly  fire  is  burning ; 
Anhes  to  ashes,  earth  to  earth, 
And  dust  to  dust  returning ; 
Still  homeward  let  the  ethereal  Spirit  riie» 

And  find  the  skiea !  j.  b.  : 

BrntUngtom,  SepUwtktr,  IMC. 
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A  D  D  BE  8  8. 

Many  authors  present  their  works  to  *  The  Reader/  or  in  softer 
terms,  to  *  The  Gentle  Reader/  to  the  *  Candid  Reader,'  others  to 
•The  Public'  I  shall  not  follow  this  method  of  making  myself 
known,  neither  shall  I  adopt  the  formal  rule  of  Queen  Victoria, 
and  say,  *  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen  ;'  but  I  make  my  approaches 
by  commencing  with  the  terms  of 

LADIES     AND     GENTLEMEN: 

These  letters  I  address  to  you  because  you  form  the  public,  and 
the  apellations  I  here  give  art^  smoother,  besides  being  more  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  mode  of  address  among  us.  I  desire  however 
you  will  not  imagine  that  I  am  about  to  write  a  foiitial  dedication ; 
such  is  not  my  intention.  These  letters  are  derived  from  you,  and 
in  making  them  public  I  only  render  back  what  you  have  been 
pleased  to  lend.  You  have  freely  given  the  materials,  and  now  that 
the  work  is  put  into  shape,  the  whole  is  presented  in  this  form  that 
you  may  behold  as  in  a  glass  your  own  thoughts  and  words.  If  I 
do  not  propose  to  flatter  you  by  a  studied  dedication,  much  less  do 
I  intend  to  inflict  upon  you  a  dry  preface  ;  but  I  do  mean  to  cop- 
verse  with  you  concerning  these  letters,  for  which  purpose  I  request 
you  will  allow  me  to  talk  in  the  familiar  way  in  which  you  often  in- 
dulge me. 

Many  persons  in  New-York  remember  to  have  seen  a  foreigner 
walk  leisurely  about  in  the  streets  with  his  hands  behind  him,  look- 
ing in  all  directions  as  if  to  spy  out  something  new  ;  and  this  being 
so  novel  a  sight  it  did  not  fail  to  attract  much  attention.  This  same 
foreigner  was  clothed  in  what  we  call  a  Turkish  dress ;  but  as  we 
g;ive  the  name  of  Turk  to  all  people  of  the  East,  he  might  havie  been 
an  Egyptian  or  an  Arabian,  or  even  an  African,  saving  the  color. 
A.  flowing  robe,  a  large  beard,  a  turban  and  a  pipe  are  sufficient  to 
)how  that  this  man  is  not  of  this  our  world ;  ana  as  the  person  in 
question  bore  all  these  external  signs,  it  can  hardly  be  doubted  that 
le  was  Ahd'  Allah  Omar,  the  author  of  these  letters.^  I  said  this 
)erson  or  some  one  like  him  was  oflen  seen  loitering  in  the  streets ; 
ndeed,  if  he  had  been  properly  dressed,  and  a  Christian,  we  should 
lave  viewed  him  as  a  *  loafer,*  whose  company  it  were  best  to  shun. 
But  it  is  not  in  the  streets  alone  so  strange  a  looking  being  is  to  be 
bund  ;  a  man  answering  to  his  description  kept  a  small  shop  in  the 
ipper  part  of  Broadway,  near  Prince-street,  where  he  might  be  Aeen 
laily,  surrounded  by  essences,  pipes,  smoking-tobacco  and  a  tnou- 
land  articles  made  to  give  much  enjoyment  to  one  individual  and 
nuch  annoyance  to  many  others.  But  I  am  far  from  asserting  that 
;his  was  our  man ;  indeed  I  feel  pretty  sure  he  was  not  the  same, 
rhere  also  appeared  occasionally  at  evening  parties,  even  among 
VOL.  xzvm.  50 
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the  *  upper  ten  thousand,'  another  person  with  an  outlandish  face 
and  singular  costume,  who  was  an  object  of  much  attention.  He 
was  a  sedate  personage,  more  given  to  listen  than  to  talk,  with 
sandals  on  his  feet,  a  profusion  of  beard  on  his  face,  and  who  was 
looked  upon  as  being  altogether  very  harmless ;  so  that  any  thing 
might  be  said  of  him  and  to  him  without  fear  of  its  going  farther. 
The  ladies  in  particular  treated  him  with  great  regard,  not  only  on 
account  of  his  well-trimmed  beard,  which  all  like  to  see,  but  also 
for  his  white  teeth  and  bright  black  eyes.  They  were  pleased  with 
his  unassuming  manners,  never  interrupting  them  in  conversation ; 
and  then,  being  from  the  land  of  the  Pharaohs,  his  remarks  threv 
so  much  light  on  scripture  history  !  Indeed  there  were  those  who 
thought  some  of  the  prophecies  (I  do  not  recollect  which)  were  fill- 
filled  in  his  person.  They  were  unreserved  in  their  intercourse  for 
all  these  reasons  ;  beside,  not  being  a  Christian,  any  thing  he  should 
repeat  would  never  be  believed,  it  being  a  characteristic  of  Christ- 
ians alone  always  to  speak  truth. 

Notwithstanding  Abd'  Allah  (we  may  as  well  give  the  true  name) 
was  a  close  observer  and  a  person  of  much  discernment,  he  never 
could  have  acquired  so  intimate  a  knowledge  of  our  manners,  sociftl 
habits  and  every  thing  connected  with  our  society,  had  he  not  been 
aided  by  a  friend  whom  he  chooses  to  call  *  the  man  with  a  white 
cravat.'  lie  could  not  have  made  choice  of  a  better  counsellor ; 
yet  why  he  should  address  himself  to  a  man  with  a  white  cravat 
and  suppose  this  to  be  a  sign  of  wisdom,  I  am  unable  to  imagine; 
for  of  the  three  hundred  thousand  and  upward  of  bipeds  in  this 
great  city  who  lie  every  night  in  a  horizontal  position,  with  night- 
caps on  their  heads,  how  few  there  are  who,  when  they  rise  in  the 
morning,  put  on  white  cravats,  and  of  this  number,  how  few  of  them 
are  wise  !  I  know  several  who  are  possessed  of  very  little  worldly 
wisdom.  Be  this  as  it  may,  it  appears  from  the  remarks  made  by 
this  individual  in  various  parts  of  these  letters  that  he  was  one  well 
calculated  to  enlighten  Abd'  Allah,  not  only  on  many  points  which 
to  him  must  have  seemed  dark,  but  likewise  to  have  had  the  power 
of  giving  much  wholesome  advice.  It  was  my  good  fortune  to  have 
a  slight  acquaintance  with  a  person  answering  to  this  description ; 
it  might  be  the  same,  and  I  may  as  well,  now  that  I  am  upon  the 
subject,  give  out  all  I  know.  I  will  merely  observe  that  the  white- 
cravatted  man  to  whom  I  allude  was  a  person  in  years,  of  a  calm 
temperament,  much  gif\;ed  with  the  talent  of  silence,  yet  willine  to 
talk  when  necessary ;  one  who  had  seen  much  of  the  world,  boli  at 
home  and  abroad  ;  who  had  tasted  of  its  joys,  and  had  been  made 
to  swallow  a  few  of  the  nauseous  drafts  administered  to  human 
sufferers  in  the  shape  of  crosses,  vicissitudes,  reverses  and  afflic- 
tions, which  by  moral  physicians  are  prescribed  as  strengthening 
plaiters  for  character.  He  was  not  what  is  called  a  '  smart  man, 
for  he  meditated  too  much,  and  what  he  had  acquired  of  experi- 
ence was  more  directed  to  regulate  his  conduct  than  to  increase  his 
fortune.  This  lowered  him  in  the  opinion  of  the  world,  but  raised 
him  in  his  own  estimation.     He  was  gentle  in  manners,  not  quick 
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of  speech  nor  loud  when  he  did  speak.  He  was  far  from  being 
exempt  from  faults,  some  of  whicn  were  striking ;  he  was  capri- 
cious ;  so  much  so,  that  when  he  formed  an  acquaintance  with  a 
person  who  was  not  according  to  his  taste,  he  would  shun  him,  or 
treat  him  with  so  much  marked  respect  as  to  show  he  did  not 
respect  him  at  all.  This  made  him  at  times  appear  fonnal,  and 
gave  him  what  the  Scotch  call  a  prigmidenty  air ;  then  he  had  a 
good  deal  of  pride ;  but  as  this  was  more  hurtful  to  himself  than 
to  others  it  is  not  necessary  to  dwell  upon  it,  especially  as  he  was 
poor.  People  said  it  kept  him  down ;  he  had  a  notion  it  held  him 
up.  He  was  looked  upon  as  a  good  sort  of  man,  was  treated  civilly, 
but  as  one  whose  judgment  could  not  be  depended  upon,  being 
without  fortune.  I  might  mention  other  traits  of  his  character,  but 
it  would  be  taxing  too  much  the  patience  of  my  readers  to  listen  to 
more.  Suffice  it  to  say,  he  was  gray-headed,  never  could  be  brought 
to  sign  a  temperance  pledge,  had  a  mortal  aversion  to  anthracite 
coal,  contented  himself  with  quietly  floating  down  the  stream  of 
time,  wore  a  flannel  waistcoat  all  the  year  round,  beside  an  outside 
coat  in  winter ;  and  when  Morris's  thermometer  marked  ninety  de- 
grees in  the  shade,  preserved  an  even  temper  and  perspired  freely. 

Having  given  a  sketch  of  the  characters  of  the  author  and  as- 
sistant author  of  these  letters,  it  remains  that  I  say  something  of 
the  letters  themselves,  as  well  as  of  the  manner  by  which  they  fell 
into  my  hands.  They  were  written  at  intervals  of  leisure  when- 
ever topics  occurred  to  Abd'  Allah's  mind.  When  he  came  home 
from  a  tour  of  observation  it  was  his  custom  to  make  his  ablutioner, 
smooth  his  beard,  light  his  pipe  and  sit  down  to  meditate  on  what- 
ever he  had  seen  or  heard.  After  a  good  deal  of  hard  thinking  and 
much  harder  smoking,  his  thoughts  would  become  composed,  and 
he  would  forthwith  indite.  If  it  be  asked  how  he  could  acquire  so 
intimate  a  knowledge  of  our  ways,  I  reply  that  we  are  a  very  social 
people  ;  that  when  we  see  a  person,  especially  if  he  be  a  foreigner, 
who  pleases  by  his  appearance,  manner  and  general  aspect,  we  re- 
ceive him  with  cordiality,  bring  him  into  our  family  circles,  and 
soon  let  him  into  the  heart  of  the  mysteries  of  our  domestic  life. 
Several  of  the  letters  give  an  insight  into  the  manner  our  author 
was  treated,  with  the  facilities  afforded  him  for  obtaining  as  tho- 
rough a  knowledge  of  our  character  as  if  he  had  been  *  one  of  the 
oldest  inhabitants.' 

An  objection  may  be  raised  against  these  letters,  that  notwithstand- 
ing the  mcilities  granted  to  their  author,  he  could  not  have  lived  long 
enough  among  us  to  learn  our  customs  and  early  training,  so  as  to  give 
him  a  warrant  to  cast  an  indirect  censure  on  our  manners  and  habits. 
This  being  done  in  a  pleasant  way  does  not  the  less  sensibly  inflict 
a  wound  upon  our  self-love.  To  this  it  may  be  replied,  that  a  looker- 
on  often  sees  more  than  those  who  play  the  game ;  and  if  the  faults 
in  question  are  glaring,  and  such  as  on  a  comparison  with  the  cus- 
toms of  other  enlighted  countries  are  at  variance  with  the  rule  of 
right  as  established  by  long  experience,  they  should  be  brought  to 
notice  in  such  terms  as  may  best  tend  to  correct  th6m.    If  he  has 


388  Egyptian  Letters,  [November, 

followed  nature  in  drawing  his  portraits,  we  have  no  right  to  com- 
plain ;  and  if  he  gives  to  them  too  high  a  coloring,  we  can  only 
object  to  his  want  of  taste,  but  not  to  his  judgment  as  a  painter. 
Much  of  this  objection  is  matter  of  opinion.  The  picture  may  not 
be  displeasing  to  those  who  are  not  touched  by  its  application,  while 
those  who  think  they  see  their  own  likeness  may  efiace  the  impres- 
sion by  correcting  the  faults  it  is  meant  to  portray.  Those  who 
undertake  to  write  should  endeavor  to  instruct ;  and  if  our  author 
insinuates  truth  while  he  amuses  his  readers,  he  performs  a  merito- 
rious act,  and  should  be  thanked  for  trying  to  make  them  better, 
even  although  it  be  done  by  stealth.  While  bestowing  implied  cen- 
sure, he  has  not  been  sparing  of  praise  when  praise  was  merited, 
well  knowing  what  is  said  by  a  learned  Englishman  :  '  Praise  is  the 
reflection  of  virtue,  and  if  it  be  bestowed  by  persons  of  quality  and 
judgment,  it  filleth  all  round  about  and  will  not  easily  away ;  for 
the  odors  of  ointments  are  more  durable  than  those  of  flowers.' 

You,  my  friends,  fair  and  foul,  whom  I  now  address,  may  look 
upon  this  reasoning  as  being  more  plausible  than  solid,  and  may 
think  I  have  no  right  thus  to  screen  Abd'  Allah  from  the  charge  of 
asserting  more  than  he  could  possibly  know.  To  speak  truth,  (to 
which,  by-the-by,  I  am  a  perfect  slave,)  and  to  have  a  held  on  your 
favor,  I  will  confess  myself  not  entirely  a  convert  to  the  arguments 
I  think  it  advisable  to  use,  and  will  make  amends  so  far  as  the  case 
will  admit. 

The  letters  are  evidently  the  production  of  a  black-bearded  Mos- 
lem, ^ided  and  abetted  by  a  white  cravatted  Christian ;  yet  the 
black  beard  predominates,  as  is  apparent  by  the  unfair  remarks 
made  on  certain  of  our  customs  and  habits.  No  American,  an  ar- 
dent lover  of  his  country,  would  ever  think  of  so  unjustly  accusing 
us  of  vanity,  a  fault  unknown  among  us,  or  of  our  fondness  for 
place  and  titles ;  two  of  the  last  things  we  ever  covet  No  Cfaristilui 
would  speak  so  disparagingly  of  our  social  intercourse,  of  oar  ad- 
mirable method  of  bringing  up  young  ladies  and  young  gentlemen. 
These  are  clearly  the  remarks  of  an  observer  less  careful  than  he 
pretends  to  be,  are  fully  refuted  by  truth,  and  should  not  wonnd 
your  sensibility,  but  rather  warm  you  into  pity  for  the  ignorance  of 
a  stranger  and  a  Mohammedan.  I  recommend  to  you  to  slide  over 
lightly  the  letters  which  arc  so  objectionable,  and  take  up  otben 
that  will  make  a  better  return  for  the  labor  of  perusal.  Several 
others  are  evidently  the  production  of  one  who  has  reflected  much; 
and  although  you  may  at  first  think  them  dry  and  prosy,  yet  tbej 
offer  good  materials  for  thinking.  On  the  whole  they  are  a  novelty;  ' 
and  as  we  all  hunt  after  new  things,  or  even  take  old  things,  pro* 
vided  they  are  presented  to  us  in  a  new  dress,  it  is  probalue  UmJ 
will  be  read  by  many,  youn^  as  well  as  old. 

In  order  to  comprehend  the  dates  Abd'  Allah  has  affixed  to  hii 
letters,  it  should  be  mentioned  that  the  Mohammedan  calendar  com- 
mences at  the  year  of  the  Hegira,  or  flight  of  Mohammed,  answer- 
ing to  the  year  622  of  the  Christian  era.  The  Hegira  dates  from 
the  sixteenth  day  of  July,  and  the  Mohammedan  montha  axe  luar; 
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making  three  hundred  and  fifly-four  days  to  the  year.  This  makes 
a  difference  of  one  year  in  thirty-three ;  wherefore,  to  find  the  cor- 
responding date  of  the  Christian  era,  substract  from  the  Moham- 
medan years  one  for  every  thirty-three  years,  and  add  thereto  six 
hundred  and  twenty-two  years.  In  this  way  1260  of  the  Hegira 
grives  1844  of  the  Christian  era,  and  the  moon  Regel,  the  date  of 
the  first  letter,  corresponds  with  our  month  of  January. 

It  is  in  my  power  to  say  that  the  translation  is  most  faithfully  done. 
In  the  originals  the  modem  Arabic  character  is  preserved,  and  con- 
trary to  custom  among  Arabian  scholars,  the  vowel  points  are 
brought  in  and  distinctly  marked.  This  has  greatly  facilitated  my 
labor;  and  having  collated  the  translation  with  great  care,  the 
reader  may  rely  upon  the  letters  which  are  now  presented ^as  being 
an  exact  transcript  of  the  author's  thoughts. 

I  believe  every  thing  has  been  said  that  is  necessary  to  make 
known  the  real  author  of  these  letters,  and  to  induce  you  to  read 
them.  One  thing  is  still  needed,  however,  which  is  the  manner 
these  epistles  fell  into  my  hands.  This  is  a  matter  on  which  I  know 
your  curiosity  is  greatly  excited ;  and  as  it  is  yet  a  profound  secret, 
I  am  determined  not  to  divulge  it  till  I  write  a  preface. 

I  am,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  with  a  decided  partiality  for  the 
one,  and  a  decent  respect  for  the  other; 

Your  faithful  friend, 

ifcw-F^rJc,  iVbve«i<r,  1846.  —  ICathcw  Mabkwxll. 

aetter  JTirst. 

ntOV   ABD'aZ.X.AB  OXAB.   to   8CTD  AHUXAS    XL    BAJI.  OHIXV   8B0KXTAKT   Qt   TXB  OKABJiB  AT  OAIBO. 

You,  who  have  been  my  companion  and  friend  during  so  many 
years,  know  the  ardent  desire  I  ever  felt  to  travel  into  this  new  coun- 
try, and  may  remember  that  I  oflen  expressed  to  ^ou,  while  we  pur- 
sued our  studies  together,  my  intention  to  avail  myself  of  the  first 
occ€ision  that  should  present,  to  carry  my  wishes  into  effect. 

When  according  to  the  recently  established  rule  of  our  Pacha 
Mohammed  Ali,  (whose  name  be  praised !)  a  number  of  us  were 
selected  to  be  sent  to  Europe,  there  to  acquire  a  more  profound 
knowledge  of  the  arts  and  sciences  than  is  taught  at  home,  I  felt 
my  desire  revive,  with  a  willingness  to  forego  all  the  pleasures  the 
society  of  the  old  world  could  bestow,  for  the  novelty  of  beinc^  the 
first  Egyptian  who  wandered  to  a  region  so  much  talked  of  and 
known  to  him  only  in  story.  I  besought  our  ruler  to  change  my 
destination,  and  I  cannot  describe  to  you  how  great  was  my  joy 
when  yielding  to  my  earnest  entreaties,  supported  by  your  adtive 
friendship,  he  gave  me  permission  to  visit  the  far  distant  land  of 
America.  You  know  that  I  lost  no  time  in  preparation,  but  com- 
menced the  voyage  without  delay;  and,  praise  be  to  Allah !  I  am  here 
in  safety,  though  in  the  midst  of  the  profane.  * 

How  shall  I  convey  to  you,  my  dear  Ahhmad,  my  sensations  on 
finding  myself  on  the  unfathomable  deep ;  the  broad  expanse  of 
waters  which  seemed  to  be  without  bounds  1     All  around  was  one 
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great  circle,  in  the  centre  of  which  we  seemed  to  be  placed,  and 
although  continually  advancing,  the  end  appeared  still  at  the  same 
distance,  with  no  object  in  view  where  our  laboring  ship  could  find 
rest.  And  then  the  wonderful  ocean,  ever  agitated  even  when  the 
surface  was  calm,  and  when  ruffled  by  winds,  how  awful,  how  grand  I 
The  voyage  from  Alexandria  to  the  mouth  of  the  Mediterranean, 
gave  me  an  idea  of  the  sea,  yet  how  faint  was  it  compared  with  the 
reality  presented  by  the  broad  sheet  of  the  Atlantic  !  The  sight  was 
often  beautiful.  The  white  swelling  sails,  the  taper  masts  towering 
to  the  skies,  each  rope  braced  to  its  proper  place,  every  thing  about 
the  ship  in  fair  proportion  to  make  her  buoyant  or  aid  her  speed; 
all  to  me  was  new,  and  filled  me  with  constant  delight. 

Even  a  gale  with  all  the  fear  it  awakens  brought  with  it  the  charm 
of  a  newly-raised  emotion,  and  created  in  me  a  mixed  feeling  of 
pleasure  and  awe  which  our  poets  liken  to  the  sublime.  Our  ship 
might  be  called  a  moving  dwelling,  for  it  was  provided  with  every 
article  that  is  seen  in  an  abode  on  land  and  furnished  with  every 
material  that  could  minister  to  comfort.  The  same  regularity  of 
meals  and  hours  of  rest  were  observed  as  on  shore,  and  time  was 
passed  in  watching  the  progress  of  the  vessel,  in  agreeable  conver- 
sation, or  in  light  games  of  hazard,  where  the  passengers  played 
only  for  enough  to  excite  an  interest. 

In  this  way  the  voyage  seemed  short,  yet  when  the  cry  of  land 
first  broke  upon  my  ear  my  heart  leaped  for  joy.  The  sea  is  not 
the  natural  element  of  man,  and  every  hour  passed  thereon  by  one 
whose  habits  fix  him  to  the  earth  is  so  much  taken  from  the  sum  of 
his  accustomed  enjoyment.  Judge  then  of  my  delight  when  I  set 
my  foot  on  land  ! 

I  am  here  among  a  people  who  seem  kindly  disposed,  yet  their 
ways  are  strange ;  they  not  only  do  not  follow  the  precepts  of  our 
holy  law,  but  rather  contemn  them.  My  first  duty  on  landmg  was  to 
render  thanks  to  Allah  through  our  holy  Prophet  (GroD  favor  him !)  for 
his  watchful  care  of  me  while  on  the  deep,  accompanied  by  a  hum- 
ble hope  that  he  would  still  have  me  in  his  holy  keeping. 

I  had  learned  on  ship  board  the  points  of  the  compass,  and  my 
pocket  dial  gave  me  the  time  of  the  ^Asr  (the  hour  of  prayer.)  After 
making  my  ablutions  as  our  law  directs,  when  with  my  shoes  off  I 
stood  on  my  feet,  my  face  turned  toward  Ckib'leh,  (Mecca)  my  two 
hands  open  and  my  thumbs  touching  the  lobes  of  my  ears ;  would 
you  believe  it,  oh  !  Ahhmad  !  they  laughed.  May  our  holy  prophet 
enlighten  them  ! 

Although  1  am  come  at  a  season  of  the  year  when  cold  gives  to 
the  country  a  withered  aspect,  yet  I  see  enough  even  in  its  wintry 
dress  to  convince  me  it  must  be  lovely  in  its  summer  apparel.  This 
is  a  great  city ;  larger  than  Cairo  or  Alexandria,  lying  at  the  conflu- 
ence of  two  great  rivers  which  are  filled  with  ships,  whose  forest  of 
masts  soar  to  the  heavens,  and  with  smaller  craft  that  are  constantly 
skimming  the  water  like  the  flight  of  birds.  In  the  upper  part  of 
the  town  the  streets  are  spacious,  and  the  houses  are  numerous  and 
of  immense  size  when  compared  with  our  dwellings.     And  then  the 
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concourse  of  people  is  exceedingly  great.  What  struck  me  with 
astonishment  was  to  see  a  multitude  of  females  gaily  dressed,  walk* 
ing  to  and  fro  with  the  utmost  freedom  without  attendants,  and  un- 
veiled. They  greeted  me  with  smiles  as  1  passed.  I  cannot  descrihe 
to  you  the  pleasure  I  felt  at  being  so  kindly  received,  nor  how  grate- 
ful I  am  that  they  should  take  so  great  pains  to  adorn  their  persons 
with  the  design  of  giving  welcome  to  one  whose  name  even  they 
could  not  know.  Many  of  them  possessed  dazzling  beauty,  which 
forced  me  to  exclaim  mentally,  if  of  the  seventy-two  wives,  which  as 
one  of  the  faithful  I  am  to  have  in  Paradise,  one  only  should  be  as 
lovely  as  these.  I  would  humbly  thank  the  prophet  tor  his  bounty, 
and  relinquish  the  remaining  seventy-one  without  a  murmur. 

Flattered  as  I  am  by  these  outward  marks  of  regard,  I  cannot 
conceal  from  you,  dear  Ahhmad,  that  I  have  much  anxiety  for  my- 
self when  I  think  of  the  immense  distance  that  separates  me  from 
my  parents,  kindred  and  all  I  hold  most  dear,  and  that  I  should  thus 
place  myself  out  of  reach  of  their  aid  in  case  I  should  fall  into  dis- 
tress. 1  resign  myself  to  the  guidance  of  Allah,  while  I  cherish  as 
a  relief  from  all  earthly  troubles  the  persuasion  that  your  kind  sym- 
pathy will  ever  be  alive  to  sooth  my  pains. 

Jfeto-Tork,  IZth  day  of  the  Moon  Regeb,  i 
Tear  of  the  Hegira,  1260.  > 

Siiett^t  SeconH. 

PROM      THE     SAME     TO     THE     SAME. 

Education  is  widely  diffused  over  this  country,  yet  rarely  do  you 
meet  with  what  may  be  called  a  full  educated  pereon,  one  .of  deep 
research,  a  profound  student,  in  short  one  of  erudition  ;  and  of  po- 
lite belles-lettres  scholars  the  number  is  still  smaller.  This  is  not 
surprising,  for  here  in  a  new  country  all  that  seems  necessary  is  to 
give  a  youth  so  much  instruction  as  shall  enable  him  to  make  his  way 
Sirough  life  ;  any  thing  beyond  this  is  left  for  him  to  find,  as  it  be- 
comes essential  in  his  progress.  He  is  brought  up  to  depend  upon 
his  own  exertions,  mental  or  physical,  for  a  livelihood,  and  on  his  own 
merit  for  perform ent;  consequently  polished  manners  and  refined  lite- 
rature are  neglected,  it  being  merely  sufficient  that  he  know  enough 
to  secure  the  one  and  give  him  an  equal  chance  with  his  fellows 
to  obtain  the  other.  I  do  not  undertake  to  say  that,  under  the  circum- 
stances in  which  these  people  are  placed,  it  is  not  the  best  course  that 
can  be  adopted.  Men  oi  the  closet  are  not  needed  where  woods 
are  to  be  cleared,  cities  to  be  built  and  institutions  to  be  formed, 
hut  rather  those  made  of  coarser  materials,  who  have  just  know- 
ledge enough  to  lay  the  foundation,  leaving  the  superstructure  to  be 
embellished  by  the  art  and  science  of  their  more  polished  successors. 
Those  whose  means  of  support  are  derived  solely  from  their  own 
personal  labors  have  not  leisure  to  bestow  on  the  studies  requisite 
to  form  a  learned  man,  neither  can  they  pass  years  of  foreign  travel, 
to  become  refined,  and  wear  off  those  local  prejudices,  which  home 
keeping  youths  always  retain ;  still  less  can  they  mingle  so  much  with 
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strangers  as  to  strengthen  their  own  minds  by  bringing  them  into 
contact  with  those  of  others.  There  are  instances  where  this  is  done, 
but  they  are  few,  and  the  effect  is  partial 

Farther  :  the  condition  of  a  young  man  educated  to  be  a  person  of 
refined  literature,  without  a  profession,  is  by  no  means  enviable  in 
this  country.  Admitting  that  he  is  possessed  of  fortune,  by  which  bis 
mind  is  relieved  from  the  cares  of  business,  and  has  abundant  oppor- 
tunity to  keep  up  his  knowledge  of  art,  science  or  literature,  yet  he 
finds  himself  an  isolated  being.  In  a  country  like  this,  where  all  are 
employed,  and  that  actively  too,  he  ctin  have  no  associates,  no  conge- 
nial spirits  to  commune  with  ;  no  exercise  for  the  knowledge  he  has 
acquired,  for  it  is  not  adapted  to  the  society  in  which  his  lot  is  cast 
In  this  state  of  existence  his  animal  spirits  decline  from  want  of  ex- 
citement, his  faculties  become  sluggish  for  want  of  exertion,  and  he 
is  apt  to  fall  into  irregular  habits  ew  a  relief  from  ennui.  This  re» 
suit  is  not  universal,  but  yet  sufficiently  general  to  cause  it  to  be  cited 
as  a  rule.  Hence  America  has  few  learned  men,  but  she  has  what 
serves  her  present  purpose  better,  many  wise  ones. 

In  all  the  large  cities  schools  are  numerous,  and  they  are  to  be 
found  in  remote  regions  where  the  population  is  thin  and  the  means 
of  maintaining  them  very  limited ;  yet  it  is  not  to  these  alone  that  the 
Americans  are  indebted  for  their  knowledge.  These  establishments 
are  of  the  highest  utility  as  a  means  of  developing  the  faculties,  and 
showing  forth  the  innate  qualities  which  are  afterward  to  be  moulded 
to  useful  ends.  Fertility  of  soil  is  not  discovered  till  the  earth  i^ 
moved,  and  the  elements  of  fruitfulness  contained  within  its  bosom 
are  thrown  out  to  give  activity  to  vegetation.  In  like  manner  the 
qualities  of  the  mind  lie  dormant  till  they  are  stimulated;  then  in- 
struction comes  to  direct  them  to  proper  objects,  till  at  last  a  harvest 
is  gathered  in  the  enlargement  of  the  understanding. 

The  elementary  knowledge  gained  in  schools  is  moderate  com- 
pared with  the  benefit  they  impart  by  training  the  mind  to  look  into 
Itself,  and  by  teaching  it  to  fix  itself  on  subjects  which  can  be  learned 
only  by  study. 

But  the  real  foundation  of  the  American  character  is  laid  in  the 
domestic  education  children  receive  from  the  moment  of  their  birth. 
This  species  of  education  is  given  here  almost  exclusively  by  the 
mothers,  the  fathers  possessing  lessjof  patiente,  beside  being  ab- 
sorbed by  their  more  active  duties  abroad.  Mothers  possess  a 
stronger  hold  on  the  child's  affections,  and  it  is  by  these  the  system  of 
moral  culture  is  quickened.  They  are  also  able  by  their  position 
sooner  to  see  the  child's  early  propensities,  and  for  the  same  reason 
are  more  capable  of  giving  them  a  proper  direction.  It  is  more- 
over not  to  be  doubted  that  much  of  mental  acuteness  is  derived 
from  the  greater  or  less  degree  of  physical  sensibility  with  which  the 
child  is  endowed,  and  these  are  soonest  made  apparent  to  the  one 
who  is  nearest  and  ever  on  the  watch  to  notice  each  of  the  child's 
habitual  motions.  And  a  woman  of  an  ordinary  understanding  of 
her  own,  when  attentive  to  correct  whatever  is  defective  in  these 
movements,  is  unknowingly  performing  an  act  which  will  most  effec- 
tually dbcipline  her  child's  intellectual  powers. 
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I  read  in  the  Koran  of  the  Christians,  that  the  ancient  Hebrews 
instructed  their  children  solely  by  the  precepts  laid  down  in  the  writ- 
ten law,  and  I  learn  from  more  modem  history  that  the  children  of 
Sparta  were  taught  by  a  system  so  purely  local  as  to  render  advance- 
ment impossible,  and  which  kept  society  always  in  the  same  state. 
These  systems  would  now  be  found  defective  ;  a  proof  that  they  are 
8o,  exists  in  the  low  state  of  education  in  our  own  country.  You 
know  of  the  attempt  making  at  Cairo  to  give  general  knowledge  by 
the  teaching  at  Mosque  El-Azhar,  yet  leamine  is  there  so  much 
fettered  by  religion  as  to  deprive  it  of  much  of  its  real  benefit,  and 
much  that  is  there  taught  is  so  superficial  of  its  kind  as  to  prevent 
us  having  scientific  men ;  and  as  to  persons  of  literaiy  acquirements 
there  are  none. 

Notwithstanding  the  Arabs  gave  to  the  world  the  first  knowledge 
of  mathematics  and  astronomy,  their  descendants,  the  Egyptians, 
are  wholly  unskilled  in  these  branches  of  learning.  Alchymy  is 
more  studied  than  chemistry,  and  astrology  more  than  astronomy  ; 
while  those  who  are  so  unfoitunate  as  to  be  afflicted  by  illness  are 
forced  to  resort  for  medical  aid  to  barbers,  who  are  alike  ignorant  of 
the  healing  art  and  unskilful  in  practice. 

America  is  not  hampered  by  old  systems,  but  is  free  to  create  any 
new  method  that  may  soonest  advance  her  rising  generation.  In- 
struction keeps  pace  with  the  wants  of  society;  this  is  evident  by 
seeing  persons  taken  from  all  classes  of  the  community  to  fill  places 
of  honor  or  trust,  who  if  they  do  not  rise  to  distinction,  do  not  bring 
upon  themselves  disgrace  by  ignorance  of  the  duties  they  are  called 
upon  to  perform. 

The  freedom  of  thought  and  action  which  prevails  gives  a  whole- 
some self-confidence,  which  is  controlled  by  gentle  laws,  while  the 
early  impressions  are  invariably  good,  being  derived  from  the  moral 
culture  given  by  the  females,  who  are  ardently  fond  of  their  ofi&pring, 
and  who  though  indulgent,  often  to  excess,  yet  ever  instil  into  their 
minds  sound  precepts,  and  what  is  more,  hold  forth  to  them  a  bright 
example  of  maternal  virtues. 

New-York,  IGtA  day  of  tlu  Moon  Regeh,  } 
Tear  of  the  Hegira,  1206.  > 

metter  Si^frlr. 

PROM  THE  SAME  TO  THE  8AME- 

They  have  in  this  country  a  way  of  disposing  of  their  female  oflP- 
gpring  which  is  quite  singular,  and  to  us  in  Cairo  would  be  diverting. 
The  care  of  bringing  up  daughters  devolves  entirely  on  the  mother ; 
the  father  has  merely  to  pay  the  bills  for  the  child's  tuition,  or  for 
the  adornment  of  her  person,  even  if  these  should  sometimes  be 
raised  to  a  point  beyond  what  he  can  afford  to  bear.  At  the  age  of 
fourteen  or  fifteen  the  child  is  looked  upon  as  a  young  ladv ;  goes  to 
school  or  makes  visits  alone ;  and,  what  to  all  rational  people  is  highly 
improper,  may  appear  abroad  vnthout  a  tashmak,  (veil,)  particularly 
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if  she  be  pretty.  While  pursuing  her  studies  she  is  allowed  inter- 
course with  male  youths  of  her  own  age,  for  the  laudable  purpose  of 
early  acquiring  a  practical  knowledge  of  easy  manners.  This  is 
called  *  mutual  instruction/  a  system  of  education  highly  prized  in 
this  country.  Indeed  the  advantages  derived  from  it  are  soon  made 
evident,  for  the  damsel  learns  from  her  youthful  companibn  a  thou- 
sand things  not  laid  down  in  her  books,  and  avoids  injuring  her 
health  by  too  close  application  to  her  lessons  while  at  school ;  beside 
this,  her  mind  is  not  so  much  burdened  with  learning  as  to  render 
her  pedantic,  and  remains  free  to  imbibe  a  great  number  of  new  im- 
pressions, which  fit  her  to  converse  without  reserve  on  a  variety  of 
topics  all  at  the  same  time,  with  like  knowledge  of  each, 

NVhen  the  young  lady  has  passed  a  certain  number  of  years  at 
school,  her  education  is  supposed  to  he  complete,  for  instruction  is 
measured  by  time,  not  by  acquirements ;  she  is  then  what  is  called 
hrought  out.  This  is  done  by  dressing  her  in  rich  apparel  and  carry- 
ing her  from  house  to  house  for  the  purpose  of  making  her  more 
fully  known  ;  when  the  acquaintances  of  the  family  generally  make 
an  evening  festival  out  of  respect  to  the  parents  and  as  a  compli- 
ment to  the  newly-initiated  member.  This  being  done,  another  pro- 
cess is  adopted,  which  is  to  send  the  young  lady  forth  alone  into  the 
public  walks  that  she  may  be  seen  by  those  who  were  unbidden  to 
the  evening  festival.  At  this  period  of  her  career  a  sudden  change 
takes  place  in  her  personal  appearance  :  from  being  a  slender  girl 
with  a  modest  down-cast  look,  she  is  at  once  transformed  into  a  self- 
confident  woman,  and  by  a  process  I  cannot  discover,  her  person  be- 
comes suddenly  inflated  in  a  manner  quite  painful  to  behold.  '  Why 
this  should  occur  at  this  pai'ticular  period,  when  the  young  lady 
should  appear  with  all  the  charms  Nature  has  bestowed  upon  her,  is 
not  easy  to  say,  and  I  confess  my  pity  is  always  greatly  moved  a^ 
seeing  this  unaccountable  and  sudden  disfiguring  of  a  beautiful  per- 
son. But  my  pity  is  thrown  away,  for  I  find  it  in  no  way  afiects  the 
lady's  health  or  diminishes  her  enjoyments.  Her  animal  spirits 
seem  unabated,  and  she  moves  and  dances  with  as  much  vigor  as  she 
did  before  this  irruption  appeared. 

On  inquiry  of  one  of  my  friends,  he  told  me  this  change  of  shape 
was  produced  by  artificial  means  known  only  to  the  mothers,  the  m- 
tention  of  it  being  to  give  an  outward  sign  that  the  damsel  is  mar- 
riageable. This  strikes  me  as  a  novel  method  for  the  purpose,  but 
I  now  remember  to  have  read  that  something  of  the  kind  is  observ- 
able at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  but  there  the  Venuses  of  the  coun- 
try exhibit  the  solid  flesh  they  are  bom  with,  while  the  belles  of  this 
country  use  artificial  means  to  produce  the  same  end. 

This  people  are  wonderfully  inventive,  and  the  beauties  that  Na- 
ture denies  are  quickly  supplied  by  the  skill  of  art.  What  increases 
my  wonder  is  to  see  the  effect  this  change  of  shape  produces  on  the 
other  sex.  You  will  hardly  believe  it,  but  the  young  candidates  for 
wives  are  greatly  pleased  with  the  display  of  this  deformity,  and 
from  admirers  are  soon  formed  into  ardent  lovers  merely  by  looking, 
not  at  the  face,  but  at  other  parts  of  the  person.     This  strange  cus- 
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torn  has  exercised  my  mind  not  only  to  discover  if  possible  its  ori- 
gin but  its  use  ;  and  after  much  reflection  I  have  arrived  at  the  con- 
clusion that  the  procedure  is  attended  by  many  advantages  which  to 
strangers  do  not  appear  at  fii-st  view.  It  renders  less  essential 
beauty  of  countenance  or  strength  of  mind,  one  being  seldom  viewpd, 
and  the  other  not  being  requisite  to  be  brought  forth.  We  are  all 
slaves  of  habit,  and  in  this  case  the  force  of  it  is  so  great  that  a 
lover's  passion  is  ruled  by  the  sight,  not  by  his  understanding  or  heart; 
and  if  he  perceives  that  the  object  of  his  new  flame  i&  ample  hi 
dimensions,  he  need  give  no  scope  to  his  imagination,  but  yield  him- 
self at  once  to  the  attraction,  not  of  the  countenance,  which  is  the 
index  of  the  mind,  but  to  the  parts  of  the  person  developed  espe- 
cially for  the  purpose  of  drawing  his  regard.  It  appears  to  me  that 
this  must  be  mainly  the  motive  for  changing  the  female  form  at  a 
particular  period  of  life,  for  it  will  hardly  be  imagined  the  mammas 
would  encourage,  or  the  young  lady's  tolerate,  this  burden,  were  it 
not  that  the  other  sex  behold  it  with  pleasure,  and  feel  their  ardor 
enkindled  by  the  influence  of  this  newly-discovered  magnetic  power. 

The  account  here  given  is  derived  from  my  own  observation,  and 
from  the  testimony  of  a  friend  on  whose  knowledge  I  place  the  fullest 
reliance.  It  will  amuse  you  and  our  social  circle  at  Cairo,  as 
describing  a  singular  custom  of  a  strange  people,  and  may  be  added 
as  an  interesting  note  in  your  elaborate  work  on  human  physi- 
ology. 

I  have  formerly  written  on  the  subject  of  the  dress  of  females, 
irbich  is  here  gorgeous  in  costly  silks  and  rich  ornaments.  Yet  many 
things  are  wanted  to  increase  their  personal  charms.  Some  few  use 
cosmetics  for  the  face,  and  others  slightly  color  the  eye-brows,  but 
they  do  not,  like  our  lovely  sisters  of  Cairo,  draw  a  circle  of  kTiot 
beneath  the  eye,  neither  are  they  sufficiently  advanced  in  taste  to 
employ  Hhennah,  which  gives  so  beautiful  a  yellow  tinge  to  the  nails 
of  the  hand  and  feet. 

None  ever  wear  the  khizam  (nose-ring)  and  I  have  not  yet  seen 
at  damsel  with  the  Ichoolkhal  (anklets),  that  charming  ornament,  the 
sound  alone  of  which  awakens  so  many  delightful  emotions : 

*  The  ringinf  of  thine  ankleu  bath  deprived  me  of  my  reaaon, O  moon!' 

is  the  ardent  exclamation  of  one  of  our  amatory  poets. 

I  wonder  much  that  both  these  ornaments  are  not  worn,  seeing 
they  made  a  part  of  female  attire  in  very  ancient  times,  as  is  men- 
tioned in  many  passages  of  the  Hebrew  books  from  which  the 
Christians  derive  their  law ;  but  custom  and  taste  change  with  time, 
and  in  a  new  country  with  a  climate  differing  much  from  that  of  the 
East,  it  cannot  be  expected  the  same  fashions  will  prevail.  We  are 
ill  creatures  made  variable  by  many  external  causes,  not  only  as 
regards  our  taste,  but  also  our  understanding ;  not  so  the  heart,  for 
if  I  know  my  own,  neither  time  nor  distance  can  diminish  its  warmth 
Tor  you,  my  dear  Ahhmad. 

ifeto-Forl,21tft  <iay  of  tA<  Moo%  Regeb,  \ 
Ymt  of  Hu  HMgira,  13M.  5 
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FROM   THE   SAME   TO  TEE   SAME. 

When  a  stranger  in  a  strange  land  becomes  partially  acquainted 
with  the  inhabitants,  the  first  object  of  his  attention  is  the  society  he 
is  about  to  associate  with,  to  the  end  that,  studying  the  manners  of 
the  people,  he  may  acquire  a  knowledge  of  their  character,  and 
learn  in  what  way  he  shall  so  conduct  himself  as  to  gain  their  favor. 
This  is  done  as  well  to  render  himself  a  welcome  guest  to  his  new 
friends,  as  to  observe,  in  a  philosophic  spirit,  the  causes  that  produce 
different  modes  of  action  in  a  new  country,  among  a  people  not 
strictly  new,  but  with  many  peculiarities  of  thought. 

The  term  *  society,'  in  its  enlarged  sense,  means  an  association  of 
individuals  created  for  the  purpose  of  self-defence,  or  of  forming  a 
government  of  laws,  or  of  doing  certain  things  essential  to  their 
happiness  which  can  be  better  done  by  several  pei*sons  united  toge- 
'  tiier  than  it  can  be  by  individuals  separately ;  in  its  limited  sense 
the  term  means  the  social  intercourse  subsisting  between  individu- 
als of  a  community  already  formed.     I  believe  this  is  what  is  called 
*  society  ;*  yet  I  desire  you  would  not  imagine  that  because  the  defi- 
nition is  laid  down  with  so  much  apparent  gravity,  I  intend  to  give 
a  treatise  on  all  the  stages  man  passes  through  from  the  day  he  puts 
on  a  shirt  for  the  first  time  to  that  when  he  puts  on  the  full  dress  of 
a  civilized  being  and  congregates  with  others  to  form  what  is  called 
an  association  or  society ;  far  from  it.     I  would  as  soon  undertake 
to  discover  the  origin  of  evil  or  perpetual  motion.     My  purpose  at 
present  is  to  hold  converse  with  you  on  society  in  its  restricted  sense, 
or  in  more  appropriate  terms,  on  social  intercourse,  as  well  as  I  am 
able  to  obtain  a  view  of  it  in  New- York,  where  I  now  am.     I  am 
however  obliged  to  use  the  word  *  society,'  as  this  is  the  term  em- 
ployed to  designate  what  I  am  trying  to  discover  and  describe  to  you. 
1  should  say  that  in  this  city  society  has  no  special  form,  no  marked 
tone  ;  nothing  to  give  it  a  distinguishing  characteriKtic.     It  may  be 
said  to  be  utilitarian,  which  in  truth  here  means  little  more  than  an 
inordinate  love  of  money,  with  never-ceasing  endeavors  to  obtain 
it.     The  character  of  a  new  people  of  course  takes  its  hue  from 
that  of  the  original  settlers,  and  this  it  retains  till  the  number  of  the 
new  generation  has  greatly  increased,  and  new  modes  of  thought 
and  action  are  introduced  by  the  creation  of  new  wants  and  desires. 
Where  the  new  settlement  increases  mainly  by  its  own  natural 
means,  society  is  indigenous,  and  the  original  manners  long  keep 
their  hold ;  but  in  a  community  where,  exclusive  of  the  natural  in- 
crease, the  number  is  greatly  augmented  by  an  accession  of  new- 
comers, society  takes  a  tone  less  exclusive,  less  local ;  each  stranger 
brings  a  habit  or  custom  which  becomes  in  time  amalgamated  with 
those  of  the  country,  and  fails  not  by  the  admixture  to  give  a  new 
cast  to  social  intercourse.     The  customs  of  the  new  country  lose 
some  of  their  stiffness  when  brought  into  contact  with  those  of  the 
old ;  and  the  latter,  to  promote  harmony  of  social  feeling,  conform, 
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in  a  certain  degree  at  least,  to  the  habits  already  established  in  the 
land  where  they  are  introduced. 

This  is  the  aspect  of  society  as  it  is  now  to  be  seen  in  New- York. 
The  primitive  state  has  long  since  disappeared ;  indeed,  the  people 
have  passed  more  than  one  state  to  arrive  at  the  present  point.  Log- 
huts  have  given  place  to  elegant  mansions  of  brick  or  stone ;  women 
comb  their  hair  and  put  on  stockings  ;  men  shave  oftener  than  once 
a  week,  and  not  only  brush  but  polish  their  boots.  Refinement  has 
crept  in,  arts  and  sciences  are  held  in  respect  and  cultivated,  while 
literature  is  relished  and  religion  is  observed  under  milder  forms. 
Virtue,  if  not  universally  practiced,  is  yet  held  in  honor,  and  abili- 
ties shine  forth  by  the  stimulus  given  to  them  by  new  demands  upon 
intellect. 

With  this  improved  condition  of  thinors,  manners  and  conversa- 
tion have  not  kept  pace  ;  not  for  want  of  intelligence  in  individuals, 
but  for  want  of  knowledge  of  the  art  of  enlivening  dUstomary  inter- 
course ;  of  giving  animation  to  the  habitual  routine  of  life.  People 
are  sober  in  their  mirth  ;  almost  sadly  gay.  They  think  strength  of 
understanding  will  enliven  the  spirits ;  that  when  the  mind  is  well 
stored  with  knowledge  bright  thoughts  will  flow,  manners  become 
lively,  *  sweet  talk'  will  follow,  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  all  the 
sensibilities  be  awakened.  But  this  is  a  mistaken  idea.  Good 
sense  and  knowledge  should  bo  the  foundation  of  all  rational  dis- 
course, but  these  alone  do  not  render  social  commerce  bright  and 
pleasing.  So  far  from  it,  the  man  of  learning  only  is  often  very  de- 
ficient in  conversational  powers  ;  his  mind  wants  flexibility ;  he 
thinks  intensely  and  is  wedded  to  a  formal  system.  The  sum  of  life 
is  made  up  of  little  things,  and  a  man  who  wants  to  make  himself 
an  agreeable  companion  mus^  know  how  to  turn  these  little  things 
to  good  account.  More  effiect  may  often  be  produced,  in  the  way  of 
repressing  vice  or  encouraging  virtue,  by  a  pleasing  tale  or  a  lively 
jest  than  by  a  serious  homily ;  and  ho  who  wishes  to  improve  man- 
kind may  frequently  do  it  most  effectually  by  touching  the  heart 
through  the  medium  of  the  imagination.  Conversation  or  small 
talk  is  an  art  to  be  acquired,  and  one  the  people  of  this  city  do  not 
possess ;  the  reason  is,  they  do  not  give  encouragement  to  the  sen- 
sibilities or  loam  the  science  of  manners,  from  which  spring  ease 
and  grace.  A  very  competent  judge  in  such  matters  has  said  :  *  II 
ne  faut  pas  avoir  toujours  raison  pour  plaise ;  il  y  a  une  maniere 
d'avoir  tort  qui  est  faite  pour  reussir.'  The  Prince  de  Ligne  spoke 
from  experience,  and  by  constant  practice  retained  the  spring  of 
life  even  when  octogenarian. 

In  consequence  of  these  deficiencies,  the  reunions  so  common 
here  are  for  the  most  part  very  uninteresting  ;  have  nothing  in  them 
enlivening.  Conversation  falls  upon  the  common  topics  of  the  day, 
which  have  already  been  discussed  in  the  street,  and  nothing  within 
the  house  is  generated  to  enliven  the  fancy,  warm  the  imagination, 
elicit  wit,  or  give  to  the  social  meeting  a  charm  to  make  one  forget 
for  a  time  the  cares  of  the  world.  In  an  assemblage  of  persons  of 
both  sexes,  met  together  for  the  purpose  of  passing  a  few  hours  in 
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sprightly  converse,  no  one  should  enter  who  is  unwilling  to  BjmpW' 
thize  with  the  reigning  feeling.  We  can  listen  with  close  attentioit 
to  the  aphorisms  of  a  learned  man  when  delivered  in  a  lecture- 
room,  or  receive  with  awe  from  the  pulpit  a  lesson  of  wisdom  or 
rebuke  ;  but  in  the  gay  saloon  we  look  for  that  noble  part  of  the 
mind  which  seems  to  dwell  more  in  the  heart  than  in  the  brain,  and 
whose  thoughts  are  feelings.  And  herein  lies  the  mistake  many 
persons  make ;  and  the  reason  is  apparent  why  social  reunions 
formed  for  the  purpose  of  giving  and  receiving  pleasure  are  formal, 
monotonous  and  dull.  All  can  reason  well,  many  can  write,  but 
none  can  talk.  Let  me  see  and  read  of  great  men  ;  but  for  the 
companion  of  a  convivial  hour  let  me  have  one  with  less  of  learn- 
ing and  more  of  open  heart,  more  of  frank  unreserved  conversation 
untramelled  by  forms,  and  with  mirth  that  diffuses  gladness  to  all 
within  reach  of  its  influence.  Preserve  me  from  the  man  who  is 
'looked  up  to !' 

Thus  far  I  have  marked  the  state  of  society  as  it  shows  itself  in 
places  where  persons  assemble  to  be  themselves  pleased  and  to  give 
pleasure  to  those  that  surround  them.  Let  me  now  speak  of  it  as- 
it  appears  in  the  more  undisguised  form  of  the  domestic  hearth. 
The  nre-side  is  said  to  be  one  of  the  touch-stones  of  connubial  com- 
fort, and  he  who  is  admitted  to  the  sanctuary  wherein  are  enshrined 
the  household  gods,  has  bestowed  upon  him  the  privilege  of  viewing 
life  devoid  of  the  many  gauds  that  disfigure  it,  and  has  the  power 
of  forming  a  just  estimate  of  character.  When  an  accidental  visi- 
tor is  received  with  unstudied  ease  and  made  at  once  to  feel  that 
far  from  being  an  intruder  he  is  welcomed  with  cordial  frankness, 
he  sees  every  object  with  a  tranquil  mind ;  he  leaps  at  a  bound  the 
space  that  separated  him  from  intimacy,  and  enters  at  once  into  the 
heart  of  the  mystery  of  social  life.  Here  is  the  place  where  men 
and  womeu  are  to  be  best  known ;  where  their  private  habits  are 
brought  to  view,  their  modes  of  thinking  thrown  out  without  reserve, 
and  where  may  be  had  a  thorough  insight  into  all  the  elements  which 
go  to  make  up  the  sum  of  domestic  felicity. 

The  dwelling-houses  in  New- York  are  all  built  of  nearly  one 
size,  and  apportioned  within  after  one  plan ;  so  that  if  you  see  the 
interior  of  one  you  can  find  your  way  into  that  of  another  the  first 
time  of  admittance.  The  object  in  building  them  in  this  way  is,  as 
I  learn,  that  each  person  may  know  how  his  neighbor  lives  ;  for  the 
dimensions  of  a  house  being  well  known,  no  one  person  can  receive 
more  company  than  another ;  and  thus  the  system  of  equality  so 
much  dwelt  upon  and  enforced  by  the  laws  of  the  country,  is  rigidly 
maintained.  One  other  reason  for  this  uniformity  of  size  is,  that  the 
furniture  of  one  house  may  fit  the  apartments  of  another.  People 
occupy  a  house  exactly  one  year,  at  the  end  of  which  there  is  a 
general  move.  On  a  given  day  a  family  slips  out  of  its  abode  as 
quickly  as  possible  and  jumps  into  the  premises  of  a  neighbor,  who 
in  turn  is  careful  to  vacate  early  that  in  like  manner  he  may  rout  out 
a  friend  in  the  next  street.  In  this  way  families  are  seen  crossing 
each  other  in  the  open  air  with  all  their  inmiture,  children,  cats^ 
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dogs  aod  every  tbing  belongiDg  to  tbetn,  rigbt  hand  and  left,  tbe  first 
warm  day  of  spring,  from  morning  till  nigbt,  till  tbey  settle  down. 
You  may  easily  imagine  therefore,  that  if  tbe  apartments  were  not 
of  the  same  dimensions  tbe  furniture  could  not  find  place  in  tbe 
new  abode,  and  families  would  be  subjected  to  the  expense  of  al- 
teration and  great  loss  of  time  before  they  could  feel  at  home. 
Whereas,  under  the  prevailing  system  of  building,  a  change  takes 
place  without  producing  a  difference ;  the  sofa  finds  the  same  spot, 
the  chairs  the  same  comers ;  there  is  a  nail  for  the  husband's  boot- 
jack, and  the  cradle  finds  its  accustomed  station. 

In  every  house  a  cell,  or  as  it  is  called,  an  apartment,  is  constructed 
under  ground,  in  which  the  husband  keeps  his  wife  and  children  in 
the  day-time,  where  he  takes  his  meals  when  at  home,  and  where 
he  passes  his  evenings.  It  is  not  so  spacious  as  our  harems,  neither 
is  the  air  in  it  so  pure ;  yet  it  is  what  is  called  *  comfortable.'  The 
rest  of  the  house,  with  the  exception  of  a  chamber  or  two  for  sleep- 
ing, is  filled  with  handsome  furniture,  but  closed  up  from  sight. 
This  is  one  way  of  obtaining  distinction,  inasmuch  as  a  person  who 
inhabits  a  large  mansion,  well-furnished,  is  at  once  reputed  to  be 
very  rich ;  although  if  the  truth  were  known  he  may  be  obliged  to 
live  with  great  frugality  in  the  cell.  The  occupant,  however,  to 
keep  up  the  impression,  opens  his  whole  house  three  or  four  times  a 
year  to  let  his  riches  be  seen,  and  to  confirm  people  in  the  opinion 
of  his  wealth. 

The  cell  is  the  sanctum  of  connubial  life,  and  he  who  is  admitted 
within  may  feel  as  if  he  were  a  favored  person ;  one  whom  the  in- 
mates delight  to  honor.  And  here  it  is  that  I  am  able  to  acouire 
some  ideas  of  the  domestic  habits  of  this  singular  people.  This 
quiet  unpretending  place  of  meeting  is  much  more  agreeable  than 
the  assembly  of  large  numbers  where  there  is  a  studied  effort  to  be 
witty  or  gay.  The  minds  of  the  husband  and  wife  are  en  deskahiUe, 
and  their  conversation,  oflen  marked  by  good  sense,  is  rendered 
pleasing  by  a  free  expression  of  their  thoughts ;  while  their  man- 
ners being  no  longer  under  the  tutelage  of  fashion,  whatever  they 
know,  whatever  new  emotion  the  conversation  may  create,  or  what- 
ever sentiment  the  moment  may  render  audible,  are  all  thrown  out 
with  careless  fi*ankness,  which  shows  that  social  enjoyment  is  not 
to  be  sought  in  crowded  assemblies,  but  is  to  be  found  in  a  retired 
spot  *  where  two  or  three  are  gathered  together.' 

It  must  not  be  concealed  from  you  that  at  times  the  conversation 
will  take  a  turn  about  Mr.  Tibbs'  party ;  how  such  and  such  persons 
looked  ;  what  they  said,  and  how  well  or  ill  they  behaved ;  who  was 
he  and  what  was  she  that  they  should  hold  their  heads  so  high  ]  etc. 
This,  however,  less  from  jealousy  than  petty  rivalry,  yet  neither 
with  rancor.  These  little  deviations  from  a  straight  line  find  place 
in  all  circles,  and  the  society  of  New-York  is  not  exempt  entirely, 
though  it  is  more  common  in  Europe  than  in  this  country,  where  so 
much  equality  of  condition  exists  among  the  inhabitants. 

Nevertheless,  an  evening  passed  in  the  cell  is  generally  a  pleasant 
one.     The  husband  may  sometimes  fall  into  the  topic  of  Dusinesa 
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he  feels  most  interest  in,  but  be  is  often  brought  back  to«a  more  en- 
livening theme  by  the  superior  power  of  conversation  of  the  wife, 
who  can  temper  his  gravity  by  imparting  her  stock  of  knowledge  in 
a  more  agreeable  form.  By  this  friendly  intercourse  I  am  enabled 
to  become  acquainted  with  the  disposition  of  the  inhabitants  indi- 
vidually; and  by  continual  obsei*vation,  with  proper  allowances 
and  comparisons,  I  have  attained  to  a  pretty  thorough  knowledge 
of  the  whole. 

New-Tork,  2Btk  day  of  the  Moon  Regeb,  Htgira,  1960. 


EVENING       ON       THE        8EA-SnORE, 


BT    JOSKPn     Vf.      BKMNKTT. 


'T  WAS  a  prlorious  vision !  the  long  summer's  day 
Like  a  dolphin  was  dying  in  crimson  and  gold ; 

While  before  me  in  splendor  the  broad  ocean  lay. 
And  a  rainbow  hung  over  each  wave  as  it  roll'd. 

There  were  voices  like  spirits  that  sung  in  the  breeie, 
A  loud  solemn  anthem  arose  from  the  shore, 

And  the  rocks  gave  responses,  and  murmur'd  the  trees. 
As  though  Nature  in  vespers  her  God  would  adoie. 

Like  the  shield  of  Jbhovah,  all  lambent  with  flame, 
From  his  cloud-halo'd  portal  the  setting  sun  ahoiie» 

Till  the  earth,  sky  and  water  in  glory  became 

Like  the  steps  which  the  angels  ascend  to  Ho  throne. 

On  the  hill-tops,  like  altars  that  towerM  in  the  air, 
The  last  rosy  flashes  of  evening  delayed  ; 

'T  was  a  fanciful  thought  that  the  Ghebres  were  there. 
Relighting  the  fires  in  their  temples  decayed. 

Now  passing  away  like  a  beautiful  dream. 
Tint  by  tint  from  the  landscape  in  darkness  withdrew. 

And  crossing  the  wave  with  a  tremulous  beam, 
The  moon  mid  her  maidens  smiled  down  troxn.  the  blae. 

Where  a  sycamore's  canopy  reePd  to  the  blast, 
On  a  low  nistic  bench  that  look*d  over  the  tide, 

(Oh !  would  that  such  moments  forever  might  last !) 
I  sat  with  the  gentlest  of  friends  by  my  side. 

'T  were  folly  such  sweetness  and  worth  to  compare 
With  a  fabulous  Venus  just  bom  from  the  sea. 

Or  to  boast  of  an  angel  commissioned  to  bear 
To  this  Patmoe  a  new  inspiration  for  me. 

For  lovelier  far  is  the  beauty  that  glows 
On  the  brow  of  a  being  who  tenderiy  feels, 

And  link'd  to  mortality's  pleasures  or  woee. 
Can  lament  as  she  chides  us  and  smile  as  she  haakk 
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O'er  the  silver-tipt  billows  the  white  swelling  sail, 
Dimly  seen  through  the  shadows  that  stretched  from  the  shore, 

Came  silently  winging  along  with  the  gale, 
like  the  Spirit  that  moved  on  the  waters  of  yore. 

And  far,  far  away  on  the  verge  of  the  deep. 
Now  hidden  in  vapor,  now  gorgeously  bright, 

Like  meteor  pleasures  that  leave  us  to  weep, 

<  The  light-house  fire*  dazzled,  then  vanished  in  night 

Lone  fugitive  mentor !  alas !  in  thy  ray, 

Was  a  warning  that  told  me  how  soon  I  must  sever 

From  a  scene  where  the  blessed  might  ask  for  delay, 
And  Time  fold  his  pinions  to  slumber  forever. 

It  is  gone ;  but  that  hour  I  can  never  forget, 

£'en  when  life  shall  expire  like  that  spark  on  the  main ; 

But  the  soul,  disenthralled  from  the  pangs  of  regret, 
In  Heaven  shall  seek  for  its  transports  again. 


A     DAY     AT     R  H  O  D  O  S. 


'Dbxkde  Rhodum  appropiuquamus.  ubi  tanta  est  viriilitas  arborum  atque  amoenitas  locoriiiu,  quod 
a«tniirabil«  ad  videndum  et  pro»ertim  Paradisum  a  Floreotioib  factum. 

Cqr:8t.  Bnosaz.uoMTX.  FroRXHT. 

Many  travellers  have  compared  the  chivalresque  buildiDgs  at 
Rhodos  with  the  gigantic  palaces  of  Florence  or  Sienna,  which  re- 
Bemble  strong  castles  defended  by  keeps,  towers  and  battlements. 
This  appears  to  me  to  be  an  erroneous  comparison,  and  according 
to  my  opinion  the  Street  of  the  Knights  is  more  like  a  dark,  narrow 
avenue  in  an  ancient  German  city,  such  as  Nurnberg  or  Ratisbon. 
The  houses  at  Rhodos  are  rather  small  and  low ;  they  have  only 
two  stories.  The  by-lanes  are  very  narrow,  dark,  and  every  where 
supported  by  vaults  and  arches,  in  order  to  resist  the  violent  earth- 
quakes from  which  the  island  of  Rhodos  frequently  suffers.  In 
general  it  appears,  that  the  religious  knights  during  the  fourteenth 
and  fifteenth  centuries  carried  on  a  more  secluded  and  monastic 
life,  than  their  successors  at  a  later  period  at  Malta. 

Many  armorial  bearings  of  the  proudest  names,  that  are  glittering 
in  the  history  of  the  order  may  still  be  seen  on  the  ancient  palaces. 
Thus  we  remarked  on  the  lefl,  at  the  entrance  of  the  street,  the  es- 
cutcheon of  Fabrizio  di  Caretti,  the  noble  Italian,  who  with  the 
most  brilliant  courage  defended  the  tower  of  St.  Nicolaos  during 
the  first  siege  of  the  Osmanlis  in  A.  D.  1480,  and  afterward  was 
elected  Grand  Master.     (1513  —  1521.) 

On  the  right  you  meet  the  arms  of  Villiers  de  l*Isle  d'Adam, 
d'Amboise  and  Mont-Begon.  Then  follows  the  great  auberge  of 
the  French  tongue,  with  the  lilies  and  the  well  known  device  *  Mont- 
joie  Saint  Denys,'  the  battle-cry  of  the  French  warriors  in  the  com- 
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bat.  Above  the  arms  stands  the  date,  1495.  Farther  up  the  street 
appears  the  escutcheon  of  the  excellent  Pierre  d'Aubussoii,  quar- 
tered with  the  cardinal's  hat.  Now  follow  the  mansions  of  other 
French  and  English  knights,  such  as  Clermont  de  Nesle,  de  Touan, 
de  C heron,  de  Lastic,  de  Bourbon,*  and  the  Spanish,  Portuguese 
and  English  hotels,  the  latter  representing  the  three  lious  and  lilies. 
The  knights  from  Auvergne  and  Provence  had  their  quarters  at  the 
upper  end  of  the  street,  and  we  recognized  here  the  arms  of  de 
Castro,  de  Montpensier  et  Roger  de  Pins.  Through  a  Gothic  arch 
crossing  the  road  we  went  to  the  palace  of  the  Grand  Masters, 
which  like  an  extensive  and  strong  castle  is  surrounded  by  massive 
towerrf,  and  rests  on  the  outer  wall  of  the  city.  It  is  now  a  mere 
ruin,  but  earlier  travellers  describe  it,  as  a  magnificent  building  in 
the  stern  and  austere  stylo  of  the  middle  ages,  and  the  interior  \b 
said  to  have  surpassed  the  most  renowned  baronial  castles  in  Ger- 
many or  England,  as  to  the  splendor  and  romantic  beauty  of  its  in- 
terior courts,  stair-cases,  halls,  armory  and  other  apartments.  The 
principal  entrance  is  still  embellished  with  the  arms  of  the  order, 
and  many  others  of  private  knights  are  seen  on  the  two  turrets  of 
the  eastern  wing.  It  now  forms  part  of  the  harem  of  the  Turkish 
commandant  of  the  fortress,  and  we  therefore  could  not  get  any 
permission  to  visit  its  precincts ;  but  an  aged  Turk  offered  to  take 
us  to  the  Church  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  lying  nearly  opposite. 
On  the  surrender  of  the  city,  the  Turks  triumphantly  plundered  and 
destroyed  all  its  ornaments  and  converted  it  to  a  Mohammedan 
mosque,  though  it  appears  to  be  quite  abandoned  at  present.  The 
principal  aisle  is  formed  by  eight  fine  clusters  of  slender  Gothic 
columns ;  four  others  surround  the  high  altar.  On  the  payement 
are  seen  remains  of  the  sepulchral  monument  of  the  brave  Fabrizio 
di  Caretti,  the  last  Grand  Master  who  died  in  the  island. 

We  now  descended  to  the  lower  town  and  made  some  purchase! 
in  the  Bnaznr,  which  on  that  day  was  found  rather  still  and  deserted, 
all  the  Greeks  and  Jews  being  busily  employed  with  the  Christian 
pilgrims  in  the  harbor.  Part  of  our  company  then  returned  oo 
board  the  steamer,  while  I  proposed  to  some  friends,  who  took  a  pB^ 
ticuhir  interest  in  the  history  of  Rhodos,  to  investigate  more  at 
leisure  the  famous  field  of  battle  of  the  Christian  heroes  during  both 
the  memorable  sieges,  and  then  to  make  an  excursion  to  the  Greek 
vilhiges  in  the  orange  grove.  But  how  were  we  to  procure  hones 
in  such  a  hurry  'I  Some  pale  and  staiTing  Jews,  who  had  followed 
us  like  our  shadow,  offered  to  furnish  us  with  saddled  mules,  and 
v^^e  ordered  them  to  wait  for  us  at  the  Athanasian  gate,  formeriy 
called  *  Porta  di  Santa  Maria  della  Vittoria,'  whence  the  rww 
ascends  to  tlie  delightful  Rhodini  in  the  rose-gardens,  while  we  in 
the  mean  time  continued  our  wanderings  along  the  glacis  of  the 
fortress.  We  therefore  returned  to  the  castle,  and  on  the  west  side 
proceeded  to  the  Ambrosian  gate  through  a  low  passage,  enclosed 

*  Pehhaps  ilio  iiutiior  of  the  oloquoiit  Miid  spirited  description  of  tb«  tecoud  siera  by  th«Tiiis 
lu  ISna. 
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by  high  and  massive  ramparts.  In  this  place  the  walls  of  large 
squared  free-stones,  the  deep  moat,  cut  out  in  the  solid  rock,  the 
advanced  ravelins  and  out-works  uniting  with  the  principal  city- 
wall  by  means  of  a  draw-bridge,  give  the  plain  evidence,  that  these 
accumulated  fortifications,  which  were  still  strengthened  by  the 
numerous  cannon  of  the  palace  of  the  Grand  Masters,  formed  the 
key  to  the  whole  defensive  system  of  the  city.  Here  at  the  Am- 
brosian  gate,  on  the  towers  of  the  castle,  the  knights  of  the  Ger- 
man tongue,  led  on  by  the  Tyrolese  Chiistoph  Waldener.  gloriously 
defeiiiled  their  station  against  the  thousands  of  storming  Turks 
during  the  last  siege  of  1/522.*  Their  brave  commander  fell ;  but 
being  supported  by  the  French  knights  on  their  right,  and  by  those 
from  Auvergne  on  their  left,  they  victoriously  repelled  all  the  re- 
peated attacks  of  the  enemy. 

The  gate,  with  its  armorial  bearings  and  crosses,  is  quite  pre- 
8er\'ed.  Every  where  we  saw  traces  of  the  war.  Marble  balls  of 
immense  magnitude  and  burst  falconets  lie  still  dispersed  here  and 
there  in  the  ditches,  partly  filled  with  rubbish,  and  by  a  wooden 
bridge  we  at  last  arrived  on  the  sloping  bank  or  glacis,  outside  the 
fortress.  The  eye  now  meets  with  numberless  Mohammedan  tombs, 
with  small  marble  columns,  surmounted  by  a  roughly-carved  tur- 
ban, and  sometimes  having  a  gilt  inscription.  The  sepulchres 
stand  by  thousands  around  the  fortress,  just  as  if  they  were  to  ex- 
hibit to  posterity  a  monument  of  the  prodigious  loss  of  human  life 
which  this  conquest  had  cost  the  Sultan.  In  Constantinople  and 
Smyrna  the  Mohammedan  burial-grounds  are  planted  with  thickets 
of  sombre  cypresses,  and  constitute  the  favorite  walks  of  the  gloomy 
and  musing  Turkish  inhabitants.  At  Rhodes,  on  the  sun-burnt, 
rocky  level,  are  seen  only  a  few  straggling  olive-trees  or  some 
shrubs  of  vitex  agnus  castus,  here  and  there  overshadowing  a  tomb ; 
but  at  a  distance  the  dreary  landscape  is  relieved  by  the  pretty  vil- 
lages Epanomaras  and  Turkambelas  arising  from  out  the  luxuriant 
vineyards  and  orange-groves. 

From  the  Ambrosian  gatet  the  road  runs  south-west  for  more 
than  four  miles  through  gardens  and  olive  plantations  to  the  swamp, 
where  according  to  tradition,  the  young  Knight  Deodat  de  Gozon 
from  Provence,  in  the  year  1342,  in  a  dangerous  combat  killed  a 
serpent  or  crocodile,  which  for  a  long  time  had  been  the  terror  of 
the  inhabitants  and  flocks  of  the  neighborhood.  It  is  generally 
supposed  that  an  eg^  of  a  crocodile  had  been  transported  with  the 
ballast  of  a  vessel  from  the  banks  of  the  Nile  in  Egypt,  and  had 
developed  itself  to  the.  monster  mentioned  in  the  history  of  Rhodos. 
Already  in  antiquity  huge  serpents  were  frequent  there,  and  the 
oldest  name  of  the  island  was  Ophis. 

Three  miles  farther  on  arises  the  mountain  Phileremos,  where 
ruins  still  are  seen  of  Jalysos,  one  of  the  most  ancient  Doric  cities 

''A  POkTA  AuibroDiaua  ad  porlani  u»qun  (iivo  G£0&uiu  •acraui.  iufracium  ruber  Lquitum  Ger- 
manorutn,  vexillia  aquilaribu*  splendens  pugDabat.  Fontanub  de  Bcllo  Rliodio,  An.  15S7,  efr.  Co»o- 
KKIXI.  pag.  117. 

t  Porta  Anbrotiaaa,  qua  iter  ad  nMotein  Philereraum  eat.  F'lMtanitt / 
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in  Rhodos.  During  the  middle  ages  a  Greek  fortress  stood  on  the 
summit  of  the  mountain,  which  after  an  obstinate  siege  was  Bu^ 
prised  and  taken  by  some  adventurous  Knights  of  St.  John  by 
means  of  a  stratagem,*  and  the  celebrated  Church  of  Our  Lady  of 
Phileremos,  to  whose  image  many  miracles  were  ascribed,  and  nu- 
merous pilgrimages  performed  by  the  Latin  and  Grreek  Christiaiu 
of  the  Eastern  world. 

We  would  fain  have  visited  these  interesting  rains  and  enjoyed 
the  delightful  panorama  from  Phileremos,  extending  far  away  over 
land  and  sea,  but  the  departure  of  our  steamer  the  same  evening 
hindered  us  from  making  so  far  an  excursion.  We  therefore  fol- 
lowed the  fortifications  on  the  south  all  around  the  city,  and  having 
passed  the  bastions  of  Auvergne  and  Spain,  (Aragon,)  we  arrived 
at  the  principal  theatre  of  the  most  sanguinary  assaults  of  the  Otto- 
mans during  the  last  siege,  the  projecting  English  bastion  on  the 
south-east  of  the  city,  where  the  confined  breadth  and  the  shallow- 
ness of  the  moat  and  the  want  of  out-works  indicate  the  weakest 
and  less  defensible  part  of  the  fortress. 

The  siege  having  continued  for  two  months  with  great  exertioDB 
on  both  sides,  the  Turks  here  on  the  south-east  of  the  English  bas- 
tion sprung  a  mine,  traces  of  which  are  still  apparent,  with  snch 
success,  that  dense  columns  of  Janizaries  on  the  fourth  day  of  Sep- 
tember, 1522,  mounted  the  breach  and  forced  their  way  to  toe 
upper  platform.  But  here  they  were  repelled  with  the  loss  of  many 
officers  and  three  thousand  men,  by  the  Grand  Master  in  person 
with  his  chosen  knights.  During  the  following  days  the  attacks 
were  repeated  with  as  little  success ;  but  on  the  twenty-fourth  of 
September  the  most  tremendous  battle  was  fought,  when  all  the 
Pashas,  at  the  head  of  eighty  thousand  Turks,  at  the  same  time 
stormed  the  battered  and  almost  demolished  bastions  of  the  Span- 
ish, Italian  and  English  tongues  on  the  south  and  south-east  or  the 
city.  Knights  and  citizens,  women  and  children,  hurrying  to  the 
rescue,  fought  with  unparalleled  bravery;  and  afler  the  utmost 
efforts,  the  old  Isle  d'Adam  and  his  few  surviving  companions  at  last 
succeeded  in  forcing  back  the  enemy.  Fifteen  thousand  slaughtered 
Turks  filled  up  the  breach  and  the  surrounding  moats.  Still  the 
fate  of  Rhodos  was  decided  on  that  day !  The  small  band  of  de- 
voted defenders,  abandoned  by  the  warring  and  wrangling  mon- 
archs  of  Europe,  and  suffering  from  want  of  ammunition  and  vic- 
tuals, having  for  more  than  six  months  stopped  the  progress  of  the 
victorious  arms  of  Suleiman,  were  at  last  obliged  to  retire  to  the 
interior  part  of  the  town,  to  yield  up  to  the  enemy  the  Spanish 
bastion,  and  a  few  days  later  to  surrender  the  fortress  and  depart 
from  the  island. 

We  now  arrived  at  the  Athanasian  gate,  called  '  Porta  della  Vit- 
toria'  to  the  memory  of  the  brilliant  victory  which  the  Grand  Mas- 
ter Pierre  d'Aubusson  gained  there  at  the  Italian  bastion  against 


'*  Srr  tlic  riiroaicle  of  the  Knight  il'Gnf^leiiro,  in  MicHArD's  CorrekpondoDce  il*Ori0at|  VoLlT.* 
paip.  23. 
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Mesih-Pasha  on  the  twenty-eighth  of  July,  1480.  You  still  see  the 
ruins  of  the  chapel  of  the  Santa  Maria  della  Vittoria,  where  the 
Grand  Master  Villiers  de  Tlsle  Adam,  fearing  a  repetition  of  the 
attacks  on  the  less  protected  and  more  exposed  Italian  hastion, 
chose  his  head-quarters  during  the  second  siege. 

The  last  eastern  gate  in  the  Jews*  quarter,  near  the  inner  harbor,  is 
now  walled  up.  It  was  formerly  called  the  Cosquinian  gate,  (Porta 
Cosquinii,)  and  is  often  mentioned  in  the  Rhodian  war.*     On  this 

fate  the  Grand  Master  hoisted  the  flag  of  truce,  and  through  it  the 
anizaries,  6ve  days  later,  broke  into  the  city  in  spite  of  the  capitu- 
lation, and  began  their  depredations. 

Though  many  valuable  works  have  been  written  on  the  memorable 
events  at  Rhodos,  by  eye  witnesses  and  contemporaries,  as  well  as 
by  later  erudite  historians,  nevertheless  the  most  unaccountable  un- 
certainty reigns  in  the  different  narratives  as  to  the  denominations 
of  the  gates,  bastions  and  towers,  the  defensive  stations  of  the  eight 
tongues  of  the  order,  and  the  particular  incidents  during  both  the 
Turkish  wars.  Very  contradictory  views  are  to  be  found  in  the 
works  of  the  distinguished  historian  Baron  de  Hammer,  who,  al- 
though having  been  himself  on  the  spot,  supposes  the  harbors  to  be 
situated  on  the  south  of  the  city,  while  in  reality  they  lie  on  the  north 
and  north-east.  Then  he  places  the  above-mentioned  Mount  Phile- 
remos  on  the  east,  supposing  it  to  be  identical  with  the  pretty  hill 
of  the  hyacinths  [Symhylli)  and  thus  erroneously  fixes  the  Ambrosian 
gate,  from  which,  according  to  Fontanus  and  Coronelli,  the  road 
went  in  a  south-west  direction  to  Phileremos,  at  the  Cosquinian  gate 
in  the  Jews'  quarter  on  the  east  side  of  the  city. 

That  thus  the  whole  plan  of  defence  by  Baron  de  Hammer,  and 
others,  blindly  copying  him,  has  been  strangely  misplaced,  is  evident 
from  a  highly  interesting  document  by  Coronelli :  the  detailed  dis- 
tribution of  the  bastions  and  towers  among  the  eight  divisions  or 
tongues  of  the  Ordert  stating,  that  the  tongue  of  France  held  the 
right  wing  of  the  line  of  defence  from  the  high  tower  of  St.  Michel 
at  the  mouth  of  the  great  harbor,  along  the  bastion  of  St.  Pietro  and 
the  whole  western  line  of  the  walls  as  far  as  the  palace  of  the 
Grand  Masters.  Then  succeeded  the  Knights  of  Germany,  Au- 
vergne,  Aragon,  (Spain)  England,  Provence  and  Italy,  eastward 
round  the  fortress,  while  the  last  and  youngest  tongue,  that  of  Cas- 
tile-Portugal, created  in  the  year  1461,  was  intrusted  with  the 
defence  of  the  gate  of  St.  Caterina,  and  all  the  fortifications  on  the 
great  port  (Porto  di  Mandracchio.)  This  distribution  of  the  bastions 
and  consequently  the  movements  and  attacks  of  the  Turks,  coincides 
perfectly  with  all  the  accounts  of  Breydenbach,  Fontanus,  the  Che- 
valier de  Bourbon,  and  the  often  unjustly  censured  Abbd  de  Vertdt. 

Before  the  gate,  we,  according  to  our  agreement,  met  the  small 
lively  mules,  and  accompanied  by  a  Greek  agojatis,  or  driver,  trot- 
ted briskly  along  the  commodious  road,  paved  with  gravel,  to  the 

'A  TiLLAGK  EtitI  termcHl  Ccxkiiiu  (Kctrvaut)  lica  foor  miles  »outb  of  this  gate,  oa  th^  OMtern 
coa*t  of  ihe  i»laiid. 

t  RirARTiirE>rTo  delle  pobto  del  Zacosta  dal  quale  %\  comprendouo  le  fortUleazioni  di  Rodi :  Cobo- 
NELLI.paCfl  11<^. 
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beautiful  hill  on  the  south-east  of  the  city,  which  the  Turks  call 
Symhylli  (Hill  of  the  Hyacinths)  and  the  Greeks  Rhodmi  (the  Rose- 
bower.)  It  lies  two  miles  from  the  fortress,  and  is  surrounded  by 
pretty  gardeus  and  vineyards,  intermixed  with  olive  groves  and 
numerous  lemon,  orange  and  granate-trees.  Beneath  the  deep 
shade  of  the  plantains  and  fig-trees,  on  the  bank  of  a  cool  parliog 
brook,  the  lazy  Turks,  during  the  heat  of  summer,  spend  the  day 
with  their  pipes  and  coffee.  There  in  the  paradise  of  Rhodes,  na- 
ture had  just  invested  all  the  biilliant  colors  of  spring.  The  light 
green  foliage  of  the  trees  did  not  yet  afford  any  shade,  nor  were  we 
in  want  of  it,  and  the  genial  warm  and  vernal  sun  appeared  to  us  vecy 
pleasant  in  comparison  with  the  unsettled  and  rainy  winter  at  Smyrna. 

The  straggling  village,  Epanomaras,  inhabited  by  Greek  Chris- 
tians, runs  along  on  both  sides  of  the  road.  The  houses  lie  embo- 
somed in  the  gardens  and  enclosures,  and  every  where  are  the  vinei 
on  ledges  drawn  across  the  entrance,  and  thus  form  natural  avenues 
and  vaulted  alleys.  The  buildings  are  solidly  set  up  with  squared 
lime  stones  from  the  adjacent  quarries  ;  they  have  vaulted  windows 
and  projecting  battlements,  ornamented  with  small  angular  towers 
from  the  times  of  the  Knights  of  St.  John,  and  look  very  picturesqoa 
No  where  in  the  Levant  have  I  seen  such  prosperity,  cleanliness  and 
comfortable  order  among  the  Greeks  as  here  in  Rhodos,  and  on  all 
hands  the  kind  people  called  out  to  us  in  their  well-known  hospitable 
address  :  Kulibg  oqIIuib,  dqfevdddes  \     Welcome  to  you,  gentlemen! 

On  the  hill,  above  the  village,  we  dismounted  at  the  delightful 
source,  which  is  led  from  an  ancient  aqueduct  to  a  Turkish  fountain 
and  then  gushing  into  a  large,  glassy  reservoir,  refreshes  the  cmd 
and  pleasmg  spot.  High  waving  plantains  spread  their  bongbs 
over  the  elegant  mosaic  pavement  laid  out  with  white  and  black 
stones,  which  border  the  tank,  and  gaily  painted  kiosks  on  slender 
Saracenic  arches,  invite  to  enjoyment  and  repose. 

It  happened  to  be  the  festival  of  St.  Gregory,  and  as  the  Greeks, 
though  generally  very  temperate  and  abstemious  in  their  habits, 
never  celebrate  any  feast  of  their  saints  without  a  banquet,  we  met 
with  a  merry  party  from  the  neighboring  village,  who  with  song  and 
music  were  engaged  at  their  dinner.  We  were  in  a  great  hurry  to 
return  to  town,  but  still  accepted  of  the  kind  invitation  in  the  usual 
Greek  style,  to  take  coffee  and  a  pipe,  k  la  Turque,  with  them. 

Our  conversation  turned  upon  the  antiquities  found  in  the  gardens 
around.  Traces  of  the  ancient  Doric  city  of  Rhodos,  marble  altan 
with  inscriptions  and  fragments  of  columns  or  architectural  orna- 
ments, are  walled  up  in  the  buildings  and  enclosures.  In  the  adja- 
cent mountains  are  seen  ancient  quarries  and  artificial  grottos.  On 
the  west  of  the  present  city  are  considerable  ruins  of  an  aqueduct 
from  the  middle  ages,  and  at  different  places  south  of  the  gardens 
you  may  trace  the  substructions  of  those  famous  city  walls  which  suc- 
cessfully withstood  the  battering  engines  of  Demetrius  Foliorketes. 
The  Swedish  naturalist.  Professor  Hedenborg,  who  for  several  years 
has  been  established  in  the  village  Neomaras,  and  is  an  admirer  of 
antiquity,  has  opened  several  ancient  sepulchres,  and  formed  a  little 
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collection  of  vases,  sepulchral  oil-lamps  of  terra-cotta  and  the  like. 
The  villages,  Epan6mares,  Turkambela  and  Ne6maras,  extend  in  a 
semicircle  around  the  fortress,  and  are  inhabited  by  twenty  thousand 
Christians.  The  Latins  have  a  church  and  a  convent  of  Franciscans. 
In  the  fortress  live  seven  or  eight  thousand  Turks  and  three  thousand 
Jews,  and  in  the  rather  thinly  populated  villages  of  the  interior  only 
three  or  four  thousand  Greeks  and  Turks. 

With  some  reluctance  we  took  leave  of  the  good  people  on  the 
pretty  hyacinth-hill,  and  through  the  luxuriant  maze  of  the  gardens, 
rode  on  to  the  village  Turkambula,  and  the  Greek  church  of  the 
Panagia  Elemonitra,  from  the  height  of  which  a  most  beautiful  land- 
scape opened  to  our  view.  Northward,  beneath  the  hill,  lay  the 
green  enclosures  of  the  vineyards,  from  out  of  which  many  a  slender 
palm-tree  reared  its  lofty  crown.  Yonder  the  numberless  turbaned 
sepulchres  stretched  along  toward  the  walls  of  the  city.  Farther 
on  the  castle  of  the  Grand  Masters,  the  cupolas  and  minarets  of  the 
mosques,  and  the  gigantic  towers  of  the  harbors  presented  a  beau- 
tiful relief  against  the  green  mirror  of  the  sea  and  the  distant  blue 
mountains  of  Caramania. 

We  then  returned  to  the  castle,  dismissed  our  muleteer,  and 
walked  down  to  the  harbor.  The  only  remarkable  ruin  of  the  an- 
cient Doric  Rhodos  we  saw  was  the  mole  or  dyke  so  well  described 
by  Diodorus  Siculus,  which  forms  the  northern  galley-harbor 
already  mentioned.  Through  a  vaulted  gate  beneath  the  bastion 
of  St.  Pietro  we  went  northward  to  the  navy-yard,  where  at  our 
left,  on  a  round  turret,  is  seen  a  well  preserved  bas-relief,  repre- 
senting a  knight  in  complete  armor,  and  behind  a  latticed  wall  a 
number  of  fine  old  cannon,  from  the  fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries. 

Not  far  off  stands  a  large  Turkish  tshesm^,  or  fountain,  whose 
light  Saracenic  arches  rest  on  foundations  of  ancient  marble  altars. 
The  north-western  city  walls  are  high,  and  as  well  kept  up  as  the 
fortifications  on  the  interior  harbor.  They  are  without  moat  and 
out-works ;  but  being  sheltered  by  the  batteries  of  the  towers  of 
St.  Nicolaos  and  St.  Michel,  and  bravely  defended  by  the  French 
cavaliers,  they  repelled  victoriously  all  the  attacks  of  the  Turks. 

On  a  wooden  bridge  we  passed  a  canal,  which,  by  means  of  a 
subterranean  vault  from  the  interior  part  of  the  city,  opened  a  com- 
munication with  the  galley-port.  Fontauus  relates  that  during  the 
siege  traitors  in  the  city,  through  this  conduit,  sent  the  enemy  in- 
telligence about  the  losses  and  disabled  situation  of  the  garrison. 
On  this  canal  formerly  stood  a  chapel,  called  Fanum  Johannis  Co- 
lossenais,  and  this  suggested  the  idea,  that  the  famous  Colossus  of  the 
Lindian  artist  Chares,  which  was  destroyed  by  an  earthquake  in 
the  year  222  B.  C,  was  placed  across  the  canal ;  although  there 
hardly  can  be  a  doubt  that  it  stood  on  the  great  mole  at  the  entrance 
of  the  galley-harbor.* 

Opposite  to  the  palace  of  Hassan  Pasha,  the  governor  of  the 
island,  are  situated  the  ancient  dock-yards,  {Tuqaava^,)  which  now 


'TuBRis  Nicolea,  hupor  nioleni  drxtrocornu  ante  portum  admirabili  untiquitatit  arte  et  «umptii 
in  laire  projectam,  qua  ftietisce  feruot  Oolo»nm  ilium  SvHt,  etc.    Font.,  Lib.  ii. 
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appear  to  be  in  the  same  state  of  neglect  and  abandonmeDt  as  all 
such  public  establishments  of  the  Turks.  During  the  late  war  of 
independence  frigates  were  still  built  here ;  but  now-a-days  the 
wharfs  seem  to  be  abandoned,  and  only  some  small  xebecks  and 
barks  lay  in  the  yards  for  repairs  and  caulking. 

We  then  went  out  upon  the  large  mole,  so  famous  in  antiquity  for 
its  solidity  and  beauty.  Immense  blocks  form  the  base.  In  differ^ 
ent  places  columns  and  other  fragments  of  marble  from  the  ancient 
foundations  appear  on  the  sands,  which  by  the  neglifi^ence  of  the 
Turks  now  cover  the  fine  and  solid  pavement  and  firm  para- 
pets still  existing  in  the  year  1483,  according  to  the  interesting 
drawing  published  in  the  travels  of  Breydenbach.  We  passed  five 
or  six  windmills  now  standing  on  the  higher  and  less  exposed  parts 
of  it,  and  approached  the  strongest  and  most  renowned  bulwark  of 
Rhodos,  whose  gallantly-defended  walls  resisted  all  the  attacks  of 
the  Ottomans. 

This  powerful  fortress  stands  three  hundred  paces  distant  from 
the  walls  of  the  city  at  the  mouth  of  the  galley-port,  on  the  north- 
ern point  of  the  mole,  on  an  elevated  platform.  The  double  lines 
of  its  batteries  are  still  mounted  with  numerous  cannon.  On  the 
walls  of  the  circular  tower  are  seen  inscriptions  and  the  coat-of- 
arms  of  John,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  who  in  the  year  1461  furnished 
the  Grand  Master  Zacosta  with  ten  thousand  ducats  in  order  to 
finish  these  extensive  fortifications  of  the  most  important  barrier  of 
the  city.  I  wished  to  ascend  the  tower,  but  the  Turkish  sentinel  it 
the  lower  battery  ordered  us  to  stand  back,  with  the  impolite  ad- 
dress, 'Jasak  Diawri !'  (Stand  off,  you  infidels!)  This  rudeness 
the  traveller  meets  with  every  where  at  Rhodos,  where  he  cannot 
obtain  permission  to  visit  the  walls  or  other  interesting  historical 
buildings.  At  sunset  the  city  is  shut.  No  Christian  dares  to  pass 
the  night  within  the  gates,  on  penalty  of  the  bastinado  ;  and  eveo 
on  Friday,  during  the  Mohammedan  worship,  no  Greek  is  suffered 
to  appear  in  the  streets. 

When  Sultan  Mohammed  el  Fatich,  (the  conqueror,)  in  the  year 
1480',  ordered  Misih-Pasha,  with  a  hundred  thousand  Turks,  to 
Rhodos,  this  general  directed  the  whole  force  of  his  arms  against 
the  castle  of  St.  Nicolaos,  hoping  by  its  reduction  to  be  able  to  at- 
tack the  city  from  the  sea-side.  But  the  Grand  Master  Piexie 
d'Aubusson  instantly  caused  the  mole  to  be  fortified  with  breast- 
works and  barricadoes,  confided  its  defence  to  the  brave  Italitn 
knight  Fabrizio  di  Caretti,  with  a  chosen  band,  and  placed  an  am- 
buscade of  mounted  knights  and  bow-men  in  the  inner  harbor,  who 
through  the  gate  of  St.  Pietro  might  rush  forward  on  the  mole  and 
attack  the  enemy  in  the  rear,  if  he  should  attempt  a  descent  upon 
the  quay. 

The  first  assault  against  the  tower,  which  the  Turks  undertook 
from  the  sea  in  landing-boats  and  rafts  tied  together,  miscarried 
altogether,  as  a  similar  enterprise  in  antiquity  by  Demetrius  Pol- 
lorketes  on  the  same  spot.*     The  Turks  fled  in  disorder,  with  a 


*  ViDK  DuMl.  Sie.  80^  87.4W. 


1846.]  A  Bay  at  Rhodos.  409 

loss  of  seven  hundred  slain.  The  furious  Pasha  then,  on  the  nine- 
teenth of  June,  made  another  attempt  from  the  shore  against  the 
mouth  of  the  galley-port  by  means  of  an  immense  floating  bridge 
or  ponton,  artificially  constructed,  fi'om  which  his  columns  of  jani- 
zaries mounted  to  the  assault  of  the  outward  walls  of  the  tower. 
But  here  they  were  encountered  by  the  Grand  Master,  who, 
sheathed  in  steel,  himself  led  on  his  bravest  warriors.  The  Os- 
manlis  again  suffered  a  most  signal  defeat ;  two  thousand  ^yb  hun- 
dred corpses  floated  for  many  days  along  the  coast,  and  covered  all 
the  avenues  ;  and  the  Pasha,  afler  the  above-mentioned  repulse  at 
the  Gate  of  Victory  on  the  east  side  of  the  city,  was  obliged  to  raise 
the  siege  and  depart  from  the  island. 

There  on  the  spot  I  at  last  obtained  a  clear  and  complete  view 
of  those  interesting  events,  which  are  represented  very  indistinctly 
and  confusedly  by  the  modern  historians.  Both  Abb^  de  Vertdt 
and  Baron  de  Hammer  confound  the  tower  of  St.  Nicolaos  on  the 
northern  extremity  of  the  mole  with  the  ancient  tower  of  the  Sara- 
cens, or  of  St.  Michel,  on  the  right-hand  of  the  inlet  to  the  jOTeat 
harbor,  and  thus  appear  to  have  inferred  the  occupation  oi  the 
galley-port  and  out-works  by  the  Turks,  and  their  victorious  ad- 
vance to  the  inner  harbor ;  a  circumstance  which  in  itself  would 
have  been  of  the  highest  importance,  but  is  contradicted  by  all  the 
most  distinct  and  detailed  accounts  of  the  contemporaneous  histo- 
rians, the  eye-witnesses  of  the  siege. 

The  same  fault  has  been  committed  by  the  greater  part  of  mo- 
dem travellers,*  who  already  at  a  distance,  on  the  approach  to 
Rhodos  from  the  sea,  with  admiration  behold  the  high  picturesque 
Saracenic  tower,  beneath  the  batteries  of  which  they  are  going  to 
anchor,  and  pay  no  attention  at  all  to  the  more  distant  and  now  less 
imposing  tower  of  St.  Nicolaos,  which  though  of  a  far  greater  im- 
portance in  a  historical  point  of  view,  has  now  been  almost  destroyed 
by  the  fury  of  the  wars  and  the  still  more  destructive  earthquakes 
of  latter  years. 

The.  first  mentioned  tower  is  still  termed  Arab-Kylesi  (Strong- 
hold of  the  Arabs)  by  the  Turks,  who  interposed  no  obstacle, 
when,  on  our  return  to  the  great  harbor,  we  desired  to  ascend  it. 
At  present  it  serv^es  as  a  light-house.  Having  been  built  during 
the  middle  ages  by  the  Saracen  corsairs,  it  was  repaired  and  forti- 
fied by  the  Knights  of  St.  John,  after  the  conquest  of  the  island  in 
1310,  and  according  to  the  warfare  of  the  times,  furnished  with  bat- 
tering engines,  (trabocchi  and  mangani,  or  manganelle^)  and  con- 
sidered as  the  principal  defence  of  the  great  harbor,  (Porto  di 
Mandracchio,)  the  huge  chain  being  drawn  across  the  inlet  from  its 
lower  batteries  to  the  opposite  eastern  tuiTct  of  St.  John.t 

This  magnificent  quadrangular  structure,  solidly  built  with  large 
free-stones,  has  four  round  turrets  on  the  battlements  and  an  octa- 
gonal beacon  on  the  upper  platform.     On  the  south  front  is  seen 


*  Vide  Choineul-Goufficr's  *  Voynpe  Piitoreuqnp  en  Gr^oe,'  Vol.  I,  pnjfw  61.  The  «>nirra»iDf  gives 
a  fnithful  represeotatiou  of  ihp  S^racmiic  tower,  but  th**  ■uhvcription  refen  to  the '  Tour  8.  NicoIm.' 

tTHKKEFoRc  it  iM  ctUed  by  CoiioNEi.u,  Dappxb,  «nd  Uke  Bora  Mctont  aatbOTi,  *  Torre  dol 
Trabocco.'    Vkbtot  haf  •  Tour  S.  Michel.' 
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the  e8<?utcheon  of  the  Grand  Master  Guy  de  Blancbefort,  repre- 
senting two  rampant  lions  in  gules.  We  ascended  to  the  platform 
on  a  fine  stair-case  of  one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  steps,  and  en- 
joyed a  most  delightful  view  of  both  tbe  subjacent  harbors,  the  city, 
with  its  numerous  walls  and  towers,  and  all  the  charming  environs. 
The  site  of  the  ancient  Rhodos,  in  a  circumference  of  ten  miles,  en- 
closing all  tbe  modem  Greek  suburbs,  the  gardens  and  vineyards,  is 
distinctly  traced  from  this  place. 

The  sun  in  the  mean  time  set  behind  the  Cum-Bumu  ;  irom  the 
minarets  reechoed  tbe  wailing  evening-prayers  of  the  Imaums;  the 
Christians  left  the  fortress,  and  the  volume  of  dark  smoke  arising 
from  our  steamer  announced  the  moment  of  our  departure.  We 
descended,  highly  gratified  with  the  happy  hours  spent  in  this  inter- 
esting city.  On  our  arrival  on  board,  the  anchors  were  heaved,  we 
left  the  harbor,  and  standing  away  to  the  south-east  during  the  twi- 
light of  the  mild  venial  night,  passed  along  the  snow-topped  moan- 
taiqs  of  Caramania  toward  Cyprus. 


THE        WIFES  APPEAL. 

What  though,  my  love !  thy  Up  has  lott 

The  early  smile  of  youth, 
When  every  word  it  breathes  for  me 

Is  tenderness  and  truth  ? 
And  if  none  else  a  charm  can  see 

Upon  thy  care-worn  brow, 
I  loved  thee  in  the  flush  of  youth, 

But  oh !  far  better  now ! 

And  if  at  times  a  tear  will  fall. 

Thy  pallid  cheek  to  see. 
Oh  deem  not  that  thine  altered  look 

Has  grown  less  dear  to  me ; 
But  that  to  me  it  tells  a  tale 

Of  days  of  anxious  care. 
And  grief  and  toil  thou  bear'st  so  well, 

Which  I  so  fam  would  share. 

What  if  the  ones  who  at  my  side 

Launched  on  life's  fickle  sea. 
Have  gained  a  higher  lot  on  earth 

Than  I  have  shared  with  thee? 
Nor  stately  homes  nor  silken  sheen 

Can  win  from  me  a  sigh  ; 
Thine  hearU  beloved  !  is  wealth  enough 

Far  more  than  earth  can  buy ! 

Perchance  had  fickle  Fortune  smiled, 

Our  hearts  had  learned  to  roam. 
And  found  a  charm  in  wealth  and  power. 

To  win  from  Heaven  and  Home. 
But  now,  when  all  around  is  dark, 

Our  souls  at  least  are  free, 
And  trust  me,  love !  that  mine  is  ttroiig 

To  suffer  all  with  thee ! 
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Difts  hr  the  moeolM  Mrth  tt  dMd  0^  a^W  ( 
And  o*8r  its  THt  iipiiwc 
11100  ragfed  0liff  ud  flMMmtadb  iMigk^ 
At  whoee  feet  ywrm  httgd  ehisM,  whmb  depths  pnifoiiiid 

Deljr  Um  keene0t  gkawe  ^ 
And  forests  haii|r  their  gloMi  o^er  CMBcheroa0  groandi 
Where  dragons  Turk  or  prowtii^  bdisl^  #f  prey. 
Or,  hred  bj  miuA^  stsgMiit  ak. 
The  d&aeiBg  wii}«fiiev  pky# 
And  foM  th6  tmreller'eleet  t0  mm  nowteik 

*     Nor  paths  ore  seea« 
While  eiTeiy  gtopixiff  st0p  may  pinnge  Urn  down 
Seme  dai(  ravine; 
And  o'er  hli  onpiotected  beod^. 
With  fury  dread. 
Storms  burst,  winds  ho#l,aBd  thinl40(fe  toOj 
Whose  mighty  roieto  drown 
All  other  sounds,  shi^hig  tho  ectftk  «i4  dqT' 
DariK  ^rroffrlluiH  his  sool  i 
Quick  pants  his  trembttng  breath  | 
His  lightless  pathway  assms  to  li« 
Under  thoqnfFMing  wiagtof  sadden  DMitL 

Behold  the  rBinf  9mi! 
The  gloomy  monntainameft  i*  Islidsir  Ube : 
j^earoe  iathe  dafhi  haguM< 


When  m  the  forest,  rhMi  ili  tmi^mtgi 
Thejeaves  aro  glaneiHg  in  ttw  ligit,  and  thimigh 

The  vistas  openiBig  all  akteg. 
Dim  distant  lakes  and  islands  loaaf  tfa*'  flaw. 

The  mighty  msoaroh's  laya 
Pierce  through  the  lowering  fragaaMita  of  the  storm  i 
When  kmdlh«  with  a  tariff  laflsetad  Uaasr 
Away  on  hreeiy  wmp 
They  fly,  in  qnami  fiutaalk  fthn, 
like  living  thufi 
Of  golden  plQaiage,orof  nsyhaa, 
Or  anowy  white ;  aadaiM  hysidti 
like  peaoafnkdevaa^tfa^r  giidb 
Along  the  waQnn  Una. 
Or,  when  the  oaUen  otomn-eloadi  taild 
In  purple  phalaaz  their  retreating  maiakt    . 
Hia  brilliant  beame  baild  on  their  hMft  IM 
Thekive-bortiahih. 
He  iiUeth  Nataia'a  lap  ^tMtVufA ; 
He  brings  the  tender  io«f«n  la  liirlb^    - 
And  herbs,  uid siinib% and  traeatf  portly  girth  j 
Uprwaadywith  Irondrooaskill  ad^siMcf nigfat, 
Hedrawatiwli'liviigsaii. 

Through  stem  and  twig  and  Mf  mti  openhig  Uooid/ 
Stowrthdir  ikwp  mijai  wMb  MauaMiiai  Jld  fmham  » 
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Covers  the  blushing  fruit  with  downy  nap, 
^  And  with  his  warmth  he  feeds 

To  full  and  pregnant  strength  their  life-incIosing  seeds. 

In  times  of  dearth) 
When  field  and  forest  droop,  all  parched  and  brown. 
He  from  the  thirsty  earth 
In  sultry  hours 
Draws  the  thin  vapours,  and  then  drops  them  down 

In  dewy  showers. 
He  lights  thy  path,  lone  traveller,  he  cheen 

Thy  steps,  and  banisheth  thy  fears. 
These  are  his  works,  and  countless  beyond  these  ; 

And  while  they  all  reveal 
The  deepest  usee  Nature  can  require, 
.  The  grateful  mind, 
With  daily  growing  zeai. 
Throughout  the  boundless  range  forever  sees 
Unending  forms  of  beauty  to  admire, 
And  may  for  evermore  new  raptures  feel. 
New  blessings  find. 
But  if,  with  naked  eye,  thou  raise 
Up  to  his  burning  orb  thy  daring  gaze, 
He  strikes  thee  blind ! 

Dark  is  the  Godless  Earth 
To  him  who  wanders  in  its  mazy  wild 
With  eye  unlightened  by  the  second  birth ; 
High  thrones  and  powers  he  sees,  with  crime  defiled. 

And  at  their  feet 
Abysses  bottomless  of  guilt  and  wo 

Yawn  wide.    Near  by,  his  footsteps  meet 
Forests  of  old  corruptions,  wherein  lurk 
Fierce  beasts  of  prey,  that,  prowling  to  and  fro. 
Do  in  the  dark  their  deadly  woriL : 
Fanatic  wild-fires,  glowing  bright 
Where  living  waters  have  no  strength  to  flow. 

And,  dancing  o'er  the  miry  slough, 
With  baleful  influence,  like  comets  hairy. 
They  lure  to  deeper,  darker  night 

The  poor  unwary. 
Nor  rightful  paths  are  seen ; 
But  ever  close  on  either  hand  are  found 
Pitfalls,  and  snares,  and  dens  obscene. 
Where,  underground. 
Whole  broods  of  vices  hide  their  filth  away, 
To  shun  the  eye  of  day. 
And  wars  burst  forth,  with  cannon  roar 
And  falchion-stroke  ; 
Battalions  charge,  and  fall  to  rise  no  more ; 

Shouts,  shrieks  and  groans,  and  curses  high 
Mix  with  the  thundering  hoofs  of  cavalry ; 
While  all  unheeded,  through  the  battle-smoke. 
Rise  up,  in  naked  hosts. 
The  silent  ghosts ! 
Read  on  their  ghastly  corpses,  pale  and  gory, 
The  price  of  glory ! 
Oh,  Earth !  Earth !  Earth !  hast  thon  no  Friend? 
Will  this  thy  night  of  horrors  never  end  7 

Behold  the  Rising  Sun ! 
The  Sun  of  Rxobtbouinih,  who  briiifr 
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The  morning;  dawn 
With  li^ht  and  life  and  healing  in  his  wings ! 
As  in  his  conquering  might  he  marches  on, 
Adown  the  momitain's  stream  his  glorious  rays, 

Fiercing  the  clouds  of  war, 
That  roll  their  curtains  up  as  he  appears, 

And  shrink  before  his  biaze ; 
While  thunders,  storms  and  night  are  scattered  far, 
And  hopes,  like  rainbows,  beam  'mid  falling  tears. 

He  filleth  Earth  with  light; 
And,  from  its  earliest  birth,  the  tender  soul 

Drinks  in  his  outpoured  lore. 
With  ever-growing  strength  and  new  delight 
Throughout  the  whole 
Of  life°s  appointed  term. 
His  spiritual  warmth,  with  wondrous  power, 

Soft  beaming  from  above, 
Sustains  from  bud  to  leaf  the  tender  germ, 

From  leaf  to  flower, 
From  flower  to  perfect  fruit  he  makes  it  grow ; 

Nor  only  so, 
But  still,  with  holy  seed,  from  sire  to  son. 
The  stream  of  heavenly  love  flows  on. 

When,  in  this  weary  world  of  sin  and  wo. 

The  soldier  quails  before  his  ghostly  foe. 

Faints  in  the  fight  for  his  eternal  crown, 

And  Faith  can  see  no  more  Heaven's  shining  towers ; 

Pk'ayer,  like  an  unseen  vapor,  flies  aloft. 

And  soon  the  answering  times  of  soft 
And  sweet  refreshing  from  the  Lord  drop  down 
Upou  the  panting  soul  in  dewy  showers. 
He  is  about  thy  path,  about  thy  bed. 
And  though  thy  journey  lie 

Through  dangers  dread. 
Through  rivers  of  deep  waters  rolling  high. 

Through  pestilential  breaths. 
Through  snares,  fii«s,  sorrows,  and  ten  thousand  deaths. 
They  shall  not  hurt  thee  nor  come  nigh  thy  head ; 

For  He  hath  said  : 
<  Lo !  I  am  with  thee ;  be  not  thou  afraid.' 
These  are  His  works ;  and  countless  worlds  beside 
Combine  to  swell  the  immeasurable  tide. 

Here  mayest  thou  see 
The  deepest  love,  truth,  grace  and  mercy  free. 

For  man  unite, 
And  all  with  pure  and  heavenly  beauty  bright 
Here  mayest  thou  study  evermore 
With  heart  and  soul  and  mind. 
Be  filled  with  raptures  never  felt  before. 
And  ever  fiud  new  cause  to  worship  and  adore. 

Thus  Shalt  thou  fiud 
Life  in  the  Light  of  Heaven,  not  death  and  pain ; 
But  if,  with  naked  eye  profane. 

Thou  proudly  raise 
Up  to  the  Eternal  Light  thy  daring  gaze. 

He  strikes  thee  blind ! 

Canst  then  by  searching  find  out  D^mr? 
The  fringes  of  His  robe  suffice  for  thee  I 
Hb  is  Tub  Lord  ; 
And  through  His  Holy  Woid, 
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As  through  a  glaw,  hath  bid  thee  look  on  Him  : 
A  ^a88  with  Bolemn  shadows  dark  and  dim. 
With  wondrous  type  and  mystery  profoand. 
Beyond  poor  human  reason's  utmost  bound. 
With  symbols,  signs  and  prophets^  song  sublime, 
That  chaunts  the  ending  from  the  birth  of  time : 
Through  thit  behold  thy  Saviour  ;  this  supplies 
A  mystic  twilight,  meet  for  feeble  eyes. 
See  how  his  tender  love  obscures  the  blaie 

That  else  would  blast  thy  mortal  gaze  ! 
Yet  not  forever  darkling  shall  thy  sight 
Gaze  on  His  glory  who  is  Light  of  Light : 
Soon  over  thee  the  wings  of  Death  shall  pass^ 
Aud  brush  these  earth-bom  shadows  from  the  glass ; 

Then  face  to  face,  and  eye  to  eye, 
In  Heaven  thou  shalt  behold  the  Loed  of  Earth  and  Sky. 

Burlington,  Vt.,  Sept.  184C. 


THE      A  C  Q  U  A  1  N  T  A  .\  C  E      t)  F      A      NIGH  T. 


»\     ni.KJ*    VON     BPSIOAI.. 


Some  three  or  four  summers  since,  while  pursaing  a  journey  on 
horse-back  through  the  northern  part  of  Indiana,  ni^ht  closed  upon 
me  unawares,  and  I  found  myself  m  the  midst  of  the  forest,  occasion- 
ally stopping  to  listen  to  the  peals  of  heavy  thunder  that  grew  more 
near  and  frequent  as  I  advanced.  To  retrace  my  course  1  knew  vnB 
vain,  as  the  last  log-house  I  had  left  full  a  dozen  miles  behind;  so 
all  that  I  could  do  was  to  press  on,  with  a  creeping  conviction  that  I 
should  be  compelled  to  *  camp  out'  after  all. 

The  lightning  now  began  fitfully  to  reveal  the  straight  trunks  of 
the  trees  as  they  stretched  up,  without  a  branch,  like  columns,  sup- 
porting the  high  roof  of  dense  foliage  above,  which  in  the  brightest 
sunshine  scarcely  admitted  a  single  beam  of  day.  Once  in  a  while 
I  could  distinguish  the  long  howl  of  a  woif,  seemingly  in  answer 
to  the  continued  hooting  of  an  owl  that  kept  in  my  vicinity,  whe- 
ther I  rode  fast  or  slowly;  and  the  contingency  of  a  solitazy 
bivouac  in  the  Wilderness,  which  a  few  hours  before  seemed  some- 
thing agreeable  for  one  to  experience  and  tell  of,  was  but  little 
to  my  liking.  Urging  my  tired  horse  into  a  gallop,  I  hastened  for- 
ward ;  straining  my  eyes,  as  the  lightning  streanaed  across  my  path 
and  flashed  in  among  the  gloomy  recesses  that  yawned  upon  the 
bridle-path,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  some  '  clearing  ahead,  and  folly 
determined  to  proceed  until  the  storm  shoctid  in  reality  commence. 

At  last  the  wind  began  to  sigh  heavily  among  the  trees,  and  to 
reach  my  forehead  with  a  startling  coolness.  The  tree-tops  creaked 
against  each  other,  as  if  in  fear :  and  the  owl,  heretofore  my  annoy- 
ing attendant,  ceased  his  too-whoo,  apparently  awaiting  the  ap- 
proaching storm. 
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Ab  I  gallopped  on,  half  hoping,  half  despairing,  the  short  hark  of  a 
dog  caught  my  ear ;  and  in  a  few  moments  I  was  off  my  horse,  and 
tying  him  under  a  rude  shed  beside  a  log-cabin.  Those  only  who 
have  been  belated  as  I  was  can  appreciate  my  feelings  when  I  found 
myself  under  the  cover  of  that  simple  shed,  which  alone  would 
have  been  welcome.  The  log-cabin,  however,  added  something  to 
be  sure,  as  it  gave  me  hope  of  seeing  human  faces,  and  probability 
of  supper. 

The  sound  of  the  rain  rushing  down  on  the  foliage,  which  in  a 
western  forest  can  be  heard  foo*  miles,  became  more  and  more  dis- 
tinct, till  at  last,  as  the  storm' marched  on,  it  drowned  even  the  thun- 
der and  the  wind,  and  roaied  with  the  deafening  loudness  of  the 
ocean.  No  sound  can  be  more  terrific  to  one  unaccustomed  to  it, 
and  although  I  had  repeatedly  listened  to  it  before,  I  could  hardly 
divest  myself  of  the  dread  of  danger. 

After  securing  my  horse,  I  knocked  at  the  cabin,  and  was  answer- 
ed by  a  feeble  voice  bidding  me  *  come  in.'  The  dog  whose  bark 
had  apprized  me  of  shelter,  rushed  in,  as  I  opened  the  door,  and 
fawned  on  the  emaciated  form  of  a  man,  apparently  sixty  years  old, 
who  lay  in  the  centre  of  the  floor,  on  a  bed  of  deer-skins.  A  tin- 
cup,  half  filled  with  deer-fat,  from  the  top  of  which  protruded  a 
string  of  tow  which  burned  dimly,  served  as  a  lamp ;  and  as  it  sat 
upon  a  rough  bench  beside  him,  showed  the  occupant  of  the  cabin 
in  that  light  which  gives  such  effect  to  the  wild  canvass  of  Salvator 
Rosa.  The  old  man  was  evidently  in  the  last  stages  of  a  fever,  and 
as  he  rested  his  elbow  on  the  skins,  and  gazed  in  the  blaze  of  his 
singular  lamp,  there  was  something  truly  nobJe  in  the  features  and 
expression  of  his  countenance.  The  grey  hair  was  straggling  over  his 
forehead,  and  his  white  beard  told  of  long  neglect ;  but  the  bright-^ 
ness  of  his  heavily-shaded  eye,  and  the  determined  expression  of 
his  lips,  interested  me  at  once.  He  pointed  to  a  shelf,  and  bade 
me  share  his  scanty  larder ;  but  hunger  had  lefb  me,  for  I  felt  that 
I  was  with  a  dying  man. 

He  told  me  that  be  had  been  ill  more  than  a  week,  but  until  the 
night  before  had  not  considered  himself  dangerouslyso ;  yet  now 
be  had  given  up  all  hope  of  life.  In  answer  to  my  inquiry  whether 
be  wished  any  last  word  to  be  sent  his  friends,  for  I  did  not  conceal 
from  him  that  I  also  thought  his  days  were  numbered,  he  told  me 
that  he  had  no  friends  to  be  interested  in  his  fate,  and  that  there  was 
no  living  being  whom  he  loved,  except  the  poor  dog  that  lay  at  his 
side  watching  every  change  of  his  features.  The  tears  came  into 
his  eyes  as  he  spoke,  and  I  ventured  to  ask  his  history.  It  was  no 
idle  curiosity  that  prompted  me.  The  very  appearance  of  the  man 
assured  me  that  his  was  a  life  of  more  than  ordinary  suffering. 
*  Young  stranger,'  he  answered,  *  the  story  of  my  life  will  not  be 
interesting  to  you  :  it  is  perhaps,  a  common  one  in  these  western 
wilds,  where  youth  comes  with  blighted  hopes  and  a  broken  heart,  to 
seek  forgetfulness  and  to  die,  away  from  all  who  might  sympathize 
with  the  dreary  close  of  an  unprofitable  life.*  I  ureed  him  to  pro- 
ceed.    '  Well,'  said  he,  *  I  have  but  little  time  lefl,  and  1  may  as  well 
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give  you  my  history,  for  \ou  are  the  first  human  being  whom  for 
many  a  year  I  have  not  shunned  to  converse  with.  My  peace,  I  tnut, 
is  made  with  God,  and  I  have  now  no  more  to  care  for.  Forty 
years  ago/  he  proceeded,  *  my  father  died  and  lefV  me,  an  only  child, 
at  the  age  of  fourteen,  the  only,jBtay  of  my  mother.  She  was  in  ill 
health,  and  we  were  very  poor.  For  some  time  I  gained  a  scanty 
livelihood  in  the  little  New-England  village  where  we  lived  by  cul- 
tivating our  small  garden,  and  selling  the  produce  to  the  neighbors, 
who  were  ready  to  buy  of  me,  and  by  doing  little  labors  for  them  as 
occasion  offered.  At  length,  when  I  was  about  seventeen,  the  prin- 
cipal merchant  of  the  village  took  me  into  his  store,  giving  me  a 
small  compensation  for  my  services ;  and  as  I  could  thus  support  my 
mother,  and  learn  something  at  the  same  time,  I  willingly  performed 
the  duties  of  my  new  station. 

*  Nearly  two  years  passed  away,  and  I  was  receiving  an  increased 
amount  of  wages  as  I  became  more  useful,  when  suddenly  my  mo- 
ther grew  very  ill.  The  daughter  of  my  employer,  a  year  younger 
than  myself,  extremely  beautiful  and  lovely,  was  the  almost  constant 
attendant  on  her  sick  bed ;  soothing  her  by  little  kindnesses,  and 
lighting  up  her  short  pathway  to  the  grave.  Mary  had  a  sweet 
voice,  and  often  did  I  stop  of  an  evening  before  the  door  and  listen 
to  her  melody,  which  always  ceased  as  1  pressed  the  latch.  My 
mother  was  always  fond  of  music,  and  the  soft  sweet  tones  of  Mary's 
voice  appeared  to  lull  her  pain ;  and  although  she  would  often  ask 
Mary  to  sing  when  I  was  present,  yet  she  never  would.  When  the 
gate  swung  to,  however,  and  she  thought  I  was  beyond  the  sound  of 
her  carolling,  she  would  again  resume  her  singing ;  and  as  the  vibra- 
tions of  her  delicate  voice  stole  softly  through  the  half-open  window, 
I  felt  them  also  steal  into  my  heart.  I  had  seen  her  at  church  firom 
childhood,  and  had  perhaps,  admired  her,  but  not  till  I  had  seen  her 
at  the  bedside  of  poverty  did  I  dream  of  loving  her. 

'  At  last  my  mother  died,  and  I  followed  her  to  the  church-yard, 
where  she  was  buried  beside  my  father,  and  although  I '  sorrowed 
as  one  having  no  hope,'  yet  my  grief  had  some  alleviation ;  when  at 
the  grave  I  saw  Mary  steal  a  glance  at  me,  while  her  eyes  were 
dimmed  with  tears.  It  was  not  wonderful  that  the  glance  came 
like  angel-consolation,  for  it  told  me  that  I  had  yet  one  in  the  wide 
world  who  at  least  pitied  me.  But  oh !  who  can  tell  the  grief  of 
an  orphan,  even  though  Pity  offers  the  balm  of  sympathetic  tears  f 
Who  can  lift  the  veil  from  the  orphan's  breast,  and  read  the  agonj  ' 
of  his  heart  ]  Surely  not  those  who  neglect  the  poor.  Time,  the 
great  consoler,  will  blunt  the  poignancy  ot  grief,  and  heal  the  wounds 
of  sorrow.  A  few  weeks  only  had  elapsed  before  the  duties  of  my 
employment  and  my  growing  love  for  Mary,  blended  as  it  was  with 
the  remembrance  of  my  mother's  dying  bed,  had  soothed  my  heart; 
and  I  again  began  to  regard  life  with  joy  and  hopefulness. 

*I  had  never  breathed  my  love  to  Mary,  yet  every  Sabbath  afternoon 
found  us  together  in  the  church-yard,  whither  she  too  brought  flowers 
to  strew  upon  my  parents'  graves  ;  and  then,  all  through  the  lagffing 
week,  would  I  think  of  her,  and  wait  impatiently  the  Sabbath  after- 
noon. 
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'  Summer  passed  away,  and  the  autumn  came,  and  yet  we  failed 
not,  as  the  sun  sank  low  in  the  west,  to  be  in  the  church-yard  on  the 
Sabbath.  I  at  length  made  known  my  love,  and  even  now  can  well 
remember  the  afternoon.  It  was  communion  Sabbath  ;  and  not  be- 
longing to  the  church,  we  had  left  the  meeting-house  together,  for 
our  accustomed  walk  to  the  burying-ground,  which  was  situated  on 
a  hill-side  some  half  a  mile  from  the  village.  The  October  sun 
shone  warmly  on  the  hills  ;  a  robin  was  singing  on  the  great  elm  at 
the  gate  of  the  burying-ground,  among  the  yellow  leaves ;  and  far 
off,  in  the  grove  of  maples  and  beeches  on  the  hill  beyond,  the  blue- 
jays  were  screaming  and  chattering  over  their  feast  of  mast,  and 
occasionally  a  squirrel  would  perch  himself  upon  the  wall  and 
sputter  out  his  portion  of  the  general  gladness. 

Mary  loved  me  as  deeply  and  truly  as  I  could  desire,  but  expressed 
a  fear  that  her  parents  would  not  consent  to  our  union.  Lovers 
little  think  of  the  thousand  vexations  and  difficulties  that  immediately 
throng  upon  them,  especially  when  they  happen  to  be  poor.  In  the 
space  of  three  short  days,  I  had  asked  the  consent  of  Mary's  father ; 
been  scornfully  spumed  ;  and  was  again,  with  what  little  money  I 
had  saved,  returning  to  the  old  house  where  I  was  bom,  which  I  had 
rented  for  a  trifle  to  a  family  almost  as  poor  as  my  own.  Then  it 
was  that  my  heart  for  the  first  time  sank  within  me.  I  could  bear 
the  cutting  sneer  with  which  the  father  greeted  my  request  for  the 
hand  of  his  daughter,  as  he  thought  of  the  wan  and  wretched  boy 
whom  a  few  months  before  he  had  in  compassion  rescued  as  it  were 
from  the  work-house.  I  could  bear  the  crushing  and  smothering 
sense  of  poverty ;  all,  all,  until  I  entered  the  door,  where  a  kind 
mother  used  to  sit  and  welcome  me  home,  and  saw  there  the  faces 
of  strangers  to  my  childhood.  Do  not  wonder  that  I  wept,  young 
stranger ;  do  not  wonder  that  I  weep  now ;  for  the  human  heart 
knows  nothing  bitterer,  than  to  hear  in  the  hour  of  anguish  strange 
footsteps  sounding  upon  the  hearth  of  its  early  home  ! 

'  A  dreary  winter  was  that  of  my  majority,  although  I  obtained 
employment  in  a  neighboring  village,  with  a  better  compensation 
than  before.  Spring  again  returned  ;  and  once  or  twice,  on  a  Sab- 
bath, I  went  hack  to  my  native  village  to  strew  fresh  flowers  on  the 
g^ave  in  the  burying-ground ;  but  Mary  was  not  there,  and  I  went 
no  more. 

*  The  summer  again  began  to  throw  its  glories  on  the  earth,  when 
news  came  to  me  that  Mary's  father  had  failed,  and  was  already  on 
his  way  to  the  far  West.  This  came  upon  me  like  a  thunder-clap. 
I  had  heard  of  the  privations  of  the  West,  and  I  feared  for  the  wel- 
fare of  Mary,  now  that  poverty  had  numbered  her  also  among  its 
children ;  for  in  those  days  rich  men  did  not  fail  that  they  might 

gi'ow  richer.     Mr.  G was  a  proud  man,  and  cared  not  that  those 

who  had  shared  his  affluence  should  commiserate  his  reverse  of 
fortune,  and  so  chose  to  bury  himself  in  the  distant  West.  I  found 
on  again  visiting  the  village,  in  the  safe-keeping  of  a  maiden  aunt 
of  Mary's,  a  letter  from  her,  full  of  assurances  of  continued  loye, 
but  expressing  fears  that  I  had  forgotten  her;  yet  conoluding  with 
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tbe  address  of  the  new  home  which  her  father  had  chosen  in  Ohio. 
My  decision  was  in  a  moment  made  to  follow  her  and  make  her 
mine  in  the  rough  land  of  the  West;  and  selling  the  old  house  for 
more  than  it  was  worth,  thanks  to  the  generous  heart  that  bought 
it,  afler  erecting  a  plain  stone  to  the  memory  of  my  parents,  and 
strewing  for  the  last  time  fresh  flowers  upon  their  graves,  I  stazted 
for  the  West  on  horseback. 

'  It  was  a  beautiful  Sabbath  afternoon  in  the  first  week  of  autumn 
that  I  reached  the  settlement  where  Mary  lived.  The  half-ripe  com 
was  high  above  the  blackened  stumps  apd  new  fences  in  the  large 
clearing,  whose  new  log-houses,  roofed  with  bark,  by  courtesy  were 
termed  a  village ;  but  as  yet  the  forest  beyond  was  pathless,  save 
to  the  hunter  and  the  Indian,  who  still  remained  upon  the  borders 
of  civilization,  a  daring  and  wily  enemy. 

*  The  log-house  pointed  out  to  me  as  Mr.  G.'s  was  just  on  the 
edge  of  the  forest,  a  little  apart  from  the  rest,  and  to  approach  it  I 
passed  near  the  burying-gi'ound,  which  even  then  was  peopled  with 
a  score  of  graves,  although  the  settlement  had  been  made  but  a 
couple  of  years  before.  A  female  was  there  alone,  with  a  bunch 
of  wild-flowers  in  her  hand.  She  turned  as  the  noise  of  my  horse's 
tread  attracted  her  attention,  and  turning  pale  as  a  winding-sheet, 
fell  to  the  earth.  I  was  instantly  at  her  side  ;  and  then  we  met,  by 
a  singular  coincidence,  in  the  place  allotted  to  the  dead,  nearly  a 
thousand  miles  from  whera  we  first  told  our  loves,  and  parted,  a 
year  before. 

'  I  attended  her  home,  and  her  father  shook  my  hand  in  silence, 
while  a  tear  stood  in  his  already  sunken  eye.  Mrs.  G.  appeared 
glad  to  see  me,  but  the  hectic  flush  was  on  her  cheek,  and  told  too 
plainly  that  care  had  done  its  work.  The  next  Sabbath  was  fixed 
upon  for  our  wedding ;  and  when,  as  the  sun  sank  into  the  forest, 
we  kissed  each  other  good  evening,  and  I  sought  the  dwelling  of  a 
neighbor  who  could  provide  both  for  myself  and  jaded  horse,  I 
thought  that  poverty  and  former  disappointment  were  nothing. 

*  Hitherto  the  colonists  had  been  unmolested  by  the  Indians,  though 
fro^  time  to  time  they  had  been  alarmed  by  the  reports  which  the 
hunters  gave,  that  their  deadly  foe  was  prowling  about  in  the  vi- 
cinity, ready  to  attack  them  at  the  first  unguarded  moment ;  but  as 
yet  nothing  certain  was  known,  and  the  repeated  warnings  passed 
by  with  but  momentary  heed.  Tired  as  I  was  by  my  journey,  that 
night  I  could  hardly  close  my  eyes ;  and  when  I  did,  strange  images 
danced  before  them,  giving  me,  although  not  superstitious,  an  unde- 
fined yet  dread  presentiment  of  evil.  At  last  I  fell  asleep,  and 
toward  morning  was  awakened  by  the  blowing  of  horns  and  the 
cry  of  '  The  Indians !'  I  feel  even  now  the  shudder  which  seised 
me  when  I  arose,  and  hastily  throwing  on  my  clothes,  looked  out 
of  the  window  of  the  lofl  in  which  I  slept,  and  saw  a  bright  blaze 
in  the  direction  of  Mary*s  house.  Jumping  down  the  ladder  which 
led  to  my  apartment,  and  disregarding  the  cries  of  the  half-crazed 
females  and  children,  who  begged  me  to  remain  and  protect  them, 
I  flew  in  the  direction  of  the  light.     I  heard  rifle  shots  as  I  ap- 
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proached,  and  you  can  imagine  my  horror  when  I  found  the  dwell- 
ing which  I  had  left  a  few  hours  before,  half  burned  down,  and 
heard  hoarse  whispers  among  the  coloniste  that  its  inmates  had  all 
been  murdered  !  I  knew  nothing  of  what  transpired  afterward, 
until  by  the  too  certain  light  of  the  morning  sun  I  saw  three  skele- 
tons, all  whitened  by  the  fire,  lying  in  the  ashes.  That  of  the 
father  lay  in  the  door- way,  with  the  blade  of  a  tomahawk  still  re- 
maining in  the  skull.  The  others  I  had  not  the  courage  to  approach. 
Many  were  the  sobs,  some  of  grief  but  most  of  fear,  when  their 
bones  were  consigned  to  the  earth  on  the  following  afternoon,  in  the 
little  grave-yard.  From  that  day  I,  who  had  always  till  then  been 
mild  and  forgiving,  was  changed.  Deep  hate  and  desire  of  revenge 
took  possession  of  my  heart.  Day  after  day  and  week  after  week 
I  practised  with  the  rifle,  until  I  was  as  sure  of  my  aim  as  the  ve- 
teran hunters  themselves;  and  although  that  was  the  last  hostile 
visit  the  Indians  ever  made  to  the  settlement,  yet  for  years  I  hung 
upon  their  hunting-trails,  sometimes  hundreds  of  miles  from  the 
most  western  settlement,  picking  off  one  by  one  those  who  ventured 
at  a  distance  from'  the  larger  war  or  hunting  parties.  Eight  years 
ago  I  built  this  log-hut,  and  have  remained  here  ever  since,  with  no 
companion  but  this  dog.  The  horrible  sin  of  which  I  have  been 
guilty  is,  I  trust,  pardoned  by  that  One  who  knows  the  motives  of 
the  heart.  My  story  has  been  long,  but  I  have  done.  God  bless 
you,  stranger,  and  make  your  life  less  miserable  than  mine !' 

Here  the  old  man  sank  back  exhausted  upon  his  couch  of  skins, 
and  for  a  while  seemed  to  slumber.  My  own  eyes  were  heavy,  and 
I  half  dreamed,  thinking  over  his  story;  when  he  suddenly  roused 
up,  stared  at  me  fixedly,  a  shudder  seized  him,  '  Maiy  !*  was 
breathed  hurriedly  from  his  rigid  lips  ;  he  again  fell  back,  and  I  was 
alone  with  the  dead  ! 

Those  who  cannot  feel  may  talk  of  the  passage  of  the  soul  from 
earth,  as  a  light  matter,  and  may  sneer  at  the  dread  we  have  in  be- 
holding the  lifeless  body  and  the  glazed  eye  ;  but  I  do  not  blush  to 
own  that  I  am  always  struck  with  fear.  The  raven  will  always 
flap  his  gloomy  wings  over  the  bier,  although  the  butterfly  rests, 
poised  in  the  sunshine,  upon  the  funereal  urn. 

While  I  knelt  beside  the  corpse  the  storm  had  gradually  died 
away,  and  the  lessening  peals  of  the  now  distant  thunder,  or  the 
occasional  falling  of  some  heavy  limb  in  the  forest,  only  made  the 
loneliness  of  that  night  the  more  dreary.  At  length  the  morning 
came,  and  leaving  the  faithful  dog  beside  the  body  of  his  master,  1 
mounted  my  horse  and  retraced  my  nde  of  the  night  before.  At 
noon  I  had  returned  with  three  or  four  kind-hearted  settlers,  and 
when  the  sun  had  slowly  marched  half  way  from  his  meridian 
toward  the  green  line  of  the  west,  he  looked  down  upon  the  grave 
of  the  subject  of  my  narrative. 

The  few  articles  which  furnished  the  cabin  I  distributed  among 
those  who  had  assisted  in  the  last  offices  of  the  dead,  allotting  the 
heavy  rifle  and  belt  to  the  youngest  of  the  party.  The  only  thing 
which  I  cared  to  possess  was  a  small  clasp  Bible,  very  old  and  worn. 
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On  the  fly-leaf  was  written,  in  a  round  handsome  hand,  '  Lizzy ^ 
from  her  husband,  June  15th,  1782 ;'  and  a  little  lower  on  the  page, 
in  trembling  characters,  'Philip  Morton,  frvm  Mm  affectionate  mother ;' 
and  again  under  this,  in  the  same  trembling  writing,  '  God  of  the 
widow,  be  thou  with  her  child  /' 

That  mother  and  son  are  now  together,  in  the  far-off  land  of 
spirits,  where  the  God  to  whom  she  addressed  her  trustful  prayer 
smiles  more  nearly  and  perchance  more  tenderly  than  here,  in  this 
'  vale  of  tears.' 


DARK        AND        LIGHT 


Bl     O.     D.     rXRRTB. 


<  HuBU,  my  chfld ; 
The  sound  you  hear  is  the  night-wind  wild ! 

Nothing  of  fear 

Can  visit  you  here  ; 
Here,  in  a  m^ther^s  protecting  arms, 
Heed  not  and  fear  not  the  night's  alarms.' 


'  Hark,  it  sings ! 
Mother,  I  see  the  spirit's  wings  ; 

Its  plumage  bright 

Dazzles  my  sight. 
And  I  hear  its  chanting,  soft  and  low ; 
Mother,  it  calls  me,  and  I  must  go !' 


*  Hush,  my  child ; 
The  sound  you  hear  is  the  night-wind  wild  ; 

The  storm  is  high 

And  the  flashing  sky 
Lightens  the  room  with  a  fearful  glare ; 
But  no  spirit-wing  can  impress  the  air.' 


*  Hark,  again ; 
The  spirit's  sweet  music  I  hear  as  plain 

As  the  thunder-peal ; 

And  I  'm  sure  I  feel 
Its  pinions  pass  o'or  my  aching  hrow  ; 
Mother,  I  must  not  hnger  now.' 


*  Hush,  my  child ; 
The  sound  you  hear  is  the  night-wind  wild  I 

The  awful  form 

Of  the  raging  storm 
Is  the  only  vision  I  see  to  dread. 
And  it  cannot  come  to  thy  sheltered  head* 
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*  Hark,  once  more, 
It  sings  again  as  it  sung  before ; 
It  bids  me  away 
And  I  must  not  stay ; 
Mother,  farewell !  I  fly,  I  fly, 
On  its  beautiful  wings  to  the  far-off'  sky.' 


'  Hush,  my  child : 
The  sound  you  hear  is  the  night-wind  wild  \ 

'T  is  almost  done 

Oh,  my  son  !  my  son  !* 
And  the  mother  wept,  for  she  could  not  see 
The  angel  form  that  set  him  free. 
BrngalQ,  N.  T. 


STRAY     THOUGHTS     ON     ORATORY. 


Br     ▲      K«W     CONTRIBUTOR. 


At  that  early  period  in  human  affairs  wheti  th6  social  relation 
began  to  merge  in  the  political,  when  families  expanded  into  tribes, 
as  the  young  shoot  branches  into  the  stately  tree,  the  vast  field  of  em- 
bryo literature  was  as  yet  unbroken  by  a  single  furrow.  Then,  how- 
ever, and  before  the  art  of  writing  was  widely  diffused,  and  its  bene- 
fits properly  understood,  that  branch  of  literature  since  filled  by  his- 
tory began  to  be  supplied  in  a  very  rude  and  imperfect  manner 
by  oral  poetry,  which  is  naturally  the  first  direction  of  literary  effort. 
We  say  naturally;  for  that  men  should  place  upon  record  the 
memory  of  their  predecessors,  was  a  natural  impulse,  and  one  likely 
to  be  felt  before  political  cares  had  arisen  to  engross  the  mind.  In 
the  absence  of  writing,  or  while  that  art  was  in  its  infancy,  the  per- 
manency it  afforded  had  to  be  sought  elsewhere,  and  the  adapted- 
ness  of  poetry  to  please  and  interest ;  the  facility  of  retaining  it  in 
the  memory,  added  to  the  poetic  temperament  which,  in  its  purity, 
lies  inherent  in  uncivilized  nature  ;  all  coincided  to  induce  the  choice 
of  the  rude  ballad  as  the  substitute  for  an  art,  the  capabilities  of 
which  were  for  the  future  to  develope.  Music  also,  whose  strains 
are  so  fraught  with  rapture  to  the  savage  heart,  must  always,  in  a 
barbarous  age,  call  in  the  aid  of  poetry  to  give  it  utterance.  The 
war  song,  the  hymn  to  the  gods,  and  the  traditional  bcdlad,  were 
thus  the  germs  of  a  vegetation  whose  luxuriance  has  since  over- 
spread the  wide  field  of  literary  culture. 

But  it  was  only  a  small  portion  of  that  field  that  the  capacities  of 
poetry  were  calculated  to  embrace.  The  memories  of  the  past 
must  give  way  to  the  emergencies  of  the  present.  The  paean  of 
victory  could  not  be  sung  till  the  war  council  nad  planned  the  battle  : 
and  here  we  find  the  earliest  traces  of  that  Oratory  which  was  des- 
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tincd  to  bold  unhoundod  sway  over  the  popular  heart.  As  the  rude 
principles  of  public  declamation  by  slow  and  natural  degrees  devel- 
oped themselves  into  an  art,  an  instrument  was  discovered  by  which 
mind  could  be  brought  extensively  into  contact  with  mind  ;  by  which 
intelligence  could  be  widely  communicated ;  by  which  the  will,  the 
feelings,  the  fortunes,  the  very  destiny  of  the  mass  could  be  subjected 
to  a  single  intellect.  This  was  the  first  great  step  toward  the  en- 
lightenment of  the  race. 

From  the  fact  just  stated,  that  this  was  the  only  vehicle  of  an  ex- 
tensive interchange  of  thought,  we  derive  the  true  estimate  of  its 
importance  to  the  ancients,  and  the  true  secret  of  its  power.  Yet, 
however  powerful  an  agent  it  may  at  any  time  have  b«en  in  direct- 
ing and  enlightening  the  public  mind,  if  we  wish  correctly  to  guage 
its  capacity  for  influence,  we  must  remember  that  it  is  only  an 
agent  —  a  means  for  accomplishing  a  certain  end  ;  and  that  when 
other  means  are  discovered,  better  adapted  for  the  same  purpose,  its 
potency  must  end,  and  the  halo  with  which  success  has  surrounded 
it,  fade  away.  It  is  only  by  keeping  in  view  this  fact  that  we  can 
solve  the  problem,  *  Why  has  oratory  lost  its  influence  V  a  problem 
which  seems  to  have  puzzled  the  minds  of  our  greatest  modem  ora- 
tors, while  the  fact  involved  in  it  has  utterly  blasted  their  ambidouB 
hopes. 

All  who  know  any  thing  of  ancient  nnd  of  modem  history,  and 
who  have  labored  to  bo  benefitted  by  that  knowledge,  must  have 
often  been  impressed  with  the  change  that  has  been  effected  in  tlie 
sphere,  the  power,  and  the  results  of  this  art.  When  we  look  back 
through  the  misty  shades  of  twenty  centuries  to  the  time  when  the 
Roman  Forum  resounded  with  the  accents  of  eloquence,  and  the 
Republic  was  governed  by  its  voice  ;  to  the  time  when  the  thunden 
of  Demosthenes  shook  the  city  of  the  Violet  Crown,  and  caused  even 
a  Philip  to  pause  and  tremble,  then  we  see  what  has  been  its  power. 
When  we  view  the  philosophers  and  sages  of  old,  surrounded  by 
groups  of  disciples,  discoursing  in  the  shady  grove  of  the  academy, 
conversing  in  the  gardens  of  Epicurus,  disputing  in  the  market- 
place with  Socrates  ;  when  we  find  that  philosophy,  economy, 
morality,  politics,  were  not  learned  out  of  books,  but  taught  by  the 
persuasive  strains  of  oratory,  then  we  learn  how  wide  has  been  its 
sphere.  And  when  we  barely  consider  what  advances  in  knowledge 
of  all  kinds  were  rlTected  in  the  ancient  commonwealths,  remem- 
bering at  the  same  time  that  they  were  so  effected  without  the  mate- 
rial aid  of  written  literature,  then  we  first  obtain  a  just  idea  of  the 
vastness  of  its  results.  }3ut  when  we  come  back  to  our  own  day 
and  see  the  oratorial  ait  almost  wholly  superseded  as  a  means  of  in* 
struction ;  when  in  the  pulpit  we  see  its  most  earnest  and  touching 
voice  unsuccessful  in  producing  emotion  ;  when  in  the  senate  we 
listen  to  arguments  of  power  clothed  in  words  of  eloquence  worthy 
of  ancient  days,  and  yet  unrewarded  by  the  change  of  a  single  vote ; 
then  we  cannot  fail  to  acknowledge  that  the  art  has  had  its  day. 
Rome  is  not  the  less  fillen  that  its  rulers  still  hold  sway  over  a  few 
square  miles  and  some  thousands  of  inhabitants.     The  night  is  night 
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no  less  that  a  host  of  stars  are  striving  to  mitigate  its  darkness.  So 
oratory  is  not  less  the  shadow  of  a  departed  substance,  that  some 
traces  of  its  past  greatness  still  remain.  Its  sun  has  set.  Its  warm- 
ing and  vivifying  power  has  departed,  and  a  radiance  remains  whose 
only  effect  is  to  illumine  what  it  cannot  enliven  ;  to  shine  with  a  cold 
and  unimpassioned  light  which  has  no  power  to  fructify  or  create. 

And  now  to  explain  this  change,  keeping  in  view  the  fact  that 
oratory  can  be  only  valuable  and  only  powerful  as  a  means  of  im- 
parting thought,  we  inquire,  has  there  come  into  use  no  other  means 
of  superior  fitness  for  this  purpose,  whose  introduction  has  super- 
seded the  Mercurian  gift  ]  The  answer  at  once  presents  itself. 
Printing  has  wrought  the  revolution.  In  it  we  find  the  secret  of  the 
important  change.  In  order  to  see  this  the  more  clearly,  let  us  ap- 
proach it  gradually. 

Public  speaking  and  public  writing  are  sister  arts.  Each  has  the 
human  mind  for  its  subject,  and  each  for  its  object  the  communica- 
tion of  thought.  The  point  in  which  of  old  they  widely  differed, 
was,  that  while  the  benefits  of  writing  could  be  enjoyed  but  by  a 
few,  those  of  oratory  were  adapted  to  the  mass,  and  no  preparatory 
culture  was  required  for  their  reception.  The  man  of  earnest  but 
silent  thought  then  as  now  gave  utterance  to  his  conceptions  in  a 
book  ;  but  none  profited  by  them  but  such  as  were  at  once  wealthy 
and  learned.  The  multitude  were  precluded  from  their  benefits,  for 
they  could  no  more  procure  books  than  use  them  when  obtained. 

This  situation  of  things  gave  oratory  an  immeasurable  advantage. 
Through  books  but  few  minds  could  hold  communion,  while  the 
▼oice  of  the  public  speaker  was  a  book  to  every  member  of  the 
commonwealth.  Down  to  the  invention  of  printing,  the  scarcity 
of  books  laid  the  world  under  contribution  to  his  art.  Not  only 
was  this  the  case  in  all  the  departments  wherein  oratory  now  works 
its  vain  though  earnest  work,  but  the  entire  course  of  education 
during  the  middle  ages  consisted  essentially  of  a  vast  system  of 
collegiate  lectures;  a  system  which  the  practice  of  centuries  so 
deeply  rooted  that  it  flourished  in  full  vigor  after  the  necessity 
which  gave  it  birth  had  passed  away,  and  the  mere  force  of  usage 
has  transplanted  it  on  the  western  side  of  the  Atlantic.  But  the 
invention  of  printing  gave  matters  an  aspect  entirely  new.  By  its 
aid  the  writer  was  enabled  to  spread  his  thoughts  as  widely  as  his 
rival.  Books  soon  forced  their  way  into  every  village  and  ham- 
let, and  were  found  at  every  fire-side.  The  vast  stores  of  wisdom 
that  had  lain  buried  in  monastic  cells  or  treasured  in  stately  castles 
were  exhumed  and  scattered  like  autumn  leaves  before  the  wind 
to  every  corner  of  the  land.  Thenceforth  books  were  the  vehicle 
of  knowledge,  and  the  power  of  the  orator  was  on  its  wane. 

It  was  the  destiny  of  printing  not  merely  to  rival  but  to  eclipse. 
Oratory  had  long  reigned  supreme  and  absolute,  and  now  a  rule 
no  less  supreme,  no  less  unlimited,  was  to  be  exercised  by  the  reno- 
vated art.  The  superior  advantages  of  books  were  not  slow  in  de- 
veloping themselves.  The  man  who  sought  for  instruction  was  no 
longer  driven  to  seek  it  in  the  dense  and  tumultuous  crowd,  where 
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abstracted  attention  was  impossible,  and  even  thought  proved  a 
weary  labor.  Nor  was  he  longer  obliged  to  rely  on  uiat  imperfect 
memory  whose  confused  and  haltine  action  had  so  often  betrayed 
him.  At  his  own  fireside  and  in  his  own  silent  chamber  he  now 
listened  to  a  voice  which,  at  each  renewed  invocation,  repeated  to 
him  the  same  truths,  till  they  became  part  and  parcel  of  his  being. 
In  perfect  quietness  he  could  ponder  on  them  at  his  will.  No 
longer  hurried  from  one  ha^ty  glimpse  to  another  of  ideas  which 
he  had  not  time  to  dwell  upon  long  enough  to  examine,  he  could 
now  leisurely  give  each  its  proper  weight,  and  contemplate  it  in 
all  its  bearings.  And  here  was  wrought  another  revolution  in  lite- 
rature, which  merits  a  distinct  consideration. 

The  oral  method  of  exchanging  ideas  is  unsuited  to  the  develop- 
ment of  abstract  truth.  If  it  be  not  impossible,  at  least  it  is  cer- 
tainly not  the  gift  of  one  man  in  a  thousand,  to  be  able  to  reason 
orally  with  the  same  order,  perspicuity  and  absolute  correctnesB 
that  he  would  employ  in  arguing  on  paper.  Much  less  can  he  who 
replies  to  an  argument  whose  course  he  is  obliged  to  follow  by  the 
ear,  do  so  with  the  same  satisfactory  conclusiveness  as  if  he  had  die 
argument  before  his  eyes.  It  is  evident  therefore  that  where  con- 
troverted points  are  sought  to  be  settled  by  the  force  of  reason, 
oratory  is  not  the  best  instrument  for  that  purpose.  The  constant 
appeals  to  the  feelings,  prejudices  and  sympathies,  the  perverted 
eloquence,  all  the  sinister  appliances  of  the  oratorical  art,  unfit  it 
for  the  grave  solution  of  the  question,  '  What  is  Truth  V 

The  fact  we  are  about  to  call  to  mind  we  allude  to  for  two  pur- 
poses :  first,  to  establish  the  correctness  of  what  has  just  been  said, 
and  also  to  show  how  greatly,  in  ancient  times,  even  the  defects  of 
oratory  influenced  the  corresponding  art.  No  person  can  have 
paid  much  attention  to  the  classics  without  having  noticed  the  mise- 
rable character  of  Greek  and  Roman  logic ;  the  former  in  particu- 
lar. The  writings  of  their  philosophers  and  the  repoited  speeches 
of  their  orators  abound  with  palpable  sophisms,  inconsequential 
reasoning,  argumcnta  ad  Iwmincrn,  and  the  like.  And  this  was  the 
precise  trait  certain  to  attacli  itself  to  a  literature  in  whicb  oratory 
took  the  lead.  What  else  could  be  expected  where  the  public 
speaker  taught  men  to  cover  a  weak  argument  with  a  well-rounded 
sentence,  and  get  rid  of  a  troublesome  objection  by  a  brilliant  sar- 
casm 1 

As  it  has  already  been  hinted,  the  multiplication  of  books  sub- 
jected logic  to  a  more  rigid  scrutiny,  and  established  for  it  a  higher 
standard.  Fallacies  that  escaped  detection  in  the  hurry  and  glitter 
of  a  speech,  could  not  lie  unexposed  under  the  calm  observation  of 
a  thoughtful  reader.  Errors  that  had  misled  the  world  for  ages, 
now  brought  to  the  touchstone  of  cautious  reflection,  were  exploded 
at  once  and  forever.  The  purposes  of  truth  were  subserved  by  the 
necL;S:>ity  which  was  imposed  upon  authors  to  avoid  error ;  and  of 
course  the  consequence  was  that  the  great  mass  was  furnished  with 
a  purer  mental  aliment. 

One  revolution  is  the  precursor  of  another.     Books  akme  woald 
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never  have  brought  about  the  entire  change  We  have  been  examin- 
ing; but  books  are  not  the  only  result  of  printing.  There  was 
wanted  a  medium  to  spread  current  intelligence ;  to  explain  the 
movements  and  to  discuss  the  questions  of  the  day ;  to  lead  the 
public  mind  to  just  conclusions  on  every  passing  topic  that  involved 
the  physical,  intellectual,  moral  or  political  welfare  of  mankind. 
And  in  our  newspapers  and  other  periodicals  this  medium  has  been 
found.  To  this  more  than  to  any  other  single  cause  is  owing  the 
decline  of  oratory.  From  these  sources  men  of  all  classes  and 
conditions  form  their  opinions ;  and  when  formed,  no  tongue  of 
man  has  art  to  change  them.  Thus  it  is  that  we  continually  see 
political  oratory  employed  in  vain,  whether  addressed  to  legislators 
or  their  constituents  ;  the  rare  exceptions  only  illustrating  the  rule. 
It  is  employed  in  vain,  because  conviction  has  followed  quiet  thought 
upon  information  derived  from  other  quarters. 

There  is  one  exception  to  the  general  principle  that  oratory  has 
been  wholly  superseded.  It  is  found  iti  the  oratory  of  the  bar.  But 
while  it  is  such  an  exception,  it  is  likewise  a  strong  confirmation  of 
the  truth  of  the  Causes  we  have  assigned  in  explanation  of  the 
principle  itself.  This  branch  of  the  art  still  maintains  its  position, 
Decause  literary  changes  have  been  extrinsic  to  its  field  of  opera- 
tion. The  facts  and  circumstances  which  go  to  make  up  each  par- 
ticular controversy  between  man  and  man  are  not  sucn  as  can  be 
the  subject  of  previous  knowledge,  and  the  ground  of  conviction  in 
the  minds  of  those  to  whom  this  sort  of  oratory  is  addressed. 
Moreover,  the  law  applicable  to  such  facts  and  circumstances  is  in 
a  great  measure  unknown  to  the  auditory  who  are  to  apply  it,  until 
laid  before  them  by  the  speaker  himself.  In  all  respects  therefore 
a  different  rule  governs  this  branch  of  the  art  from  tnat  applicable 
to  it  as  a  whole.  The  very  nature  of  things  in  this  case  prevents 
the  utility  of  declamation  from  ceasing  to  exist,  and  it  will  remain 
a  surviving  branch,  and  as  far  as  we  can  see,  the  only  one,  of  an 
immense  system,  which  in  past  days  wielded  the  wliole  power,  and 
covered  the  whole  field  of  literary  effort. 
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•POH      PODOK'. 


*  Here  AmOTAROHUfl  usd !'  (a  pregnant  phrase. 
And  greatly  hackneyed,  in  his  earthly  dayi, 
By  thoee  who  saw  him  in  his  mandlin  scenes. 
And  those  who  read  him  in  the  magazines.) 
Here  Aribta&chus  lies,  (nay,  never  smile,) 
Cold  as  his  muse,  and  stiffer  than  his  style ; 
But  whether  Bacchus  or  Minerva  claims 
The  crusty  critic,  all  conjecture  shames ; 
Nor  shall  the  world  know  which  the  mortal  liny 
Excessive  genius  or  ezceasive  gin ! 
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FANTASY 


VBOlf   TBB  WOBWBZOLAJI  ;   fiOHB    tWTO   RUSX  BKOLIBH  WITH  ILI.UBTBA.TITB  MA&OXVAZ.  VOTBB;   WHSOB 

▲OOORDXMO  TO  TBB  MOST  AFPRO-VBS   MODERN  rARBTOM.  MAT  WITH   BftOAI.  ASTAJI- 

TAOB  BB  BtTBBR  RBAD  OR  OMITTBS. 


Aa  old  ITorvBlgUB  Student,  ia  the 
dead  of  nifbt,  Mated  at  a  table  covered 
with  Ulamiaated  hooks  and  maooscripta, 
flode  hialmagiaaUon  auddenly  occupied 
and  oTerpowered  by  the  VUlon  of  hie 
beautiful  young  Mistreae ;  and  after  •eT> 
•ral  atteinpta  to  diapelthe  auppoeed  hal- 
ludDaUoo,  tboa  renuwatnitea  with  her. 


Be  cootinuee  hie  remonetranoe  in 
Mch  terms  as  to  make  it  inferable  that 
the  pestilent  Toung  enchantress  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  afflicting  this 
worthT  gentleman  at  night ;  both  when 
be  wsiked  abroad,  and  as  he  lay  upon 
bis  couch  with  a  mooo-beara  in  the 
apartment;  a  ray  which  she  appears  to 
haTe  occupied  with  a  WUdemces  of 
Beaatf. 


Why  dost  thou  corae  and  plant  thy  face 

Betwixt  my  page  and  me  ? 
When  I  would  fain  the  legend  trace, 

The  Book  holds  nought  but  Thee ! 

Why,  in  the  stillness  of  the  night, 

When  even  Echo  sleeps 
Along  the  silvery  mountain-height, 

And  Earth  its  dewdrops  weeps 

In  secret — say,  why  dost  thou  seem. 

Noiseless  and  shadowless, 
To  glide  within  the  moon's  gay  beam 

And  on  my  fancy  press  ? 


This  stanza  coutalns  an  Ellipais, 
which,  however  barbarous  it  may  to 
some  ears  appear  in  English,  is  quite 
permlsiible  in  the  Norweigian. 


Peoplmg  the  magick  of  her  light 
With  all  thy  l^auties  rare  ?  , 

And  making  Night,  than  day  more  bright, 
As  thou,  than  day,  art  fair  ? 


He  ventores  to  ask  her:  if  She 
kBOWs  she's  out?  — and,  if  so,  whe- 
ther she  is  sensible  of  the  Rapture  that 
hmi  presence  transfusee  throughout 
•very  pulsation  of  bis  being. 


Know'st  thou  these  wanderings  of  thine  ? 

Know'st  thou  the  Extacy 
Of  Joy,  the  Ravishment  divine. 

That,  trembling,  watches  Thee  ? 


He  reallus  her  eloee  approach  ;  and      Know'st  thoO  thy  lov'd,  thy  bright  apprOftCh  T 

k  now  satisfied,  as  he  fondly  imagines, 
that  it  Is  indeea  and  in  truth,  his  own 
blessed  living  beautiful  young  Mistress 
that  listens  to  his  worde^ 


And  that  those  lips ;  that  beam 
Of  Joy  ;  now,  on  my  sight,  encroach  ?  — 
Oh  thou  dost  live,  not  *  seem  !* 


Here  a  pause  enenes,  and  do  reply 
coming  from  the  young  Lady,  the  old 
atudent  begins  to  reason  ;  and  then  he- 
roically scolds  himself  for  having  been 
led  astray  by  the  Vision  that  wdks  in 
sUver  light. 


Fool !  't  is  the  Vision  in  thine  heart 
That  plays  upon  thy  sight ! 

That  to  the  Book  doth  life  impart ! 
That  walks  m  SUver  light ! 


He  counsels  himself,  by  a  figure  taken 
from  the  Pall  of  the  Moon-beam,  to 
greater  consistency  of  action  and  of 
thought,  leat  his  mind  should  be  alto- 
gether loet. 


The  beam  that  clothes  the  ivied  Tower 
Falls  shattered  on  the  Wave ! 

Oh  let  thy  Mind  resume  its  power 
Whilst  thou  hast  aught  to  save  ! 


The  last  atansa  exhibits  the  sad  con- 
viction, that  he  has  hera  misled  ;  ar> 
rives  at  the  unpalatable  eoofesaion  of 
bis  age  ;  and  expresses  an  apprehensluu, 
ikice  the  brigbmeas  of  the  moon  con- 
tains no  more  Ufe  than  that  of  armour, 
be  mar  already  have  beoome 
\  tM  opptr  Morj. 


There 's  nought  betwixt  the  page  and  thee ! 

The  moon  hangs  sheen  and  cold ; 
The  maiden  sleeps,  all  Fancy-free ; 

Whiles  thou — art  craz'd  and  old ! 


lOKV    WaUBBSU 
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IV    AN     KP18TI.*    TO     Tn«     ■DITOB. 


Prescription  has  granted  to  old  men  the  privilege  of  talking, 
and  enjoined  on  their  juniors  the  duty  of  listening  to  them  respect- 
ftilly.  As  I  claim  to  b^  one  of  the  former  class,  and  have  listened 
for  many  years,  Mr.  Knickerbocker,  to  your  agreeable  discourse 
with  feelings  of  great  pleasure,  I  consider  myself  in  some  measure 
entitled  to  ask  you  to  attend  to  mine  at  any  odd  moment  when  you 
may  chance  to  have  no  better  employment  upon  your  hands. 

I  live  in  a  smart,  bustling  little  village,  which  is  nothing  like  the 
Idlebergs  and  such-like  places  that  have  been  immortalized  in  your 
Magazine.  It  is  not  far  from  New-York,  and  has  an  easy  summer 
communication  with  your  city ;  a  circumstance  which,  though  it  does 
not  occasion  its  active,  business  character,  yet  much  increases  it. 
The  new  cut  of  dress-coats  is  hardly  a  week  earlier  with  you  than 
with  us,  and  of  course  the  latest  style  of  a  lady's  habit  here  is  scarce 
half  that  time  behind  you.  We  consider  ourselves  not  a  moment 
'  behind  the  age.'  The  news  you  read  at  breakfast  we  digest  at  din- 
ner.    We  have  our  baths,  lectures,  and  libraries  ;  our  societies 

Ah !  I  do  n't  know  how  far  I  should  have  run  on  in  general  terms 
if  I  had  not  met  with  that  word  *  societies.*  My  object  at  this  time 
is  to  make  you  my  confidant  in  a  little  matter  that  occurred  many 
years  since,  which  arose  out  of  a  society,  and  which,  after  being 
long  buried  in  a  mass  of  varied  recollections,  has  lately  been  by 
similar  means  drawn  from  its  hiding-place,  as  fresh  and  lively  as  it 
first  fell  upon  my  heart. 

This  fall  we  had  an  annual  exhibition  of  fruits  and  flowers ;  a 
festival  season  which  our  •  Horticultural  Society'  has  for  half  a  cen- 
tury, with  much  zeal  and  pride,  commemorated.  I  had  not  attended 
the  exhibition  for  several  years ;  but  this  time,  my  grand-daugh- 
ters—  I  wish  you  could  see  them,  Sir;  one  is  an  angel  and  the 
other  a  fairy  —  in  a  manner  compelled  me  to  go  with  them.  As 
they  led  me  round  among  the  tables,  calling  my  attention  at  one 
moment  to  a  luscious  basket  of  nectarines,  at  another  to  a  beauti- 
fiil  bouquet  of  dahlias ;  now  pointing  me  to  a  cluster  of  grapes, 
and  again  to  a  bunch  of  verbenas,  my  thoughts  went  back  to  the 
time  when  this  very  society  had  its  first  exhibition ;  when  I  was  a 
youth  as  full  of  joy  and  hope  as  these  fair  girls  beside  me ;  and 
then,  dear  Mary  !  I  thought  of  thee. 

Mary  and  I  were  in  a  manner  brought  up  together.  Her  father 
was  near  neighbor  to  mine,  and  we  were  school-mates  and  play- 
fellows. I  need  not  try  to  describe  her  to  you.  I  am  no  hand  at 
description,  and  I  have  no  desire  to  spoil  her  portrait;  but  she  was 
very  beautiful.  Sir.  I  do  assure  you,  on  my  veracity,  there  are  no 
such  women  now. 
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Perhaps  you  have  observed  that  where  a  young  man  and  woman 
are  brought  up  together  as  we  were,  when  they  cease  to  be  children 
and  begin  to  feel  the  deep  love  that  has  all  alone  been  growing  up 
in  their  hearts,  they  are  more  constrained  and  timid  toward  each 
other  than  if  they  had  met  in  society  as  atrangers,  and  thus  become 
acquainted.  I  think  it  is  true  as  a  general  rule ;  it  was  certainly 
true  in  our  case. 

At  the  time  I  am  speaking  of,  I  was  about  to  leave  home  for  col- 
lege. I  could  not  bear  to  think  of  going  away  to  be  gone  so  long, 
(for  there  were  not  then  such  facilities  for  travelling  as  now,)  witfc 
out  telling  her  how  much  I  loved  her,  and  receiving  a  similsir  con- 
fession from  her  lips ;  for  I  knew  our  regard  was  mutual.  And 
yet,  although  we  met  frequently,  we  could  not  converse  as  freely 
as  we  had  used  to  do  ;  for  I  observed  that  topics  of  discourse  very 
often  failed  us,  and  then  our  embarrassment  was  sometimes  veiy 
painiul.  It  was  about  this  time  that  our  '  Horticultural  Society' 
was  formed,  and  an  exhibition  was  projected,  to  serve  as  a  sort  t£ 
nucleus  about  which  to  collect  materials  for  future  progress.  I 
had  always  a  great  taste  in  these  matters,  and  being  intimate  with 
the  chief  manager,  I  spent  the  day  preceding  the  evening  of  the 
exhibition  in  assisting  him  to  receive  and  arrange  the  productions 
which  were  brought.  You  may  be  sure.  Sir,  that  very  few  of  my 
arrangements  were  made  without  recalling  her  preferences  to  mind, 
and  reflecting  how  I  might  make  things  most  agreeable  to  her. 

After  tea  that  evening  I  called  for  her.  Though  we  had  made 
no  previous  engagement,  she  expected,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  go 
with  me,  and  was  waiting  for  me.  I  had  not  in  a  long  time  felt  so 
full  of  materiel  for  conversation,  and  I  was  sure  from  the  first  that 
we  should  pass  a  delightful  evening.  From  being  present  during 
the  day,  and  keeping  a  memorandum  of  the  articles  and  their  donorB, 
I  was  familiar  with  every  thing.  There  was  not  a  big  cabbage,  nor 
a  tall  corn-stalk,  nor  a  mammoth  beet,  with  the  whole  histoiy  of 
which  I  was  not  conversant.  All  the  varieties  of  grapes  and  peaches 
^nd  apples  were  at  my  tongue's  end.  My  memory  was  in  mil  pos- 
session of  Mr.  A.'s  joke  when  his  man  brought  in  the  queer  water- 
melon, and  of  Mr.  B.'s  laughable  accident  when  he  was  bangiog 
up  the  bunch  of  turnips,  and  of  Mrs.  C.'s  witty  reply  to  the  mana- 
ger when  he  praised  her  flowers ;  and  so  on  down  the  alphabet 
There  was  not  so  happy  a  couple  in  the  crowd  that  night,  as  we 
walked  arm-in-arm  through  the  rooms,  every  moment  stopping  to 
admire  something  new  and  beautiful. 

At  last  it  was  time  to  go  home,  and  we  left  the  scene  of  enchant- 
ment. I  now  felt  the  boldness  of  a  man  in  a  state  of  intoxication ; 
indeed  I  was  intoxicated  with  pleasure,  and  I  felt  that  now  was  my 
time,  if  ever.  And  Fortune  was  propitious  to  me,  for  Mary  intro- 
duced the  subject  that  lay  nearest  to  my  heart  by  asking,  not  with- 
out emotion,  *  Hugh,  how  soon  do  you  leave  us  V 

1  do  n't  know,  Sir,  how  you  like  the  name  of  Hugh,  but  she  used 
to  say  it  was  the  prettiest  man's  name  there  was ;  and  I  have  always 
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thought  that  Mary  is  a  name  of  which  an  angel  in  Heaven  might  he 
proud.  '  It  is  hut  a  short  time  now,  Mary/  I  answered ;  *  and  I  could 
not  go  away  without  saying  something  to  you  which  I  have  loneed  to 
say  often  hefore  now.'  I  felt  her  arm  tremhle  in  mine  as  I  said  this, 
and  then  I  added,  hefore  my  heart  should  fail  me,  for  I  felt  it  henn* 
ning  to  heat  thick  :  *  We  love  each  other,  Mary ;  is  it  not  so  V  She 
did  not  make  me  any  answer,  but  her  arm  tremhled  more  violently, 
and  her  steps  faltered.  I  was  not  prepared  for  so  much  emotion  m 
her,  for  she  was  of  a  sprightly  turn,  and  I  began  to  tremble  myself, 
for  fear  my  declaration  was  not  acceptable.  '  I  hope  I  have  not 
pained  you,  my  dear  girl,'  I  continued,  as  I  bent  forward  to  look  in 
her  face.  *  Oh  no,  dear  Hugh ! '  she  replied,  *  you  have  not  pained  me 
at  all ;'  and  then  I  kissed  from  her  cheeks  the  tears  which  were  glis- 
tening in  the  moon-beams  ;  and  if  we  had  been  happy  during  the 
evening,  how  can  I  express  the  happiness  we  felt  as  we  walked  the 
rest  of  the  way  home  together  1 

In  a  few  days  I  had  left  home  to  pursue  my  studies,  and  did  not 
return  for  a  whole  year.  I  heard  very  little  of  her  during  my  ab- 
sence, for  1  had  not  told  our  people  of  our  engagement,  and  it  was 
not  considered  decorous  then  for  young  people  in  our  situation  to 
correspond.  On  my  return,  what  sad  tidings  was  it  for  me  to  hear 
that  ber  father  had  become  embaiTassed  in  his  circumstances,  his 
property  had  been  sold,  and  he  had  removed  to  New- York  !  My  first 
step  was  to  lay  before  my  parents  the  story  of  my  deep  and  abiding 
love  for  Mary,  and  of  my  engagement  to  marry  her.  My  father  was 
a  little  taken  by  surprise,  but  I  think  my  mother  was  not.  I  have  a 
theory  that  women  become  acquainted  with  these  matters  by  instinct, 
I  went  on  to  say  that  I  could  never  forget  or  cease  to  love  her  ;  and 
that  now,  when  she  was  in  poverty,  and  perhaps  in  want,  certainly  in 
want  of  many  of  the  comforts  she  had  enjoyed,  I  could  never  cease 
to  reproach  myself  if  any  evil  befel  her.  My  father  was  a  kind- 
hearted  man,  and  always  very  kind  to  me.  He  told  me  that  when 
he  first  was  informed  of  her  father's  reverse  of  fortune,  he  had  of- 
fered to  place  him  in  a  situation  where  he  could  retrieve  his  losses ; 
which,  from  his  wealth  and  extensive  business  connexions,  he  was 
easily  able  to  do ;  but  her  father  was  a  very  sensitive  man,  and 
declined  his  assistance,  although  expressing  himself  veiy  grateful 
for  his  kindness.  I  said  that  I  would  go  to  New-York  and  see  them  ; 
that  I  would  make  known  to  him  the  relation  his  daughter  and  my- 
self bore  to  each  other ;  and  that  under  the  circumstances  I  thought 
I  could  make  him  understand  that  we  would  be  the  parties  laid 
under  obligation  by  his  consent  to  receive  our  assistance.  My  father 
and  mother  joined  in  recommending  my  intention,  and  wished  me 
every  success. 

When  I  went  to  New- York,  and  after  some  inquiry  succeeded  in 
finding  where  they  lived,  the  first  words  she  said  on  seeing  me  (she 
was  alone  when  I  entered)  showed  her  amiable,  self-sacrificing  dis- 
position :  *  This  is  very  kind  of  you,  Hugh.'  Kind  of  me,  truly, 
when  to  stay  away  would  have  been  my  death  !  Their  furniture  was 
scanty.     Every  thing  about  them  showed  that  they  were  compelled 
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to  practice  strict  economy.  But  every  thing  was  very  neat  and  tidy. 
Her  father  kept  a  small  retail  grocery,  which  occupied  all  his  time 
from  early  in  the  morning  till  late  at  night ;  and  here  she  sat  alone, 
employing  herself  in  needle-work  and  painting  for  sale.  Her  poor 
mother  had  been  removed  from  the  troubles  of  this  world,  ana  for 
an  only  child,  reared  in  every  indulgence,  this  was  a  sad  change,  oc- 
curring at  the  very  time  too  when,  from  her  age,  the  pleasures  of 
life  would  have  been  enjoyed  with  the  keenest  relish. 

But,  Sir,  my  story  has  turned  out  longer  than  I  intended.  Old 
men  are  said  to  be  prolix  and  tedious,  and  I  suppose  I  am  not  an 
exception.  Well,  I  will  cut  it  short.  After  telling  my  story  to  her 
father,  I  did  not  have  much  difficulty  in  persuading  him  to  listen  to 
my  proposition  for  their  more  comfortable  subsistence.  My  father 
sold  out  to  him  a  lucrative  partnership  in  a  mercantile  house,  the 
terms  being  that  he  should  pay  the  interest  yearly,  and  as  much  of 
the  principal  as  he  found  it  convenient.  Before  I  left  the  city,  I  saw 
them  established  in  a  more  comfortable  dwelling,  and  gave  Mary  to 
understand  that  she  must  not  sell  her  paintings  and  embroidery  to 
any  one  but  me.  I  then  returned  to  college,  and  when  I  married 
dear  Mary  three  years  afler,  her  father  had  paid  off  his  debts,  and 
was  in  a  fair  way  of  recovering  the  competence  he  had  lost. 

I  do  n*t  know,  Sir,  how  you  will  like  my  story.  In  these  days  of 
excitement,  I  am  afraid  it  will  be  considered  tame.  But  it  is  a  very 
interesting  one  to  me,  and  would  be  so  to  all  who  could  have  known 
Mary.  I  have  seen  the  day,  too,  when  the  circumstance  that  it  is  a 
true  story  would  have  added  much  to  its  interest ;  but  I  fear  those 
days  are  gone  now,  and  that  its  truth  would  be  but  a  poor  recommen- 
tion.  Yet  there  are  so  many  dear  remembrances  connected  with  it 
that  it  always  does  me  good  to  have  some  one  to  tell  it  to,  and  per- 
haps this  is  as  good  an  excuse  as  1  can  offer. 
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In  the  holy  hour  of  moonrieo,  evermore, 
When  o'er  my  heart  of  sin,  whose  light  grows  dimmer, 
The  stars  like  eyes  of  blessed  anirels  glimmer ; 

Ever-blessed  angels  on  Heaven's  happy  shore ! 

There  cometh,  (oh  !  how  oft  the  spell  hath  bound  me!) 
Gliding  in  the  starlight,  from  th'  autumnal  skies, 
A  blessed  form,  like  saint  from  Paradise, 

Who  with  a  kiss  doth  clasp  her  arms  around  me ! 

To-night,  upon  the  thought-provoking  river. 

While  the  moon  struggles  through  the  clouds  above. 
That  fair  form  cometh  back  with  looks  of  love, 

And  holy  constancy  as  pure  as  ever ; 

How  then  can  I,  though  absent,  feel  alone. 

When  thoa,  thoagh  far  away,  art  near  me  still,  mixie  own ! 
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PAST    VtBST. 

In  a  eertain  fkfar  linage 

Renowned  for  its  tilla|e; 
In  the  *  Old  Bay  State/  on  a  dear  wiBdinf  atream. 
That  swept  lazily  by  like  a  mcMioal  dream. 
And  innocent  yet  of  all  knowledge  of  steam. 

There  lived  a  young  sprig 

Of  ft  medical  fnig. 

Who  gloried  in  physic. 

And  curM  the  good  folks 
Of  all  th6ir  complaints,  fW>m  swamp^fever  to  phtUsic ; 
Who  was  great  at  a  story,  cracked  wonderful  jokes, 
Who  sung  a  good  song,  and  was  ripe  for  a  hoax  — 
Oh !  a  capital  fellow  was  young  Dr.  Oakm  ! 

The  Doctor's  Htnetum  was  provided,  yon  see,' 
With  all  the  queer  things  that  a  sanctum  should  be ; 

It  had  all  sorts  of  oddities. 

The  strangest  commodities, 
From  seven-pronged  teeth  to  a  child  hi  a  bottle ; 
And  nostrums  enough  very  nearly  to  thAittle 
The  whole  tribe  of  Cluues,  from  Moess  to  Amos, 
For  which  race  this  redoubtable  hamlet  was  fomous, 

But  he  became  restless. 

His  jokes  dull  and  sestless. 
He  was  <  down  m  the  mouth'  and  wofuUy  '  Une,' 
And  what  had  come  over  him  nobody  knew. 
Until,  quite  unawares,  he  gavd  im  a  clue. 

And  the  secret  came  ont, 

And  soon  got  about. 
That  the  fog  m  the  doctor's  brain-socket  was  cttoed 
By  the  want  of  a  —  (here  the  narrator  paused,) 
The  want  of  a  skeleton !     There  was  a  want ! 
Thmk  of  a  skeleton,  grinnhig  and  gaunt ! 
The  doctor  did  think ;  and  now  in  a  flood  he 
Poured  out  his  distress  for  the  want  of  a  body 
Deprived  of  its  flesh,  to  hang  up  in  his  study. 

Anatomical  man ! 

'T  was  a  capital  plan 
That  his  friends  hit  upon  to  supply  him  with  one* 
Combined  with  the  thought  of  havmg  some  ftm 
At  the  doctor's  expense.    So  at  it  they  went. 
And  told  him  that  smce  they  found  he  was  bent 
Upon  having  a  skeleton,  why,  they  would  give  him 

A  lift,  m  their  way. 

The  very  next  day  — 
I  mean  the  next  nisht  —  and  thus  try  to  raiieve  Um, 
And  satisfy  wants  Uiat  seemed  so  to  grieve  him. 

The  project  matured,  th«y  called  on  the  doctor. 
Bat  first  got  a  musket,  primed,  kMdid  tad  OMind  iMTy 
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As  well  as  a  shovel,  a  bar,  and  a  barrow, 
And  implements  such  as  to  look  at  would  harrow 
The  souls  of  some  mortals,  and  dry  up  their  marrow, 
^he  Old  One  himself,  had  he  been  on  the  spot, 
'T  was  lucky  for  them  that  they  thought  he  was  not ! 
Would  have  flourished  his  tail  with  peculiar  delight. 
To  see  the  strange  tools  brought  together  that  night 

Alas !  for  those  friends,  who  in  hope  and  in  tmst. 

Had  said  *  dust  to  dust,' 
And  who,  leaving  the  ground,  had  but  recently  started 
From  the  mouldering  home  of  the  dear  one  departed. 

With  a  sad  conviction, 

The  last  resurrection 
Alone  Would  disclose  what  they  had  concealed. 
To  sleeps  as  they  hoped,  till  all  thoughts  are  revealed. 
When  the  dread  book  of  Fate  is  brought  forth  and  unsealed 
And  the  saint  and  the  sinner  alike  shall  arise, 
The  one  for  the  place  where  *  the  worm  never  dies,* 
Tl^e  other  to  glory  and  life  in  the  skies. 

Still,  stUl !  solemnly  still ! 
On  a  night  like  this  how  the  nerves  will  thrill. 
And  the  limbs  refuse  to  obey  the  will ; 
When  never  a  sound  from  valley  nor  hill. 
Not  even  the  note  of  the  whip-poor-will, 
Nor  the  shriek  of  the  night-hawk,  sharp  and  shrill, 
Pierces  the  dull,  oppressive  air, 
That  spell -like  hangs  o'er  the  listener  there. 
How  aches  the  sense  at  want  of  sound 
To  stir  the  breath  of  the  dark  profound ! 
With  what  intense  and  eager  ear 
We  listen,  as  men  list  in  fear. 
Whenever  the  faintest  leaf-fall  brings 
Relief  to  the  soul's  encumbered  wings ; 
When  in  the  dim  mysterious  light 
Float  shadowy  forms  of  dread  and  fright 
Over  the  church -yard's  tainted  air. 
Enough  from  its  loosening  hold  to  scare 
The  life  and  the  shortening  breath  of  him 
Whose  heart  will  sink  and  eye  wax  dim. 
As  he  seems  to  gaze  on  the  features  grim 
Of  the  *  terrible  kmg,'  and  feels  the  gra^ 
Of  an  icy  hand  within  his  clasp. 

But  enough  of  this.    The  doctor  delved 
Away  wiSi  the  rest,  for  him  who  was  shelved 

A  fathom  below 
The  spot  where  the  lantern's  fitful  glow 

Began  to  show 
That  they  had  nearly  finished  their  job. 
The  grave  of  its  lifeless  tenant  to  rob. 

Whiz !  whiz  !  what  was  that  ? 
Oh,  it  was  only  the  wing  of  a  bat ; 

Whiz !  whiz !  there  again ! 
But  that  was  the  sound  of  the  dropping  rain. 

Clang,  clang !  over  his  head ; 
The  doctor's  soul  was  filled  with  dread 
For  he  thought  it  to  be  the  voice  of  the  dead ! 
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Clan^,  clang! — yet  once  more, 
It  is  close  to  his  ear,  behind  and  before. 
He  dropped  his  spade  in  a  terrible  fri^ffat, 
When  before  him  appeared  a  ghastly  sight,- 

Which  the  brayest  loathes : 
To  his  agonized  sense  straightway  there  rose, 

In  white  graye-clothes, 

(They  always  come  so, 
They  would  n't  be  ghosts  if  they  did  n't,  you  know,) 

A  figure  that  firoze 

His  blood,  from  his  toes 
To  the  yery  tip-end  of  his  rubicund  nose  ! 
In  great  trepidation  he  jumped  from  the  grave 
And  ran  as  if  running  his  life  would  saye ; 
Till,  weak  and  exhausted,  he  sank  to  the  ground^ 
On  quite  a  peculiar-shaped  sort  of  ■  mouiid, 
Beneath  which  one  of  his  patients  lay  taking 
The  last  long  sleep  that  knows  no  wiping; 

Much  perplexed, 

And  thoroughly  yexed, 
At  such  a  tragical  turn  to  their  joke, 

(For  they  thought  him  dead 

As  herring  red,) 
His  friends  in  low  whispers  hurriedly  8p<^6 
Of  what  they  considered  a  terrible  stroke  ; 
But  a  closer  look  convinced  them  soon 
That  the  man  had  only  gone  off  in  a  swoon  $> 
And  heaving  a  long-drawn  sieb,  his  breath 
Relieved  their  fears  of  his  sudden  death. 

And  then  rang  out 

A  joyous  shout 
From  the  brazen  throats  of  thoee  godless  men. 
Who  had  been,  ever  since  the  clock  struck  ten. 
Contriving  to  brmg  their  scheme  to  a  point> 
And  put  the  poor  doctor's  <  nose  out  of  joiai  t^ 

PART    SBCOKt). 

The  doctor  sat  in  his  great  arm-chair, 
With  a  troubled  face  and  a  brow  of  care  ; 
His  recent  exploit  had  worried  him  much, 
And  he  was  plagued  with  a  pretty  smart  touch 
Of  what  the  unfortunates  term  *  the  blues ;' 

A  horde  of  young  devils 

Who,  when  in  their  revets. 
Have  a  right  rough  way  of  *  putting  the  screws' 

To  the  mind  of  their  victim, 
And  who  to  a  dish  of  the  horrors  restrict  him, 
Until  they  have  *  floored'  and  cruelly '  licked*  him. 

As  when  from,  out  the  sparkling  foam 

Gay  Venus  sprang  to  love  and  light. 
And  o'er  the  sea-god's  glittering  home 

Dazzled  his  yet  bewfldered  sight ; 
So  swept  across  our  hero's  heart 

A  vision,  bom  within  the  hoar, 
In  which  revenge  bore  active  part 

And  placed  his  foes  within  Us  povrer. 

OL.  xxiii.  56 
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'T  was  on  a  cloudless  winter's  night, 
The  earth  in  mantle  robed  snow-white, 
While  all  around  translucent  flowed 
Refulgence  from  the  queen  that  rode 

Pavilioned  high 

In  the  far  blue  sky ; 
That  round  a  brisk  and  crackling  fire, 
Which  in  itself  would  mirth  inspire. 
The  doctor's  friends,  jocose  and  merry, 
Enjoyed  their  steaming  punch  and  sherry. 
He  having  invited  them  all  to  come 
And  taste  the  fare  of  his  bachelor  home. 

Oh !  were  they  not  a  jovial  body, 
While  sippmg  the  punch  and  praismg  the  toddy  7 
And  as  the  hours  waxed  deep  into  night. 
Enjoyment  climbed  to  its  utmost  height. 
Less  and  less  grave  the  stories  grew, 
Till  joke  and  wit  like  magic  flew, 
WhUe  quip  and  jest  and  repartee 
With  every  glass  jumped  fresh  and  free. 
The  mirth  and  fun  *  grew  fast  and  furious,' 
And  many  a  story,  odd  and  curious, 
Brought  forth  such  peals  of  joyous  laughter 
As  shook  the  house  from  floor  to  rafter. 

When  merriment  now  to  its  climax  had  leapt. 

To  the  window  he  stepped, 
And  without  a  sound  softly  raised  the  saah. 
Then  from  the  door  went  out  like  a  flash } 
As  quickly  returned,  and  held  in  his  hand 
What  he  who  saw  might  well  understand 

Was  a  dangerous  thing 

For  a  man  to  bring 
So  near  to  the  fire,  on  the  hearth  that  was  roaring ; 
And  still  as  his  gimlet  kept  quietly  boring 

A  hole  in  the  keg, 

They  began  to  ^g 
To  know  what  the  desperate  doctor  was  doing : 
Their  murmurs  now  waxed  louder  and  loader. 
When  they  saw  he  had  gotten  a  keg  of  gunpowder ! 
But  he  leisurely  told  them  that  mischief  was  brewing, 
*-  Remember,'  said  he,  *  my  life  is  embittered. 
And  the  flattering  hopes  that  before  me  once  glittered 

Are  dead  —  and  I  'm  done  I 

So  now  for  my  fun ! 
Look  your  last  at  the  moon,  think  your  last  of  the  sun : 
Straightway  to  the  fire  this  powder-keg  goes. 
And  so  to  the  devil  it  all  of  us  blows  !' 
And  suiting  the  deed  to  the  word,  in  his  ire 
He  tlimbled  the  powder-keg  into  the  fire. 

Like  lightning  sprang 

The  frighteuMl  gang ; 

They  were  crazed  and  frantic. 

And  many  an  antib 
They  cut  in  their  pell-mell  rush  to  escape 
From  the  threatened  explosion,  in  life-like  shape ; 
In  eager  haste  from  the  window  they  jumped, 
And  into  the  snow  were  suddenly  plumped  ;> 
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Not  a  man  of  them  all  was  left  in  the  Inieht 
And  the  room  was  soon  still  as  the  walki  of  a  ehnich ; 
Nobody  there  but  the  Doctor  alone. 
Triumphantly  perched  on  his  medioal  thnme. 

I  *Ye  heard  him  tell  what  a  sight  was  there. 
In  the  frosty  and  sparkling  moonlight  air ; 
How  one  poor  wight  lay  tremblmg  apart. 
Sheltered  beneath  an  upturned  cart ; 
And  another,  ensconced  behind  a  tree, 
Had  sought  him  a  refuge ;  the  while,  ah,  me ! 
One  terrified  mortal  who  in  Ae  flurry 
Had  tried  to  escape  in  the  most  of  a  hurry. 

Through  the  window  had  burst. 

And  plunging  head-first, 
Down  into  the  snow  his  shoulders  had  thmsty 
So  that  while  his  head  was  buried  below, 
Deep  sunk  in  the  drift  of  the  yielding  snow. 

High  sawing  the  air,' 

Like  a  very  large  pair 
Of  compasses,  flourushed  the  legs  of  a  man, 
Describing  an  arc  on  a  bran-new  plan !  .  .        x 

Another  had  ma^e  a  few  bounds  and  then  fUnted, 

(The  scene  should  be  painted,) 
And  one,  with  his  coat-tails  straight  on  the  air, 

And  his  head  all  bare. 

Let  his  frightened  hair 
Like  a  meteor  stream  in  the  moonlight  thefe^ 

Now,  when  sojourning  in  that  place, 
A  stranger  sees  a  youthful  face, 
O'erahadowing  which,  the  bleaching  hair 
Betokens  years,  and  toil,  and  care ; 

And  asks  the  cause 

Why  nature'e  laws 
In  those  poor  men  were  so  reversed. 
As  if  to  make  them  seem  aoonrsed ; 
The  boys  with  quizzical  lo<^  will  tell 
Of  what  to  them  lang  syne  befel ; 
Tell,  in  their  language  bluff  and  bold, 
The  self-same  tale  your  bard  has  told ; 
And  if  your  looks  a  doubt  imply. 

They  '11  swear  't  is  true ; 

And  prove  it  too. 
Or  else  the  men  themselves  must  lie. 
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Still,  like  dew  in  silence  falling. 
Drops  for  thee  the  nightly  tear; 

Still  that  voice  the  past  recalling. 

Dwells,  like  echo,  on  my  ear, 

StUl,  still! 

Day  and  night  the  spell  hangs  o'er  me, 

Here  forever  fix'd  thou  art ; 
As  thy  form  first  shone  before  me, 

So  't  is  graven  on  this  hearty 
Deep,  deep ! 
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TRUSTING      IN      THE      DEVIL. 


■  PISTT.K      TO     TI3K      ROITOR. 


Building  castles  in  Spain  is  a  pleasant  pastime,  no  doubt ;  but 
wben  tbe  rude  breatb  of  reality  touches  them,  and  they  begin  to 
tumble  down  about  the  dreamer's  ears  one  after  another  as  fast  as 
they  can  come,  he  feels  chap-fallen  enough ;  yet  after  a  while  he  will 
pluck  up  fresh  courage  and  begin  building  perhaps  yet  more  splen- 
did aerial  palaces  in  his  aspiring  imagination.     This  has  been  the 

case  with  my  friend  N C       ■  ,  who  is  ever  expecting  that  some 

lucky  chance  will  occur  to  *  set  him  on  his  legs  again,'  as  he  calls  it, 
and  make  a  man  of  him  ;  that  is,  a  man  of  cash,  who  has  plenty  of 
money  in  his  pocket  and  owes  no  man  a  farthing.  My  friend  is  of 
wealthy  and  respectable  parentage,  and  in  his  younger  years  never 
knew  the  want  of  money,  being  freely  supplied  by  an  over-indulgent 
father,  which  probably  laid  the  foundation  of  his  subsequent  impro- 
vident habits,  and  served  to  nurture  his  natural  taste  for  self-indul- 
gence and  romantic  and  erratic  notions.  •  He  is  a  man  now  beyond 
the  meridian  of  life;  has  a  family,  whom  he  truly  loves  and  ardently 
desires  to  make  happy  and  comfortable ;  but  having  by  reverses, 
without  any  fault  of  his  own,  lost  the  greater  part  of  his  patrimony, 
even  before  he  became  of  age,  he  now  finds  himself  in  the  decline 
of  life,  poor  and  discontented.  A  severe  and  protracted  disease  has 
moreover  contributed  much  to  aggravate  his  position,  having  for 
several  years  cut  him  off  from  the  opportunity  of  gaining  a  subsist- 
ence in  some  permanent  employment.  He  is  of  an  honest  and  frank 
disposition,  industrious  and  temperate,  and  would  owe  no  man  any 
thing  but  love,  if  otherwise  circumstanced.  But  to  show  the  in- 
veteracy of  habit,  although  long  dormant,  and  the  singularity,  nay 
the  madness  of  trusting  the  devil  to  help  an  honest  man  in  his 
straits,  for  any  good  purpose,  I,  with  my  friend's  permission,  and  as 
a  \^aming  to  others — which,  alas  !  I  fear  will  find  but  small  atten-* 
tion  in  the  right  quarter  —  make  known  the  following  little  anec- 
dote, which  carries  with  it  its  own  moral. 

Some  few  days  ago  his  wife  wanted  some  flour  and  other  neces- 
saries for  her  household,  when  he,  as  a  good  and  loyal  husband 
ought  to  do,  offered  to  go  to  New- York  to  procure  the  desired  arti- 
cles, saying  that  he  had  some  business  of  his  own  also,  about 
printing  a  book,  etc.,  and  would  return  the  same  week.  For  this 
accommodation  the  trusting  wife  was  duly  grateful,  and  wished  her 
husband  GoD-speed,  and  a  safe  return  home. 

But  for  the  sake  of  more  perspicuity  and  directness,  I  must  beg 
leave  to  let  my  friend  tell  his  own  tale  as  he  poured  it  into  my  as-^ 
tonished  ears.  With  a  rueful  face  and  in  a  husky  voice  he  tl^us 
proceeded : 
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*  The  fact  is,  I  left  home  with  a  half-formed  determination  to  try 
my  luck  at  gambling.  Our  necessities  for  money  were  so  great  and 
urgent,  and  the  sources  from  whence  the  golden  grains  were  trick-> 
ling  so  slow  and  parsimonious  in  their  supplies^  that  I  felt  a  most 
tantalizing  desire  to  step  into  the  shoes  of  Midas,  the  king  of  Phry- 
gia,  or  to  be  the  possessor  of  Aladdin's  lamp  or  the  cap  of  Fortu-* 
natus,  if  it  were  only  for  five  minutes.  My  good  wife  prosed  con- 
siderably on  pinching  occasions,  (and  with  reason,  I  allow,)  about  the 
extraordinary  toil  she  had  been  doomed  to  undergo  for  years  ;  and 
her  nearest  of  kin  looked  but  coldly  on  me  for  suffering  her  to  strug- 
gle on  alone  as  it  were,  hinting  that  now  that  my  health  was  in  a  great 
measure  reestablished,  it  was  my  turn  to  labor  for  the  support  of 
the  family.  To  this  I  did  not  at  all  demur ;  and  Heaveii  knows  I 
felt  all  this  most  keenly  in  my  inmost  soul,  and  determined  with 
myself  that  something  decided  mtist  be  done  this  autumn  to  effect  a 
favorable  change  in  the  posture  of  my  domestic  affairs.  I  had  been 
enabled  to  do  something,  it  is  true,  even  during  the  period  of  my 
illness,  and  defrayed  many  lesser  expenses,  which  do  not  appear 
on  the  surface,  and  are  generally  forgotten,  but  which  in  the  aggre- 
gate amount  to  a  good  deal ;  perhaps  to  a  couple  of  hundred  dol- 
lars in  the  course  of  a  year ;  but  still  the  main  burthen  had  been 
borne  by  my  devoted  companion ;  and  it  galled  my  proud  sensibili- 
ties to  the  quick,  and  almost  drove  me  to  distraction,  when  I  con- 
templated our  prospects,  and  saw  no  way  of  relief  We  have  always 
maintained  an  excellent  character  and  credit  in  the  place  of  our 
residence,  and  paid  our  bills  regularly  at  the  end  of  every  quarter, 
as  far  as  our  limited  means  would  reach  ;  but  now  some  of  these 
bills  had  somehow  or  other  grown  to  an  unwonted  size,  and  although 
not  of  long  standing,  we  felt  ambitious  to  pay  them  off;  provision 
was  to  be  made  for  the  approaching  fall  and  a  long  winter ;  fuel 
and  winter  garments  were  wanted,  with  hundreds  of  little  items, 
which  a  liberal  fancy  will  quickly  run  up  to  a  formidable  score. 
Rob,  steal  or  swindle  I  never  contemplated,  and  I  shrank  from  the 
bare  idea  of  any  dishonesty ;  but  although  an  old  man,  not  devoid 
of  good  common  sense  in  other  matters,  the  vagaries  of  an  Utopian 
imagination  kept  suggesting  to  me  that  *  there  is  a  tide  in  the  af* 
fairs  of  men,  which  taken  at  the  flood  leads  on  to  fortune,'  and  thus 
got  the  better  of  my  sober  judgment  and  past  experience. 

*  It  is  now  thirty  years  since  I  engaged  in  games  of  hazard,  and 
came  away  a  loser ;  but,  trusting  in  the  devil  rather  than  in  God, 
(for  I  consider  that  trusting  in  a  fallacy  or  uncertainty,  as  are  all 
games  of  chance,  is  on  a  par  with  trusting  in  the  devil,  the  father  of 
all  lies,  frauds  and  deception,)  I  thought  that  perhaps  the  fickle 
goddess  might  have  chanpjed  her  humor  toward  me  by  this  time,  and 
stood  ready  to  atone  for  former  discourtesies,  by  bestowing  a  few 
radiant  smiles  upon  her  humble  votary  on  his  return  to  his  allegiance. 
I  came  away  from  home  with  a  few  dollars  of  my  own  money  in 
my  pocket,  enough  to  purchase  the  flour  at  any  rate,  and  something 
more ;  and  after  a  little  preliminary  instruction  from  an  obliging 
accidental  acquaintance  in  the  city,  who  keeps  an  exchange-office  ia 
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one  of  our  principal  streets,  provided  with  a  protective  and  tasteful 
arras,  I  commenced  operations  with  a  palpitating  heart,  I  assure  you, 
about  the  first  of  the  present  month  ;  and  though  I  had  lost  two  dol- 
lars previously  at  a  private  sitting  with  the  above-mentioned  obliging 
individual,  I  was  now  in  two  nights  the  gainer  of  some  twelve  or 
fifteen  dollars  ;  for  I  had  determined  to  play  low  and  prudently ;  at 
the  same  time  I  discovered  that  with  a  little  more  courage  and  reso- 
lution, and  a  greater  degree  of  faith  in  the  capricious  and  seductive 
dame,  her  favors  might  have  been  multiplied  a  hundred  fold  on  these 
two  occasions ;  for  the  identical  painted  pieces  of  paste-board  on 
which  I  ventured  my  humble  stakes,  and  having  won,  withdrew  them 
to  some  other  equally  amiable  member  of  the  renowned  tri-decimal 
family,  afterward  came  up,  again  and  again,  and  oft;en  in  rapid  suc- 
cession, on  the  winning  side.  This  was  a  whetter  to  my  appetite,  and 
was  regarded  as  an  endorsement  by  dame  Fortune  herself  of  her 
good  intentions. 

While  pocketing  the  money  from  the  *  gentlemen^  acting  so  disin- 
terestedly as  agents  in  this  Court  of  Chance,  I  was  inspired  with  no 
particular  feelinp^s  of  gratitude  or  regard  for  them,  well-knowing 
how  little  their  affections  wore  enlisted  in  behalf  of  my  welfare,  but 
rather  plumed  myself  on  my  oum  sagacity  and  moderation,  and  looked 
upon  my  *  small  potatoes'  as  only  the  precursors  of  a  richer  harvest. 
The  dispensers  of  ivory  and  paste-board  were  scrupulously  polite, 
and  evei*y  thing  went  on  in  the  most  approved  business-like  style; 
and  at  a  certain  hour  a  recess  was  announced,  in  order  to  partake  of 
a  sumptuous  repast,  spread  on  an  elegant  table  in  a  splendidly-illu- 
mined apartment.  Being  temperate  from  principle  and  habit,  and 
accustomed  to  go  to  bed  at  an  early  hour,  I  retired  to  my  lodgingrsin 
B street,  reserving  the  consummation  of  my  destined  good  for- 
tune to  some  other  propitious  hour.  But,  alas !  my  friend,  that  pro- 
pitious hour  has  never  come.  Fortune  has  deserted  me,  like  a  fickle 
mistress  as  she  is,  and  left  me  in  the  lurch ;  and  braving  her  to  her 
face,  she  has  stripped  me  of  nearly  all  my  cash ;  the  flour  is  yet  un- 
bought ;  my  wife  wonders  what  keeps  me  away  so  long,  and  I  am  at 
my  wit's-end  to  know  how  to  extricate  myself  out  of  this  disagree- 
able dilemma.  I  have  not  the  face  to  apply  to  any  of  my  fiiiends,  for 
I  could  not  do  so  without  stating  the  exact  truth,  and  that  would 
most  probably  change  their  good-will  into  frigid  suspicion. '  On  the 
whole,  I  am  thankful  for  what  is.  A  run  of  good  luck  might  have 
made  me  a  confirmed  gambler,  and  proved  my  total  ruin.  I  have 
received  a  lesson,  not  easily  forgotten,  never  again  to  trust  in  the 
devil  or  any  of  his  machinery  or  agents.  Never  again  will  I  suffer 
myself  to  be  caught  with  chaff.  Honest  labor  and  prudence  will 
help  me  through.  Ne  cede  malts,  sed  contra  audentior  tto  :  spestutis- 
sima  cadis.     As  it  is  no  better,  thank  Gt)D  it  is  no  worse  I 

Here  my  friend  ceased  his  lamentation.  Whether  he  thought  my 
opinion  of  small  moment,  or  that  it  could  not  be  materially  affected 
by  this  gratuitous  piece  of  intelligence,  having  known  him  intimately 
for  quite  a  number  of  years,  I  will  not  now  attempt  to  decide.  But 
he  imparted  to  me,  in  his  own  prosy  way,  a  good  deal  of  the  myste« 
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ries  and  management  of  the  profession  into  which  he  voluntarily 
sought  to  be  initiated.  If  there  exists  any  excuse  for  him,  it  must 
be  his  peculiar  temperament  and  early  habits.  *  He  does  not  blame 
any  one  but  himself  for  what  has  happened ;  but  while  he  despises 
his  own  folly,  and  knows  that  othei-s  laugh  at  him,  he  says  that  he 
wishes  he  had  the  power  to  destroy  every  species  of  gambling  on 
the  face  of  the  earth.  Surely,  Mr.  Knickerbocker,  something 
ought  to  be  done  to  check  this  crying  evil  in  our  city.  It  could  not 
exist  were  it  not  connived  at  by  men  of  wealth  and  authority.  It 
seems  to  me  that  were  our  public  authorities  in  real  earnest,  faro- 
tables,  policy- offices  and  ostensible  exchange-brokers  would  at  once 

all  be  swept  by  the  board.  ^r       .  /.  ,, 

Your  s  respectfully, 

New-York,  September,  1846.  MxuM  akd  Tuum. 


THE       DEATH       OP       LANNES. 


It  li  pleasant  to  ttum  from  the  aeliiahneea  of  NApai^aoM's  character  to  thoae  touching  tralta  of  8«n«- 
xoua  aiSeotlon  and  sympathy  which  were  exhibited  toward  his  brave  companions  Inarms.  It  was 
after  the  dlaastrous  battle  of  Aspers,  when  the  French  army  was  painfully  retreating  over  the  broken 
bridge  of  l>oat8  to  the  island  of  Lobau,  and  while  Bomafabtx.  although  smarting  undsr  this  his  first 
defeat,  was  still  devoting  the  energies  of  his  great  mind  to  the  protection  of  his  threatened  host,  that 
a  litter  was  brought  to  him,  containing  the  shattered  body  of  his  brave  marshal,  Lasmss.  It  was  than 
that  the  £in>sROR  forgot  his  defeat,  his  army,  his  own  peril ;  and  flinging  himself  on  his  knaea.  be- 
side his  dying  friend,  he  wept  bitterly.  


It  was  by  the  Danube's  tide, 

On  the  raarchfield's  bloody  plain. 
Thai  brave  France  beheld  her  pride 

H ambled  to  the  Austrian  train  ; 
There  the  bold  imperial  band 

Struck  with  fierce  and  fatal  blow, 
To  redeem  their  father  land 

From  the  stern  invading  foe! 

Amid  Atpern's  straggling  streets. 

By  its  church-yard's  loAy  wall, 
Nowrthe  Austrian  rank  retreats, 

France  now  sees  her  heroes  fall ; 
O'er  the  blood-bospattcr'd  tombs 

Lie  in  Heaps  the  mangled  slain, 
Banners  torn,  and  shatter'd  plumes. 

Hurled  down  by  the  leaden  rain  ! 


I 


Vain  thy  prowess  on  that  day. 

Fortune's  long-protected  son,  | 

Charlxs  hath  matched  thee  in  the  firay,      j 

And  the  laurels  from  thee  won  ; 
Lost  to  thee  the  magic  name 

Which  had  never  known  defeat, 
And  consigned  thee  to  the  shame 

From  thy  foeman  to  retreat 

Fierce  the  pang  that  rent  thee  then, 

When  above  the  river's  tide 
Came  a  band  of  weeping  men. 

Struggling  still  to  reach  thy  side  ; 
Lot  they  bore  a  hero's  form, 

Victor  oft  in  many  a  field, 
Struck  down  now  by  battle-*torm ; 

Doomed  no  more  his  tword  to  wield. 

SepUmberi5,164&. 


'  'T  is  thy  Lannbs,  Sire ;  farewell ! 

For  the  world  thoa  still  must  live, 
Bnt  when  Death  hath  toH'd  my  knell. 

To  thy  friend  some  kind  thon^u  give  ; 
I  have  iboght  for  thee  and  thine, 

But  the  strife  for  me  is  o'er ; 
Foremost  in  each  battle  line 

Thou  Shalt  hear  my  shout  no  more!' 

Sadly  knelt  Earth's  victor  then 

Bv  the  dying  hero's  bed, 
And  the  conqueror  of  men 

Many  bitter  tear-drops  shed ; 
*  Lannka,  knowest  thou  me  V  he  cried, 

•  'T  is  thy  Empkror  —  thy  friend  I' 
We  will  staunch  this  bloody  tide. 

Thou  shall  yet  my  cause  defend  V 

Vain  thy  promise,  hangbty  chief! 

Kingdoms  thou  may 'si  give  away. 
But  thou  can'st  not  grant  relief 

To  the  victims  of  Death's  awav} 
Soon  the  Aineral-gun  shall  sound. 

Soon  the  muffled  drum  shall  beat, 
While  beneath  the  earthen  mound 

Sleeps  thyft-iend  in  martial  sheet! 

Glory  stUl  shall  deck  thy  path. 

Victory  oft  thy  fame  renew, 
Fate  shall  Umg  defeat  the  wrath 

Of  the  foes  that  thee  pursue} 
But  thy  thoughts  shall  often  strvj 

To  the  Danube's  swollen  tide, 
To  the  heart  that  on  that  day, 

To  protect  thy  banners,  died  I 

RoBBBT  M.  Gstaiucioy. 


LITERARY      NOTICES 


The  Scholab,  thr  Jokist,  the  Artist,  thk  PHmANTH&opiST.  Au  Addren  before  the  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Harvard  Uuiversity,  at  their  last  Anniversary.  By  Chablks  Sumnu. 
Boston:  William  D.  Ticknoe  and  Company. 

Mr.  Somner'b  Address  is  a  sincere  and  touching  tribute  of  regard  to  the  memory 
of  four  of  the  most  eminent  sons  of  Harvard  University.  Never,  since  the  founda^ 
tion  of  that  venerable  college,  have  four  so  distinguished  of  her  children,  pamng  in 
80  brief  a  succession  to  their  brighter  immortality  above,  given  such  meet  occasion  to 
the  scholar,  the  orator,  and  the  friend,  for  his  reminiscence,  his  eulogy  or  his  lean. 
Nor  is  it  flattery  to  say,  that  seldom  has  a  theme  of  such  solemnity  and  almost  univer- 
sal interest 'found  a  more  fitting  illustrator,  alike  of  individual  grrief  and  the  public  loM. 
Channino,  Story,  Pickering,  Allston  —  illustrious  names !  Recent  as  the  sod  ap- 
pears upon  their  graves,  they  have  already  attained  in  our  remembrance  the  high  seats 
of  established  renown.  It  is  a  pride  as  well  as  a  pleasure  to  recall  them ;  it  is  a  kmd 
of  glory  to  be  associated  with  them,  even  in  the  mere  character  of  an  <  honest  chroni- 
cler.' To  praise  them  with  discrimination  is  better  than  to  be  one's  self  the  subject 
of  ordinary  applause.  Mr.  Sumner,  in  performing  his  sacred  duty,  has  shown  himself 
in  some  degree  their  disciple  as  well  as  panegyrist  He  has  returned  us  their  memo- 
ries perfumed  with  such  praise  as  only  a  mind  akin  to  theirs  could  have  bestowed. 
Adorned  with  the  dowers  of  unfading  thought  and  the  gems  of  felieitoiis  language, 
the  precious  recollections  come  back  to  us,  more  brilliant,  more  sweet,  more  lasting ; 
<  apples  of  gold  in  pictures  of  silver.'  Mr.  Sumner,  reversing  the  natural  order  of  his 
brothers'  departure,  commences  his  eulogy  with  a  review  of  the  life  and  services  of 
John  Pickering,  the  scholar.  In  this  division  of  his  theme  he  displajrs  an  ability  of 
criticism  and  an  erudition  that  greatly  enhance  the  value  of  his  praise.  Thoroughly 
conversant  with  the  subject  of  classical  learning,  and  imbued  with  the  graces  of  the 
ancients,  he  expounds  their  value  with  a  sapient  judgment,  but  is  not  misled  into  a 
blind  veneration  of  the  very  blots  upon  their  pages.  Here  is  a  passage  that  might 
well  be  printed  on  the  cover  of  almost  every  volume  that  has  come  down  to  us  from 
the  ruins  of  the  past : 

*  Ths  clasaiea  poaeeta  a  peculiar  charm,  from  the  circumttanee  that  Ihey  have  beea  the  models,  I 
m\ght  almoat  say  the  maatert,  of  conpoaition  and  thought  in  all  ages..  I»  the  contenpUliM  of  these 
auf  ust  teachera  of  nankind  we  are  filled  with  conflicting  emotioos.  They  are  the  early  veiee  of  Uie 
world,  better  remembered  and  more  cheriahed  still  than  all  the  iMermediate  werislMt  hate  beea 
uttered ;  as  the  lesaona  of  childhood  atill  haunt  us,  when  the  impresaious  of  later  yewi  have  beea 
effaced  from  the  mind.  Bat  they  show  with  moat  unwelcoeM  fre<{aeney  the  tokens  ut  the  world's 
childhood,  before  passion  had  yielded  te  the  away  of  reason  aad  the  affeetioBSL  Th«r  waat  the  hif  hesC 
charm  of  purity,  of  righteousness,  of  elevated  sentiments,  of  love  to  OoD  and  matt.  It  is  not  ia  the 
frigid  phikMophy  of  the  Porch  and  the  Academy  that  we  are  to  seek  theet ;  net  In  the  ■arfeDoas 
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teachings  of  Soc&ates,  rb  they  come  mended  by  the  mellifluouB  words  of  Plato  ;  not  io  the  resound* 
jng  line  of  HoMCRt  on  whose  inspiring  tulo  of  blond  Alexander  pillowed  his  head;  not  in  the  ani- 
mated strain  of  Pindar,  where  virtue  is  pictured  in  the  successful  strife  of  an  athlete  at  thte  Isthmian 
games;  not  in  the  torrent  of  Demosthenes,  dark  with  aelf-loveand  the  spirit  of  vengeance;  not  in 
the  fitful  philosophy  and  iutempcrate  elo<iuence  of  Tullt;  not  in  the  genial  libertinism  of  HobacK, 
nor  the  stately  athoibm  of  Lucretius,  ^lo ;  these  must  not  be  our  masters ;  in  none  of  these  are  we 
to  seek  the  wny  of  life.  For  eighteen  hundred  years,  the  spirit  of  these  writers  has  been  engaged  in  a 
weaponless  contest  with  the  Sermon  on  the  Muuut,  and  those  two  sublime  commandments  on  which 
hang  all  the  law  and  the  prophctH.'  .  .  .  'Our  own  productions,  though  they  may  yield  to  those  of 
the  ancient.-  in  the  arrangement  of  itlexs,  in  method,  in  beauty  of  form,  and  in  fVeshness  of  illustration, 
areimmcasurubly  superior  in  the  truth,  delicacy,  and  elevation  of  their  sentiments ;  above  all, in  tlie 
benign  recognition  of  that  great  Chiistian  revelation,  the  brotherho4>d  of  man.  How  vain  are  elo- 
quence  and  poetry,  compared  with  this  hnaveu-descended  truth  I  PutHn  one  scale  that  simple  atte- 
ranee,  and  in  the  other  the  lore  of  Antiquity,  with  its  accumulating  glosses  and  commentaries,  and 
the  last  will  be  light  and  trivial  in  the  balaace.' 

The  orator  next  enters  into  a  rapid  but  vigorous  disquisition  upon  the  great  lawyer 
whom  the  world  has  so  lately  lost.  Mr.  Sumner  was  his  pupil ;  from  the  affectionate 
manner  of  his  address,  and  the  pathetic  sincerity  of  bis  admiration,  one  might  almost 
have  said,  his  son.  '  Farewell  to  thee !'  he  exclaims.  Jurist,  Master,  Benefactor,  Friend ! 
May  thy  spirit  continue  to  inspire  a  love  for  the  science  of  the  law !  May  thy  exam- 
ple be  ever  fresh  in  the  minds  of  the  young,  beaming  as  in  life  with  encouragement, 
kindness  and  hope  !  From  the  grave  of  the  Jurist,  at  Mount  Auburn,*  continues  Mr. 
Sumner,  '  let  us  walk  to  that  of  the  Artist :' 

*  Washington  Allston  died  in  the  month  of  July,  1843,  aged  sixty*three,  having  reached  the 
grand  climacteric,  that  special  inilo-stone  on  the  road  of  life.  It  was  Saturday  night ;  the  cares  of 
the  week  were  over ;  the  pencil  and  brush  were  laid  in  repose  ;  the  great  canvass  on  which  for  manjr 
years  he  had  sought  to  perpetuate  the  image  of  Daniel  confronting  the  idolatrous  soothsayers  of 
Belsuazzar,  was  led,  with  the  chalk  lines  designating  the  labors  to  be  resumed  after  the  rest  of  the 
Sabbath  ;  the  evening  was  paiised  in  the  pleasant  converse  of  family  and  friends;  words  of  benedic- 
tion had  fallen  from  hiM  lip^  upon  a  beloved  relative  ;  all  had  retired  for  the  night,  leaving  him  alone, 
in  health,  to  receive  serenely  the  visitation  of  Death,  sudden  but  not  unprepared  for.  Happy  lot! 
thus  to  be  borne  away,  with  blessings  on  the  lips,  not  through  the  long  valley  of  disease,  amidst  the 
sharpness  nf  pain,  and  the  darkness  that  beclouds  the  slowly  departing  spirit,  but  straight  upward 
through  realms  of  light,  swiftly,  yet  gently,  as  on  the  wings  of  a  dove! 

'The  early  shades  of  evening  had  begun  to  prevail,  before  the  body  of  the  Artist  reached  its  last 
resting-placn ;  and  the  solemn  service  of  the  church  was  read  in  the  open  air,  by  the  fllcliering  flams 
of  a  torch,  fit  image  of  life.  In  the  group  of  mourners,  who  bore  by  their  presence  a  last  tribute  to 
what  was  mortal  io  him  of  whom  so  much  was  immortal,  stood  the  great  Jurist  His  soul,  overflow- 
ing with  tenderness  and  appreciation  of  merit  of  all  kiuds,  was  touched  by  the  scene.  lu  vivid  worde, 
as  he  slowly  leA  the  church-yard,  he  poured  forth  his  admiration  and  his  grief.  Never  was  such  an 
Artist  mourned  by  such  a  Jurist.* 

In  his  masterly  sketch  of  the  character  of  Doctor  Chaining,  our  orator  dwells 
with  peculiar  impressiveness  upon  the  peaceful  spirit  of  his  ethics ;  upon  his  gentle- 
ness, and  the  love  to  man  inculcated  by  every  line  of  his  writings.  Mr.  Sumner,  as  is 
well-known,  is  himself  a  hardy  denouncer  of  the  doctrioe  of  violence,  and  opposed  in 
every  form  and  imder  every  disguise,  to  the  barbarity  of  war  ;  believing  with  the  sage 
Lord  Burleigh,  that  a  soldier  can  never  be  a  good  Christian  ;  that  war  is  a  trade 
no  longer  in  request,  and  its  use  as  little  needed  in  an  age  like  this  as  chimneys  in  sum- 
mer. Without  subscribing  entirely  to  the  great  Chancellor*s  doctrine,  we  cannot  but 
rejoice  that  similar  principles  are  beginning  to  prevail  among  all  sects  of  Christians  ; 
that  war  is  looked  upon  as  at  least  a  most  melancholy  and  degrading  necessity ;  that 
the  laurels  of  the  blood -stained  hero  are  withering  before  the  white  ensign  of  the 
Prince  of  Peace,  Mr.  Sumner's  Fourth-of-July  oration,  unsound  and  visionary  as 
it  may  have  have  seemed  to  many,  deserved  the  welcome  it  received  as  a  herald  of 
the  glad  tidings  of  peace.  The  present  pamphlet  is  a  fit  successor  to  the  more  zealous 
character  of  the  former.  It  will  please  more,  and  serve  the  cause  of  truth  and  justice 
as  much.  But  we  would  look  upon  both  as  the  promise  of  still  nobler  things.  May 
they  ser\'e  as  the  beginning  of  a  more  permanent  embodiment  of  opinion : 

'  Fausto  ingressui  ad  ampliora  processsro  I' 

VOL.  XXIII.  57 
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*Lo  HcMB  AND  Lo  TrxxbI*  OB  TBC  OKAyx  OF  THE  Hbaet.   pp.  BSL    New-Tork  t  PHntadOr 
the  Author:  Bukgbss,  Stkinock  and  Compakt. 

Under  this  strange  but  appropriate  title  there  has  recently  been  ushered  into  the 
worid  a  work  which  contains  not  only  a  grnide  to  the  detection  of  all  religions  fonati- 
cism,  but  also  many  very  bold  charges  and  many  startling  reTelations.  In  a  word* 
the  book  is  a  very  curious  and  remarkable  one.  We  shall  endeavor  to  convey  sons 
idea  of  its  scope  mid  design.  It  is  a  fact  of  no  little  import  to  the  people  of  this 
country,  that  in  various  parts  of  the  land  there  are  little  societies  where  sapentitions 
are  inculcated  by  system  and  by  rule,  which  probably  exceed  in  vulgarity  and  in 
darkness  almost  any  thing  that  is  revealed  to  us  in  the  scrolls  of  heathenism ;  and 
yet  these  societies  are  controlled  and  inspired  by  such  infinite  financial  cunning  and 
management ;  their  agriculture  is  so  perfect ;  the  articles  of  their  domestic  mann- 
facture  are  so  neat,  useful  and  varied  ;  their  garden-seeds  are  put  up  in  such  nice 
littlo  papers,  and  they  are  so  sure  to  grow  ;  their  brethren  and  sisters  look  so  sleek, 
and  they  glide  so  silently  around  such  clean  apartments,  and  there  is  an  air  of  such 
uncommon  physical  attractiveness  about  their  dwellings ;  there  is  in  all  their  inter- 
course so  much  of  the  '  yea,  yea'  and  the  *  nay,  nay ;'  in  a  word,  these  societies  seem  to 
be  such  perfect  models  of  social  and  domestic  order  and  fhitemity,  that  the  worid  we 
doubt  not  will  be  inclined  to  receive  with  some  incredulity  many  of  the  statements 
in  the  pamplilet  before  us.  And  we  confess  that  but  for  the  novelty  of  the  iubjed 
and  the  ability  of  the  author  in  treating  it,  we  should  have  laid  the  book  aside  with 
as  much  incredulity  as  any  body.  But  under  the  q>ecious  veil  which  woridly  eon* 
ning  has  drawn  over  this  society,  there  scjBms  to  lurk  the  very  genius  of  eviL  If  one 
in  ten  of  the  charges  brought  or  the  statements  made  in  this  book  can  be  relied  on, 
the  world  has  been  most  wretchedly  hoodwinked  by  a  band  of  bold,  shrewd,  designi^ 
men.  The  writer  would  make  us  believe,  (and  his  apparent  candor  and  inteUigeineo 
certainly  entitle  him  to  an  attentive  hearing,)  that  the  institution  of  the  socieCy  of 
Shakers  is  an  ingenious  decoction  of  superstition  and  civil  and  religious  tyraanj; 
that  it  is  supported  by  gaining  proselytes  who  have  been  crazed  by  other  paendo- 
religious  sects,  and  by  children  taken  from  poor-houses  and  destitute  families,  l^ieir 
tenets  forbidding  them  to  marry,  they  must  fill  up  their  ranks,  thinned  by  death  and 
desertion,  in  these  two  ways  ;  that  the  unavoidable  tendency  of  their  leligious  system 
and  their  domestic  discipline  is  to  crush  every  natural  and  generous  emotion ;  to  Uot 
out  all  intelligence  and  annihilate  the  love  of  it ;  to  suppress  all  rational  or  inde- 
pendent thinking ;  to  mspire  contempt  for  the  laws  and  institutions  of  civil  society, 
and  for  that  intititution  which  we  have  been  taught  to  believe  came  from  Heaven, 
the  blessed  institution  of  marriage,  which  has  from  primitive  ages  proved  the  only 
bond  that  could  unite  society,  give  consequence  or  sacredness  to  human  sympathies, 
or  offer  an  attraction  strong  enough  for  the  charities  of  home.  Such  in  substanoe 
would  sAom  to  be  the  essence  of  this  society ;  and  after  scanning  with  some  cue  the 
proofs  which  our  author  adduces,  we  are  constrained  to  admit  that  there  is  moch 
appropriateness  in  the  latter  part  of  the  title  of  the  book,  the  <  Grave  of  the  Heart.' 
This  Magazine  has  always  made  war  upon  all  new  systems  which  have  j 
<  improvements'  upon  the  religion  of  the  <  Son  of  Man.'  We  believe  that  it  < 
perfect  from  its  divine  Founder,  and  that  neither  human  wit  nor  human  ] 
better  it  All  such  attempts  have  only  afibrded  the  world  lamentable  < 
upon  man's  frailty,  and  have  ^ways  ended  in  human  misery. 
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The  Shaker  Society  owes  its  foundation  to  an  Eng;tiflh  woman  who  emigrated  to 
this  country  toward  the  close  of  the  last  century.  AmbitioiiB  of  dintmctioh,  she  hit 
upon  a  pretty  bold  style  of  action,  that  has  ended  in  a  drama  which  inay  be  called 
both  a  farce  and  a  tragedy,  since  it  has  been  characterized  by  all  the  Tulgarity  of 
the  one  and  the  misery  of  the  other.  She  pexsonated  no  less  a  bemg  than  the  Holt 
Spirit  !  Of  course  she  found  followers,  as  every  person  has  found  and  will  find  for 
false  opinions  till  the  last  trump  sounds.  The  creed  and  the  discipline  of  this  society 
are  given  in  this  book ;  the  reader  most  consult  it  for  hunself.  Our  own  opinion  is, 
that  any  organization  of  men  and  women  founded  in  this  woild  on  such  a  creed,  and 
inspired  by  the  spirit  it  must  beget,  will  be  the  *  Grave  of  the  Heart'  If  a  concoction 
could  be  made  of  *  MUIerism,'  '  Mormonism,' '  Come-Outers*  and  *Get-Ouien,*  and 
the  whole  could  be  held  in  solution  long  enough  to  make  an  analysis,  the  precipitate 
would  be  Shakerism.  It  blots  out  the  blessed  name  of  home,  feeds  upon  fanaticism, 
and  tortures  the  word  of  God  to  its  own  liking.  Like  Mormonism^too,  it  has  its  new 
prophet,  and  its  revelations  never  cease. 


I^ra,  TimES  AND  CHAKACtKBiSTics  ov  JoRN  BvNTAN,  ftuthor  of '  The  Pilgrim'*  Pro|rr««f.'    By 
RoBBKT  Philif,  HUtbor  of  '  Life  and  Time*  of  Wbitfucld.'    D.  ArwLMTOx  and  ComjPamt. 

Tms  is  perhaps  the  best  book  which  its  author  has  presented  U>  the  world ;  and 
we  cannot  but  rejoice  that  he  has  here  assumed  a  task  which  of  all  otbers  seems 
beet  fitted  to  his  talents.  If  he  will  leave  divinity  to  Chalmbrs  and  Dick,  with  his 
abilities  as  a  chronicler  he  might  present  something  to  his  countrymen  which  they 
would  not  *  willingly  let  die.'  His  style  in  the  present  work,  although  H  can  lay  no 
claim  to  the  stateliness  of  Gibbon,  is  not  ill  adapted  to  its  purpose.  It  is  charaeter- 
ixed  by  vivacity  rather  than  energy,  although  we  have  noticed  a  few  passages  which 
would  not  disgrace  noble  models  in  the  language.  In  condensation  of  thought  we 
find  a  marked  change  for  the  better  since  the  publication  of  the  <  Experimental 
Guides.'  One  wprd  concerning  the  portrait  It  almost  answers  our  conception  of 
that  venerable  countenance.  All  the  editions  of  the  <  Pilgrim'  which  we  have  seen 
are  disfigured  by  what  one  is  well  assured  must  be  mere  caricature,  hatmg,  it  may 
be,  like  the  Athenian  masks  of  the  old  comedy,  just  Enough  resemblance  to  hint  at 
the  victim.  Socrates,  it  is  related,  was  in  the  habit  of  confidently  ascribing  a  noble 
intellect  to  a  stranger  with  a  comely  person.  We  love  to  reverse  the  process ;  and 
the  reader,  with  the  noble  creations  of  Buntan's  mind  before  him,  will  readily  mfer 
our  idea  of  his  countenance.  He  has  certainly  succeeded  in  an  important  qualifica- 
tion of  an  allegorist,  the  abstraction  of  the  reader's  attention  from  the  author,  and 
the  fixing  it  upon  the  characters  represented.  But  not  even  the  intense  interest  that 
attends  every  step  of  the  *  Pilgrim'  can  altogether  hide  from  the  mental  view  the 
mild  gaze  of  that  benevolent  eye,  or  the  chastened  meekness  of  those  heavenly 
features. 

Much  praise  is  due  to  Mr.  Philip  for  the  manner  in  which  he  has  treated  one 
prominent  feature  of  Buntan's  life  ;  we  mean  those  terrible  conflicts  which  raged  in 
his  soul  during  his  earlier  years.  We  have  often  been  struck  with  the  attempts  of 
professedly  religious  writers  to  account  for  the  unearthly  stmggle  which  agitated 
that  powerful  spirit  by  the  cold  speculations  of  a  bamn  phUoscqphy.  Either  there!  is 
t  common  Father  of  us  all,  of  there  is  none.    The  Atheist  httr  AC  leAit  Ih6  merit  oC 
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comiBtency.  Bat  those  dreamy  Bpeculatora  who  have  estaUiibed  a  aort  of  half-way 
bouse  on  the  road  to  truth  ;  who  will  have  a  Deity,  and  yet  in  effect  have  him  notf 
who  acknowledge  his  attributes  and  yet  make  no  account  of  his  omniscience,  appear 
to  us  to  consult  their  reason  as  little  as  their  piety.  XENoraoN  represents  the  little 
Aristodemus,  when  Socrates  confutes  him  in  his  atheism,  as  falUng  back  upon  cavik 
about  a  particular  Providence.  He  seemed  to  suppose,  and  we  think  rightly,  that 
there  is  no  difference  whether  we  deny  the  existence  or  the  omnipresent  agency  of 
the  Deitt.  The  intense  mental  agony  of  Bunyan  is  indeed  to  be  partially  ascribed 
to  the  vigor  of  his  imagination  ;  but  the  tenderness  of  his  conscience  would  fumirii 
us  with  a  reason  as  philosophical,  one  would  think,  as  it  is  obvions.  Nor  is  the  sog- 
gestion  of  Mr.  Philip,  although  it  may  excite  a  smile  with  hb  readers,  onworthy  of 
notice.  The  arch-adversary,  he  tells  us,  could  not  fail  of  forseeing  how  formidahls 
Can  opponent  was  arising  iu  the  tinker,  and  consequently  would  ply  him  fiercely  in  the 
outset  with  his  toils.  But  after  all,  much  is  to  be  left  to  the  inscrutable  provideiieo 
of  God  ;  nor  is  there  more  of  wisdom  than  modesty  in  presumptuously  aacribing  to 
second  causes  that  mysterious  and  fiery  discipline  through  which  it  has  pleased  the 
All-Knowing  to  conduct  not  a  few  of  the  noblest  champions  of  religion. 

BuNYAN  lived-at  a  most  momentous  crisis  in  the  history  of  England.  At  the  com- 
mencement of  his  life  as  an  author  the  nation  was  but  just  recovering  from  a  eonml- 
sion  by  which  the  body-politic  had  been  well-nigrh  riven  asunder.  The  Englirii 
people  had,  under  the  first  Charles,  endured  all  the  intolerable  evils  of  a  ayilematie 
tyranny.  They  were  now,  under  the  second,  revelling  with  frantic  ezcesa  in  the 
license  of  a  court  which  demanded  no  imposts  nor  ship-money,  but  drew  its  fundi 
from  the  sale  of  the  national  honor,  and,  not  less  from  policy  than  inolinatioD,  im- 
posed no  fasts  nor  thanksgivings.  That  noble  race  of  stem  inflexible  enthoHaili 
who  had  made  the  name  of  *  Roundhead'  a  terror  to  every  fawniftg  courtier,  and  the 
name  of  England  a  terror  to  all  Christendom,  had  mostly  descended  to  their  gravsi. 
A  few  remained  to  waste  their  scorn  and  pity  on  the  reign  of  the  stnunpeta,  and  ts 
afford,  like  Christian  and  Faithful  at  Vanity  Fair,  a  butt  for  the  hooting  and  jestp 
ing  of  worthless  buffoons,  not  one  of  whom  durst  wag  his  finger  at  a  saint  in  the 
days  of  the  mighty  Protector.  Upon  a  few  leading  m'mds  at  the  restoration  devolvad 
the  task  of  furnishing  England  with  a  moral  and  religious  code.  Veneiafale  fonns 
and  conventional  usages  had  been  swept  away  together  in  the  storm  of  the  great 
rebellion.  Under  the  former  Stuarts  the  formal  restraints  of  the  national  religioas 
establishment  had  served  to  preserve  a  decent  respect  for  the  demands  of  modertj. 
The  Puritans  had  abolished  these  restraints.  They  established  in  their  place  the 
mere  hollow  obedience  of  an  eye-servant.  Hardly  were  the  bodies  of  their  great 
old  captains  cold  in  death  before  one  universal  burst  of  ribaldry  and  obscenity  an- 
nounced the  commencement  of  a  general  saturnalia.  In  the  midst  of  this  natiOBiI 
revel,  a  few  noble  spirits  remained  true  to  their  country  and  their  faith.  MiLioic 
was  indeed  just  sinking  to  his  grave,  and  Hampden  had  fallen  in  the  good  cane. 
But  their  mantles  fell  ou  worthy  successors.  The  piety,  vigor  and  learning  of  Bax- 
ter, Owen  and  Jeremy  Taylor,  witli  others,  stemmed  the  stream  of  comqiCin 
among  the  noble  and  polite,  while  the  untutored  genius  of  Bunyan,  backed  by  bii 
less  gifted  brethren,  cast  a  bright  light  on  the  dark  sensuality  of  the  populace. 

All  of  Bunyan  that  was  not  infinitely  beyond  the  reach  of  any  of  bis  frienifa  wii 
moulded  by  the  Baptists.  They  could  tell  him  of  their  spiritual  conflicts,  tboofk 
they  could  not  teach  him  how  to  draw  the  fearful  scenes  of  the  *  Grace  Abomidii^' 
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They  first  taught  him  the  value  of  his  Bible,  and  their  example  undoubtedly  first  led 
him  to  peruse  and  reflect  upon  its  sacred  pages.  But  it  was  from  a  far  different 
source  that  he  drew,  to  amuse  his  leisure  hours,  the  vivid  though  grotesque  imagin- 
ings of  the  *  Temple  Spiritualized.'  These  remind  us  of  the  prodigious  feats  of  a 
certain  evil  spirit,  to  which  we  are  told  the  old  wizard  Michael  Scot  set  strange 
tasks  to  keep  him  out  of  mischief.  His  brethren  could  tell  the  tinker  of  the  fiery 
trials  of  the  way  which  lay  before  him  ;  but  when,  having  partly  passed  that  way, 
he  came  to  write  about  the  *  Pilgrim,'  he  was  perfectly  aware  that  they  could  not  have 
aided  him,  aud  so  he  kept  the  whole  matter  to  himself.  They  could  edify  him  by 
their  exhortations,  and  induce  him  to  display  his  own  *  gifts  ;*  but  when  they  heard 
his  words,  that  acted  like  a  spell,  they  were  almost  ready  to  cry  out,  hke  the  aston- 
ished neighbors  of  a  greater  than  he,  *  Is  not  this  the  tinker's  son  ?  —  and  his  brethren 
and  his  sisters,  are  they  not  all  with  us  %  Whence  then  hath  this  man  all  these 
things  V  The  character  of  the  English  Baptists  of  that  time  was  of  just  the  sort  to 
start  such  a  genius  as  that  of  Bunyan  upon  its  career ;  but  they  wanted  such  a  spirit 
as  could  sympathize  with  his  unbounded  charity.  Their  virtues  were  many  and  ex- 
alted, their  faults  few  and  venial.  Their  souls  were  continually  exposed  to  the  ex- 
pansive influence  of  the  Christian  faith.  They  differed  only  on  a  single  point  firom 
many  of  their  brethren,  to  whom  they  were  bound  by  common  sufferings,  the  strong- 
est of  all  ties.  But  notwithstanding  their  soul -enlarging  creed,  Buntan  was  often 
obliged  to  rebuke  the  uncharitableness  of  his  brethren  of  the  close-communion  or 
'  water-baptism  way.'  It  is  no  small  praise  to  an  illiterate  tinker  of  the  seventeenth 
century  that  he  should  have  cherished  a  Christian  love  more  comprehensive  than 
can  be  found  even  in  the  most  enlightened  circles  of  the  mneteentb,  except  in  a  very 
few  of  the  sects  which  divide  the  church. 

Mr.  Philip  claims  for  the  Baptists  the  credit  of  having  introduced  his  hero  to  the 
worid.  However  they  may  have  encouraged  him  in  *  exposing  his  gifts*  in  exhorta- 
tion, neither  they  nor  any  other  class  of  men  can  claim  the  honor  of  having  <  handed 
the  rustic  stranger  up  to  fame.'  He  owed  it  to  nothing  but  the  intense  and  irre- 
pressible fire  of  his  genius  that,  as  he  was  returning  home  from  the  <  touching  and 
comforting  sermon,'  he  *  wished  for  a  pen  and  ink  that  he  might  write.*  The  wish 
was  a  natural  one  ;  and  it  is  not  improbable  that  there  met  him,  though  dimly,  the 
vision  of  his  future  usefulness  and  deathless  fame.  He  had  been  encouraged  to  rise 
while  yet  a  youth,  with  fear  and  trembling,  in  the  midst  of  the  venerable  GrOD- 
fearing  men  and  women  of  the  church  in  Bedford.  He  had  seen  the  big  tears  falling 
as  he  spoke  from  eyes  that  never  wept  for  trifles.  He  had  seen  the  rigid  hands  of 
many  a  stem  old  saint  clasped  in  a  rapture  of  gratitude  that  God  had  blessed  his 
young  servant.  He  had  heard  the  groan  of  remorse  from  lips  that  had  seldom  spoken 
but  with  ouths.  There  arose  before  his  imagination  the  prospect  of  addressing  the 
same  burning  words  to  hearts  which  his  feeble  voice  couid  never  reach.  He  would 
make  a  book  !  He  would  publish  abroad  the  intense  longings  of  his  soul,  that  light 
from  the  other  world  might  meet,  as  it  had  himself,  the  roysterers  whom  the  holy 
day  now  found  bell-ringing,  or  playing  at  hockey  on  the  village-green.  He  would 
thunder  against  vice  in  a  voice  that  should  start  the  drunkard  from  his  cups  and  the 
lecher  from  his  night's  debauch.  Perhaps  his  little  tract  would  reach  the  ear  of  the 
thoughtless  King.  If  so,  the  tinker  might  flatter  himself  that  his  pleasure-kmng 
Majesty,  whether  he  would  hear  or  forbear,  should  at  least  hear  plainer  names  for 
his  sins  and  plainer  warnings  to  forsake  them,  than  were  wont  to  be  uttered  by  time- 
serving bishops  and  velvet-fingered  deans. 
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As  fioNTANV  character  was  partly  moulded  by  the  Baptists,  so  his  ezertions  la  thi 
sacred  desk  were  mainly  confined  to  them,  fiy  his  long  and  cruel  Impriaonment  oi 
Bedford  bridge  his  own  generation  was  robbed  of  twelve  of  the  most  TaloaUe  yean 
of  his  life,  which  might  have  been  spent  in  labors  as  extended  as  his  benevolenea. 
We  have  however  no  reason  to  complain.  But  for  the  '  certain  place  where  was  • 
den,*  the  dreamer  would  never  have  *  laid  down  to  sleep.'  The  spiritml  diacipliiie  cf 
the  Baptists  was  needful  for  the  education  of  his  heart  They  liTed  in  constant  view 
of  the  life  to  come,  and  had  trained  their  souls  to  a  proud  contempt  for  the  things  of 
time.  Their  only  schools  of  learning  were  human  nature  at  large ;  their  only  Ubruj 
was  the  Bible  ;  the  only  end  of  their  ambition  was  a  golden  harp  and  crown  ;  the 
only  object  of  their  terror  an  angry  glance  from  the  great  eye,  which  they  felt  sin 
was  beaming  in  kindness  above  them.  They  had  learned  to  despise  the  splenfit 
rites  of  the  established  hierarchy.  They  loooked  with  snpreme  contempt  on  the 
lofty  cathedrals  where  hireling  pastors  led  the  pompous  homage  of  unhnmbled  wo^ 
shippers.  They  remembered  those  of  old,  who  wandered  in  deserts  and  in  mon- 
tains,  in  dens  and  caves  of  the  earth,  of  whom  the  worid  was  not  worthy.  ConKioai 
that  the  world  was  as  little  worthy  of  themselves,  they  turned  without  relnetaaes 
firom  their  oppressors  to  the  solemn  shades  of  a  temple  not  made  with  hands.  Thgf 
knew  that  a  contrite  heart  is  a  worthier  abode  for  the  indwelling  of  the  Holy  ^irit 
than  earth's  most  gorgeous  dome.    Their's  was  the  worship  of  the  heart 

From  such  a  nursery  did  BumrAN  emerge  to  his  work.  We  hate  said  that  ths 
school  of  the  Baptists  was  insufficient  for  the  complete  training  of  his  spirit  Itw« 
so,  because  they  knew  nothing  of,  and  of  course  made  no  allowance  for,  the  wild 
vagaries  of  an  almost  omnipotent  imagination.  It  never  entered  their  minds  tint 
under  the  rough  exterior  of  their  brother  there  lay  a  faculty  which  was  ever  eztsod- 
ing  before  him  a  gorgeous  panorama,  crowded  with  all  forms  of  life  and  beauty,  of 
death  and  deformity.  They  saw  in  the  Christian  dispensation  merely  what  aay 
humble  believer  sees  in  it ;  a  gracious  scheme  for  the  salvation  of  a  mfaied  race.  Bat 
to  BuNTAN  the  whole  scene  was  set  in  a  new  light  The  change  was  like  that 
wrought  in  Pygmalion's  lovely  statue  by  the  transformation.  If  they  took  ddiglit  ii 
contemplation,  he  was  in  rapture.  If  they  were  in  raptures,  he  was  already  in  the 
*  Beautiful  City,'  among  the  '  Shining  Ones.*  His  sorrow  was  their  agony ;  Ui 
agony  they  might  thank  Heaven  they  never  felt  If  they  felt  an  indinatioa  to  d» 
evil,  he  could  distinctly  see  the  malignant  glance  of  his  arch-enemy  gfeanii^ 
through  his  beautiful  mask ;  he  could  feel  his  iron  grasp  draggmg  him  down  to  per 
dltion.  If  they  sometimes  caught  faint  glimpses  of  bliss  beyond  the  grave,  he  w« 
in  the  very  midst  of  the  land  of  Beulah.  The  daric  river  riirank  to  a  lilL  He 
heard  the  voices  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  city ;  he  even  walked  with  them;  'ftr 
in  this  land  the  Shining  Ones  commonly  walked,  because  it  was  upon  flie  bonlen  if 
Heaven.'  To  the  vigor  of  his  imagination  was  doubtless  owing  his  fimdneas  for  the 
Apocalypse.  By  most  Christians,  that  splendid  vision,  with  the  exceptioD  of  a  few 
brief  portions,  is  read  only  as  a  study,  with  conunentaries  and  BiUioal  laiieaHL 
BuNTAN  wanted  no  help  but  the  magic  wand  of  his  imagination.  While  his  hiethwn 
were  quietly  reading  of  the  '  many  mansions*  described  with  snch  beantiftd  ffii»fiifi*y 
by  the  Great  Teacher,  he  was  almost  <  carried  away  in  the  spirit'  and  shown  <  Alt 
great  city  the  holy  Jerusalem,  descending  out  of  Heaven  from  Gon.'  Death  w« 
to  them  the  <  thief  in  the  night  ;*  to  him  the  grim  monster  who  sat  on  the  pale  hflDa 
They  thought  of  the  judgment  as  the  division  of  the  riieep  and  the  goali ;  he  M 
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the  ghmig;  up  by  death  and  hell  of  the  dead  that  were  m  them,  and  the  judgmg  of 
the  dead  before  the  great  white  throne  ont  of  the  things  written  in  the  books.  Let 
US  remark,  in  passing,  that  there  is  a  benevolent  wisdom  exhibited  in  these  Tartons 
descriptions  of  the  same  scene.  Archbishop  Whatblt.  conjectures,  ingenioosly 
enough,  that  the  framers  of  the  liturgy  paired  together  words  of  Latin  and  Saxon 
deriTation,  expressing  the  same  idea,  that  they  might  meet  the  tastes  of  all  worahip- 
pers.  On  somewhat  the  same  principle  are  those  wonderfully  varied  descriptions 
occurring  in  the  Scriptures.  A  few  instances  have  been  given ;  they  might  be  mul- 
tiplied indefinitely. 

Some  of  Buntan'b  brethren  were  learned.  Mr.  Philip  has  an  anecdote  of  one 
who,  when  pat  on  trial  for  dissenting,  saved  himself  by  pleading  in  Greek  and  again 
in  Hebrew.  His  arguments  were  unanswerable ;  at  least  none  of  th^lawyers  coul4 
answer  them.  Some  among  the  brethren  were  good  preachers ;  some  doubtless  were 
good  in  many  things  in  which  Bdntan  was  wanting ;  but  there  was  no  imagination 
that  could  sympathize  or  cope  with  his.  They  marvelled  at  him  as  boys  Aiarvel  at 
the  feats  of  an  adventurous  comrade.  To  the  intense  vividness  of  that  imagination 
most  be  attributed  the  lively  interest  excited  by  *  The  Pilgrim's  Fn>gress.'  That  was 
a  vision  rather  than  a  dream.  The  relator  casts  a  slrange  spell  about  us  when  we 
enter  his  magic  circle.  We  forget  all  passing  events  while  the  wonderful  revelation 
is  made  to  pass  before  us.  In  almost  every  other  branch  of  his  art  BumrAN  has  had 
his  superiors.  Bat  we  must  claim  for  him,  in  this  respect,  an  absolute  supremacy. ' 
We  are  pleased  as  we  read  Thompson's  *  Castle  of  Indolence ;'  but  we  feel  no  trem- 
bling solicitude  for  the  success  of  the  Knight  of  Arms  and  Industry.  We  marvel  as 
we  read  that  strange  episode  about  Death,  and  Sin,  the  portress  of  Hell,  with  her 
brood  of  hell-hounds ;  but  we  feel  no  earnest  anxiety  for  the  prevention  of  the  con- 
test between  Death  and  Satan  ;  nor  very  much  about  which  conquers  in  the  event 
of  their  meeting.  Far  otherwise  with  the  <  Pilgrim.'  Every  little  girl  fears  for  his 
safety,  when  Apollton  gets  him  down,  as  intensely  as  if  she  were  herself  m  that 
terrible  grasp.  She  is  as  delighted  when  Christian  produces  the  key  which  will 
open  any  lock  in  '  Doubting  Castle'  as  if  she  had  herself  lain  in  the  dungeon. 

Another  peculiar  merit  of  *  The  Pilgrim's  Progress'  is  the  skill  with  which  a  cer- 
tain dignity  and  sacrcdness  is  cast  about  things  ordinary  and  even  farcical.  Addison, 
in  one  of  his  ingenious  criticisms  on  Milton,  finds  fault  with  his  favorite,  for  Belial's 
midignified  triumph  at  the  rout  of  the  angels.  If  such  mirthful  sallies  are  improper  in 
a  heroic  poem,  the  fault  must  be  laid  exclusively  to  the  charge  of  the  author.  The 
characters  and  scenes  of  such  a  poem  are  the  most  exalted  that  can  be  selected. 
For  this  reason  Homer,  Virgil,  Dante  and  Milton,  have  all  introduced  superior  in- 
telligences into  their  plots,  although  no  one  of  them  has  gone  below  our  species,  or  even 
made  prominent  an  unworthy  specimen  of  mankind.  Hence  no  possible  constraint 
can  force  the  writers  of  heroic  poetry  to  the  introduction  of  ludicrous  scenes.  It  is 
not  so  with  an  allegory,  at  least  with  such  an  one  as  that  of  Buntan.  He  professes 
in  the  outset  to  give  us  the  history  of  a  Christian's  journey  through  the  world.  The 
nature  of  the  subject,  is  such  that,  even  though  treated  allegorically,  many  familiar 
scenes  most  be  introduced,  especially  by  a  writer  whose  first  great  object  is  the  good 
of  the  people.  A  most  incontestable  proof  of  genius  is  boldly  to  introduce  such  scenea 
and  still  to  maintain  throughout  an  unbending  dignity.  This  praise  we  claim  for  the 
Tinker.  The  only  otlier  *  first-rate'  allegory  in  our  language  of  much  length  is  the 
*  FaSrie  Queen.'    The  best  of  the  BkUnburgh  Reviewers,  in  comparing  this  great  poem 
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with  the  very  work  which  we  have  ander  notice,  complains  of  the  <  tedioomea'  of 
the  former.  Without  pretending  to  any  remarkable  critical  acnmen,  we  concaiTe  that 
a  jingle  sentence  which  that  writer  has  introduced,  rather  incidentally,  contaiiis  the 
gist  of  the  whole  matter :  *  We  become  sick  of  Cardinal  Virtues  and  Deadly  Sioi^ 
and  long  for  the  society  of  plain  men  and  women  ?*  Both  Spenser  and  Buntam  hid 
two  different  courses  set  before  them.  They  might  confine  their  scenes  to  a  purely 
ideal  world,  and  by  avoiding  all  intercourse  with  the  common  affairs  of  life,  avoid  iB 
hazard  of  vulgar  incidents ;  or  they  might  descend  to  the  common  walks  of  life,  and 
take  the  attending  hazards.  Spenser  chose  the  former  course ;  and  owing  to  his  ccn- 
tinually  straining  after  remoteness  from  common  associations,  which  Mr.  Lbioh  Host 
affirms  is  one  chief  attraction  of  his  work,  he  has  lost  that  lively  iutareit  which  ii 
perhaps  inseparable  from  such  associations, unless  we  are  compensated  by  the  magai- 
ficent  imagery  and  sonorous  epithets  of  heroic  poetry.  Bunt  an  chose  the  latter  ooanei 
and  his  success  has  been  complete.  He  has  not  only  risked  the  occurrence  of  soeiiii 
in  themselves  devoid  of  dignity ;  he  has  even  deliberately  introduced  such  ; 
and  yet  under  his  hand  thoy  appear  completely  stripped  of  all  unworthy  amc 
Certainly  there  is  eomctliing  very  far  from  romantic  or  heroic  about  struggiing  ind 
tumbling  in  the  mud ;  yet  not  one  reader  in  a  thousand  ever  finds  his  mirth  eidtsd 
by  the  adventure  of  Christian  in  the  Slough  of  Despond.  Most  writers  would  hsTf 
put  CiiKiBTiAN  and  Faithful  somewhere  else  at  Vanity  Fair  than  in  a  cage.  Thii 
is  perhaps  a  more  ludicrous  infliction  than  was  ever  practised  in  real  life ;  yet  no  on- 
worthy  associations  are  called  up  to  the  mind  by  Bunyan'b  narration.  Instead  of 
smiling  in  the  recollection  of  the  animals  cooped  up  at  the  last  show,  the  reader  ii 
filled  with  commiseration  for  the  guiltless  sufferers,  and  indignation  at  their  persecutflia 
It  is  no  small  praise  to  say  that  whatever  is  gained  for  the  humbler  classes  of  the  peo- 
ple by  this  homeliness  of  incident  is  pure  gain,  and  by  no  means  obtained  by  the  SMO- 
fice  of  dignity  or  good  taste. 

A  great  obstacle  to  the  success  of  allegory  has  been  noticed  by  Mr.  Jamib  Mokt- 
ooMERY ;  the  anticipation  of  the  reader's  judgment  by  the  names  of  ]>eTKmified  ab- 
stract qualities.  The  most  exquisite  pleasure  of  which  the  mind  is  susceptible  is  fouiid 
in  discovery,  as  well  of  error  as  of  truth.  Of  this  pleasure  we  are  robbed  by  these 
unwelcome  titles.  Every  reader  knows  very  nearly  what  <  Mr.  BT-BND«t'  uid  *  Mr. 
HoLD-THE-woRLD,*  aud  <  Mr.  Facing-botii-ways'  will  say.  Their  names  afiect  w 
Uke  the  officious  kindness  of  a  friend  who  takes  pains  to  inform  us  when  in  the  midit 
of  an  interesting  tale  how  it  will  terminate,  l^is  nomenclature  must  nrrrmrilj 
perhaps  be  introduced  to  some  extent  in  all  allegory.  Even  here,  howevert  Bcntam 
has  displayed  his  skill.  To  all  his  prominent  characters  he  has  given  general  and  com- 
prehensive appellations.  Christian,  Evangelist,  Goodwill,  Faithful,  Horcnn. 
and  Talkative  allow,  without  departure  from  dramatic  propriety,  much  more  abun- 
dant scope  for  the  invention  than  Forsialist,  Hypocrisy,  Savball  and  Monnv-uiti- 
These  last  therefore  are  soon  removed  from  the  stage.  Bunyan  might  have  Ibond 
the  uamc8akes  of  nearly  all  his  heroes  among  the  troops  of  Captain  Fiaur-THE-ooon- 
FiGHT-oF-FAiTH,  and  Sefgoaut  Smite-them-hip-and-tiiigii  ;  and  all  the  good  ladin 
of  the  '  House  Beautiful'  he  might  doubtless  have  seen  in  his  own  congregation.  It 
was  our  purpose  to  have  continued  these  desultory  remarks,  and  to  have  offered  soma 
observations  upon  the  lesc*  famous  works  of  Bunyan  ;  but  we  have  already  exceeded 
our  limits  and  must  forbear.  It  only  remains  that  we  be^^prak  for  Mr.  Phiup*b  book  a 
general  and  thoughtful  perusal ;  presenting  as  it  does  a  most  interesting  account  of  the 
great  master  of  allegory. 
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Etchikos  or  ▲  Wralino  Cbuise.  with  Notes  of  ▲  Sojoubm  cm  tri  Isijins  or  Zamzibaju 
To  which  u  appended  a  History  of  the  Whale-Fishery,  etc  By  J.  Ross  BsowNX.  In  One  volume, 
illustrated,    pp.  580.    New- York  :  Habpeb  and  Bbothxrs. 

Wk  scarcely  remember  when  we  have  *  run  through'  a  new  book  with  more  plea- 
sure than  this.  There  is  so  much  spirit  in  its  pagres ;  such  felicity  in  its  colloquial 
roTelations  of  character,  events  and  scenes ;  and  throughout,  such  a  naturalness  of 
style,  that  we  *  cottoned'  at  once  to  the  author,  and  took  him  to  our  confidence 
with  as  much  cordiality  as  we  would  welcome  a  congenial  spirit  to  our  sanctum- 
sanctorum.  We  were  continually  reminded,  while  engaged  in  the  pleasant  occupation 
of  perusing  this  work ;  its  graphic  pictures  of  ocean  and  continent ;  its  scenes  of 
ship-board  and  shore. ;  its  sketches  of  the  <  small  and  great  beasts'  that  inhabit  the 
great  deep,  and  especially  of  '  that  leviathan  that  takes  his  pastime  therein,'  (which 
'leviathan'  we  infer  to  be  <  very  like  a  whale,')  whose  capture,  arraignment  and 
trial  are  not  less  forcibly  described  and  illustrated ;  we  were  continually  reminded, 
we  say,  of  Dana's  admirable  work,  <  Two  Years  before  the  Mast,'  which  has  estab- 
liched  80  permanent  a  reputation  at  home  and  abroad.  There  is  the  same  clearness 
of  limning  in  the  transfer  of  an  ocean  scene  or  a  landscape  to  paper ;  a  greater  per- 
ception of  the  humorous  and  the  burlesque  ;  and  what  is  of  more  importance  the 
writer  has  a  kindred  detestation  of  i^umanity  in  the  petty  tyrants  of  the  deck,  and 
equal  fearlessness  in  exposing  and  animadverting  upon  it.  The  author  was  mainly 
actuated,  he  tells  us,  in  publishing  his  work,  by  a  desire  to  make  his  own  experience 
as  useful  to  others  as  it  had  been  to  himself ;  and  by  a  faithful  delineation  of  the 
service  in  which  he  was  engaged,  to  show  in  what  manner  the  degraded  condition  of 
the  sailors  employed  in  the  whaling  trade  may  be  ameliorated.  He  earnestly  invokes 
the  protecting  arm  of  American  law  in  punishing  mastens  of  whaling  vessels,  not 
only  for  positive  acts  of  cruelty,  but  for  morally  degrading  those  under  their  com- 
mand. We  trust  his  voice  will  be  heard  and  heeded  in  the  appropriate  quarter.  The 
volume  is  a  model  as  to  type  and  paper,  and  is  illustrated  by  several  spirited  engravings 
an.  steel  and  wood.  Its  extensive  dissemination  is  already  a  *  fixed  fact'  on  the  publirii- 
efs'  day-book  and  ledger. 


A  TaSATiSK  ON  Alosbka.    By  CaAELSS  W.  Hacxlbt,  D.  D.,  Frofeiaor  of  Ibtberaatiea  and  As- 
tronomy in  Columbia  Colle|^e.    New- York  :  HAsrsa  and  BaoTHsas. 

Tan  is  a  volume  of  over  five  hundred  large  octavo  pages ;  beautifully  printed,  and 
obtainable  at  the  low  price  of  one  dollar  and,  fifty  cents.  That  the  matter  of  the 
book  is  quite  equal  to  the  manner  in  which  it  is  presented  to  the  public,  we  should 
feel  warranted  in  concluding  from  the  general  reputation  of  the  author  as  a  man  of 
science,  and  from  his  great  experience  as  a  teacher ;  but  if  farther  confirmation  is 
required,  it  can  be  found  in  even  a  cursory  examination  of  the  work  itself.  The 
abundance  and  variety  of  example  and  illustration  will  strike  any  teacher  who  has 
felt  the  poverty  of  most  of  our  school -algebras  m  this  particular.  The  many  im- 
provements and  additions  introduced,  from  the  writings  of  modem  Grerman  and 
French  mathematicians,  together  with  some  things  that  are  entirely  new,  and  of 
American  origin,  will  recommend  it  to  the  student  who  wishes  to  become  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  the  present  condition  of  algebraic  analysis.  For  beginners,  an  ele^ 
mentary  or  minor  course  is  pointed  out,  by  reference  to  the  numbers  of  sections. 
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clearly  and  forcibly  discriminated.  There  are  in  all  nine  articles ;  upon  *  AiMXAxnafi 
History  of  Colonization  in  Africa,'  *  Sermons  of  Dr.  South  ;'  '  EixioTT^e  CtniM 
Sports ;'  *  The  Progress  of  Society,'  a  review  of  Dr.  Arnold's  *  Introdnetaiy  Lee- 
tures  on  Modem  History ;' '  Simmb^b  Stories  and  Reviews  ;*  Grbrnlbat  andSnAim ; 
the  Truths  of  Christianity  ;'  <  Michelet*b  Life  of  Lotiier  ;'  *  Wtmax  on  Yimtilt*Hif 
M'Kennev  on  the  Indians ;  and  *  Was  Mohammed  an  Imposter  or  an  EnUmsMtT 
a  review  of  the  Koran.  The  article  upon  South's  Bermons  is  one  which  shoold  be 
read  by  all  clergymen,  for  the  simplicity  of  pulpit  style  which  it  sets  forth  and  iOni- 
trates  by  extracts  and  well-considered  reflections  upon  them ;  a  style  which,  i 
ambition  or  effort,  has  yet  intensity,  vitality  and  richness ;  elements  in  which  so  i 
modern  sermons  are  sadly  deficient  The  paper  upon  Ellxott*s  *  Carolina  Sport^ 
embodies  a  warm  tribute  to  a  work  which,  judging  alone  from  the  libeiml  extneb 
given  in  the  review,  must  possess  the  deepest  interest  The  high  and  cordial  eoa- 
mendation  bestowed  upon  this  volume  from  the  pen  of  an  unpretending  I 
writer,  is  evidently  well  deserved.  The  next  pbper,  which  traces  the  snccc 
of  *  Social  Progress,'  wo  have  not  yet  read  with  that  care  which  its  theme  demands.  It 
is  succeeded  by  an  elaborate  article  on '  Simms's  Stories  and  Reviews,'  from  the  opw 
ing  pages  of  which  wo  take  a  few  passages.  They  will  confirm  our  readen  in  tlw 
estimate  which  we  have  established  of  the  writings  of  this  author,  and  another  in  the 
descending  scale,  in  some  of  the  later  issues  of  this  Magazme : 


•  The  nuthor  of  *  The  Yemassco,' '  Guy  Rivori,'  'Life  of  MAUoif,*  and  a  good  i ^ ^ 

of  that  sort,  is  a  writer  of  grc:a  pretcoftioni  and  8om«  local  reputttlion.  We  renramlwr  to  have  iwi 
iu  (iuinc  one  of  Uie  numerous  journals  which  havo  been  illuatrated  by  his  genisa,  an  aBasiNa 
natiou  from  his  pen,  aiidressed  to  persons  who  had  applied  to  him  for  infonaalion,  lyf  tlw  du 
between  autlior  and  publisher;  the  object  of  it  beiug^  evidently  to  tell  the  piMio  that  ho  waaiOM 
written  to  by  persons  who,  being  anxious  to  get  his  works,  very  naturally  fkncied  thnt  ha  wailfci 
proper  person  to  obtain  them  from,  and  to  let  tb«  applicants  know  that  thn  trade  part  of  tiM  beak 
business  was  in  quite  dilTerent  hands.  We  were  struck  by  the  infenuiiy  of  the  ■nnoanrswaf,  ui 
grateful  for  the  infurmutiun  thus  condeB<:endingly  imparteid.  We  availed  ouraelves  of  It  to  pissaw 
H<imu  uf  the  volumes,  which  wo  proceeded  forthwith  to  read  and  inwardly  digest.  Both  of  thSit  pio> 
ccssns  were  attended  with  no  ordinary  difficulties:  but  we  believe  we  were  QBconuKwIy  wmeemtd 
at  last. 

'  I'he  author  of  thcne  noveb  means  to  be  understood  as  setting  up  for  an  original,  patriolie,  asrifs 
Amrricaii  writer ;  but  we  are  convinced  that  every  judicious  reader  will  set  nim  oowa  as  nneMl- 
monly  dolicient  in  the  firbt  elements  of  originality,  lie  has  put  on  the  cast-off  rarmeats  of  thoM 
tish  Bovelist,  merely  endeavoring  to  give  them  an  American  fit ;  and,  like  thow  ftao  natl 
make  up  their  wardrobes  from  the  second-hand  dotliinf  shops,  or  from  the  *  aaparalMsd' 
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ment  of  Oak  H«ll,  there  ia  in  his  literary  outfits  a  decided  touch  of  the  ahabby  genteel.  The  outward 
foml  of  hia  novels  is  that  of  their  English  models ;  the  current  phrases  of  sentiment  and  description, 
worn  threadbare  in  the  circulating  libraries,  and  out  at  the  elbows,  are  the  robes  wherewith  he  covera 
imperfectly  the  nakedness  of  his  invention.  The  obligato  tone  of  sentimentality  wearisomely  drones 
thitMigh  the  soft  passages  of  the  thousand  times  repeated  plot  of  love.  To  borrow  a  metaphor  fW>m 
one  of  the  unhappy  experiences  of  dometttic  life,  the  tender  Unes  are  so  old  that  they  are  spoiled  ; 
they  have  been  kept  too  long,  and  the  hungriest  guest  at  the  '  intellectual  banquet'  finds  it  nauseating 
to  awallow  them. 

*  The  style  of  Mr.  Simms  —  we  mean  (for,  like  other  great  writers,  he  designates  himself  by  the 
titles  of  his  chief  productions,  rarely  condescending  to  the  comparative  vulgarity  of  using  a  proper 
name.)  we  mean  the  style  of  the  author  of  *  The  Yemassce'  and  '  Guv  Rivers'  —  is  deficient  in  grace, 
pictoresqueoess,  and  point.  It  shows  a  mind  seldom  able  to  seize  the  characteristic  features  of  the 
ofajoet  he  undertakes  to  describe,  and  of  courae  his  descriptions  generally  fail  of  arresting  the  read- 
er'a  attention  by  any  beauty  or  felicity  of  touch.  His  characters  are  vaguely  conceived,  and  either 
lUntJy  or  coarsely  drawn.  The  dramatic  parts  are  but  bungling  imitations  of  nature,  with  little 
sprMitliness  or  wit,  and  laboring  under  a  heavy  load  of  words. 

*  This  author,  as  if  to  carry  out  more  completely  the  contradiction  between  his  statements  of  prin- 
ciple and  bis  practice  in  the  matter  of  originality,  published  a  poem,  a  few  years  ago,  in  palpable 
imitation  of  Don  Juan  —  a  dull  travesty  of  a  most  reprehensible  modeL  To  read  canto  after  canto 
of  iBraoN's  original,  in  which  vulgar  sarcasm  and  licentiousness  were  redeemed  only  here  and  there 
by  m  passage  of  poetic  beauty,  was  a  depressing  task  iu  tlie  days  of  its  novelty  and  freshness ;  but  a 
pointless  revivHl  of  \t»  forced  wit,  its  painful  grimaces,  its  aifoctcd  versification,  its  stingless  satire, 
withoatone  touch  of  its  poetic  beauty  or  one  drop  of  its  poignant  wickedness  in  the  stale  mixture  ; 
the  keolocrasia  of  yesterday's  debauch  ;  was  an  experiment  upon  the  patience  of  the  much-readins[ 
and  long-enduring  public  which  could  not  possibly  be  succetsful.  The  author  of  '  The  Yemassee* 
has  however  written  some  well  versified  short  pieces,  though  we  cannot  recall  a  single  poem  which 
is  likely  long  to  survive  the  occasion  which  brought  it  forth. 

Mr.  SiMJiB  has  written  some  pleasing  verse,  and  one  or  two  poems  that  bespeak 
deep  emotion.  Examples  in  the  former  class  hav9  appeared  originally  in  these  pages, 
while  the  latter  have  been  quoted  to  his  honor,  and  widely  circulated  through  the  same 
medium  ;  but  we  are  constrained  to  admit  that  in  general  his  verse  is  of  that  unim' 
presHbU  description  which  neither  pleases  nor  offends ;  which  as  Charles  Lamb  says, 
we  <  at  the  same  time  detest  and  praise.'  As  to  his  poetical  attempt  in  the  style  of 
'  Don  Juan,'  we  put  it  to  any  admirer  of  his,  if  disinterested  admirers  he  has,  to  say 
whether  his  efibrts  in  this  kind  do  not  exhibit  a  sort  of  *  heavy  friskiness,  most  unex- 
pected, as  if  the  hippopotamus  should  show  a  tendency  to  dance  V  In  a  notice  of  Mr. 
SiMMs's  writings,  in  the  Knickerbocker  for  April  last,  we  remarked  that  the  sketches 
entitled  *  The  Wigwam  and  the  Cabin'  were  *  the  best  things  which  he  had  written, 
and  gave  the  most  favorable  impression  of  his  abilities.'  The  <  North- American'  co- 
inckiee  with  us  in  opinion.    Of  this  collection  the  reviewer  remariu : 

*  It  forms  part  of  Wiley  and  Putnam's  '  Library  of  American  Books  ;*  a  series,  by  the  by,  which 
wiUi  the  exception  of  a  few  of  the  volumes,  is  not  likely  to  do  much  honor  to  American  literature. 
It  is  diflSeult  to  imagine  what  can  have  seduced  those  respectable  publishers  into  printing,  as  one  of 
tik«  series,  that  indescribably  stupid  imitation  of  Dickens,  entitled  and  called  *  Big  Abel  and  Little 
Manhattan  ;'  *  a  contribution  to  the  patriotic  native  American  literature  a  good  deal  worse  than  the 
very  worst  things  of  'The  Yemassee*  and  'Guy  Rivers.'  Surely,8urely  this  dismal  trash  cannot  have 
been  seriously  chosen  as  a  fit  representative  of  American  originality,  in  a  *  Library  of  American 
Books;'  though  it  does  very  well  to  follow  the  silly  and  affected  motto  which  some  evil-disposed  per- 
»om  has  persuaded  them  to  adopt  from  the  Address  of  the  American  Copy-right  Club.' 

*  In  justice  to  the  enterprising  publishers,  it  is  proper  to  explain,  that  'Big  Abel  and  Little  Manhat- 
Can'  was  announced,  through  a  misunderstanding,  or  without  their  knowledge,  upon  the  cover  of  a 
previous  issue,  as  one^of  their  forthcoming  '  American  Books.'  The  author  was  offered  a  cheque  for 
m  hundred  dollars  if  he  would  withdraw  it  from  the  series ;  but  as  it  had  been  printed  at  his  risk,  he 
would  not  consent  to  surrender  an  opportunity  of  adding  to  his  literary  laurels.  It  is  worthy  of  re* 
mark  also,  'in  this  connection,'  that  the  '  silly  and  affected  motto,'  to  which  reference  is  had  by  the 
reviewer,  is  from  the  same  luminous  pen  that  traced  of  *  Big  Abel  and  Little  Manhattan' the  wondrous 
history.  A  library  however  which  includes  aniong  its  volumes  such  excellentand  attractive  works  u 
Chsjcvbr's  '  Wanderings  of  a  Pilgrim  under  tiie  Shadow  of  Mont-Blanc  and  the  Jungfrau,* '  Western 
Clearings,'  by  Mrs.  Kibkland,'  '  Mo«>sen  from  an  Old  Manse,'  by  Hawthobice,  *  The  Wilderness  and 
the  War-path,'  by  Judge  Haz.l,  '  Typee,'  by  Melville,  and  the  like,  should  not  be  tabooed  on  ae* 
count  of  two  or  three  worthless  or  uninteresting  publications,  from  which,  at  the  buyer's  option,  they 
can  be  made  to  'part  company,' without  derangement  of  the  series. 
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These  works,  with  the  '  Tales  by  Edoae  A.  Pob/  who  k  deicribed  as  *  beloiigii| 
to  the  forcible-feeble  and  shallow-profound  school,'  aie  pranoaiioed  '  poor  : 
for  an  American  Library.'   In  comparison  with  the  <  infinitesimal  amalliwisi  of  < 
of  these  selected  representatives  of  *  American  Literatare,'  the  '  North 
considoiB  the  tales  of  the  '  Wigwam  and  the  Cabin'  as  even  *  mastoily  efibrtii'  uA 
as  well '  entitled  to  a  place  in  the  not  very  hig;h  department  of  literatim  to  which  thoy 
belong.'    Several  of  them  are  commended  for  varioos  merits,  extracts  iUnsCntlni 
which  are  freely  given ;  although  the  '  heavy  dissertations'  which  prefooe  eoDiB  of 
them,  *  as  if  they  were  set  up  at  the  opening  pages  for  the  sake  of  warning  off  the 
trespassing  reader,'  the  reviewer  expresses  small  admiration.    *  The  sUnieB,'  ofaMnm 
the  Quarterly,  <  are  not  gracefully  written  ;  but  being  in  a  leM  amUtioDS  style  than 
the  author's  larger  works,  the  literary  faults  and  deficiencies  are  less  obeervaUe,  uA 
tempered  down  to  a  less  prominent  and  offensive  point     Either  tnm.  a  want  of  ocfi- 
nal  power  to  sustain  with  equable  wing  a  long  flight  in  the  region  of  romanee, « 
from  a  lack  of  sufficicut  culture  to  train  his  energies  up  to  snch  high  aimia  the  aa* 
thor  of  '  Guy  Rivers'  seems  only  equal  to  the  short  and  easy  career  of  the  i 
tale   or  story.'    The  reviewer  adds,  that  even  in  these  stories 
offensive  to  good  taste,  indicate  the  writer's  inability  to  discriminate,  in  the  4 
ment  of  his  materials,  between  what  should  have  been  cast  aside  as  refnae  and  wfalt 
was  fit  to  be  used  for  the  purposes  of  art    Concerning  *  Calota,  or  the  Loves  of  the 
Driver,'  the  reviewer  confirms  our  impression  that  it  is  *defonned  by  < 
that  *  the  plot  is  feeble  and  foolish,'  and  that  <  the  negro-driver  is  aimi^j  i 
*  Can  any  thing  be  more  absurd,'  it  is  asked, '  than  to  call  the  reeistaiice  offered  tj 
Calota,  the  Indian  wife,  to  the  sickening  advances  of  a  greasy,  urnnlljr  hnadnd, 
blubber-lipped  negro,  a  *  triumph  of  virtue  V    Her  refusal  to  yield  to  his  Uaiidili- 
ments  would  be  not  so  much  the  triumph  of  virtue  as  the  triumph  of  naana.'    We 
quote  the  natural  and  just  remarks  of  the  '  North-American'  upon  thii  tale,beenM 
we  once  had  the  imhappiness  to  offend  its  author,  previoos  to  retnmhig  him  tte 
manuscript  of  it,  by  auuouncing  it  as  '  under  consideration'  for  admisaon  into  then 
pages ;  as  if  any  thing  from  hit  pen  requured  *  considemtion'  pievioiie  to  inentlan! 
The  story  was  subsequently  published  in  a  Southern  periodical,  and  was  eefegeiy 
reprehended,  we  remember,  in  that  region. 

Mr.  SiMMB*  *  Views  and  Reviews  of  American  Literature'  *  (a  name  *  which  Mm 
to  have  been  adopted  for  no  other  reason  than  the  unmeaning  jingle  of  the  wonA^') 
are  held  by  the  *  North  American'  to  *  contain  but  little  valuable  oritieinn ;  they  «■- 
fold  no  principle  of  beauty,  and  illustrate  no  point  in  the  philosophy  of  Uteratma  and 
art.'  They  are  described  as  abounding  in  sounding  yet  baselem  aaumiptioiM,  of  t 
character  with  the  following :  <  The  chief  value  of  history  coDeists  in  its  proper  em- 
ployment for  the  purposes  of  art'  *  The  engineer,'  says  the  reviewer,  *  who  deeland 
the  final  cause  of  the  creation  of  rivers  to  be  the  feeding  of  canals,  was  modente  m 
comparison  with  this  extravagant  assorter  of  the  prefiminence  of  art  over  hMtotjt  of 
fiction  over  fact,  of  invention  over  truth.'  Now  the  precedmg  forcible  and  eaidU 
comments  upon  the  productions  of  Mr.  Sums,  and  those  of  a  writer  or  two  of  kli- 
dred  pretensions,  though  undeniably  beneath  a  kindred  stamp,  are  qjolte  ( 
with  our  own  expressed  opinions  in  these  pages ;  and  although  the '  North-. 
Review'  is  a  dignified  impersonality,  and  the  reviewer  ui  the  preeent 


*  Ma.  SIMMS,  wo  should  hero  stuto,  errs  ia  the  iinpreMion,  coovfiyed  iu  his  prs|hes^  tJut  i 
thoMi '  views'  or  *  reviewa*  ever  appeared  in  the  Knicxkbbockss. 
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vmoqaainted  with  the  anthor  of  <  The  Yemawee,*  mve  throngfa  hk  worka,  yet  our 
own  ezperienoe  impela  ne  to  adrise  our  old  and  inflneiitial  quarterly  cootemporary 
that  it  rnnat  look  to  be  denounced  by  senaitive  enfferen,  in  tenne  of  seyere  debility, 
as  a  journal  influenced  in  its  criticisnu  by  penonal  prejudice ;  by  local  feeling ;  by 
*  Northern  partialitiei ,'  and  by  <  an  anti-national  spirit ;'  all  which  of  couree  will 
'  make  it  bad'  for  the  '  North-American !'  Meanwhile,  we  ask  the  especial  atten- 
tion of  our  readers  to  the  following  observations,  which  may  be  found  toward  the  end 
of  the  review  we  have  been  considering: 

'  Thskx  has  been  a  good  deal  of  rather  unmeanin;  talk  about  American  literature.  There  haa 
been  in  this  matter,  also,  an  operation  of  the  principle  of  the  diviaion  of  labor.  Those  who  have 
tallied  most  about  it  have  done  the  least.  The  men  to  whom  American  literature  is  really  indebted 
have  quietly  planned  and  executed  works  on  which  theirown  fame  and  their  country's  literary  honor 
net.  But  certain  cotaries  of  would-be  men  of  letters,  noisy  anthoriinfs,  and  noisy  in  proportioa  to 
their  diminutive  size,  waste  their  time  and  vex  the  patient  spirits  of  long-suffering  readers,  by  prating 
about  our  want  of  an  independent  national  American  literature.  Of  course  all  this  prating  w  with- 
out the  faintest  shadow  of  sense.  From  the  vehement  style  in  which  these  literary  patriots  die* 
course,  it  would  seem  that  they  lamented  the  heritage  of  the  English  language  and  its  glorious 
traasurea,  which  are  our  birth-rirht,  as  a  national  calamity.  They  say,  in  effect,  'Go  to ;  lat  na 
make  a  national  literature ;'  aad  forthwith  a  five-act  comedy  of  most  lamentable  mirth ;  a  two  or 
tkree-volumed  novel  of  tawdry  commonplaces ;  a  witless  caricature,  with  illustrations,  like  *  PuffiBr 
Hopkins ;'  a  coarse  accumulation  of  unimaginative  vulgaritiea,  pretending  to  dalineate  American 
life ;  spring  into  being,  and  are  clamorously  pushed  into  public  notice  as  specimens  of  the  gennine- 
•ative-original  American  literature.  These  gentlemen  forget  that  national  literature  cannot  be 
forced  like  a  hot-bouse  plaoL  Talking  about  it  has  no  tendency  to  produce  iL  They  seem  to  think 
that  American  authors  ought  to  limit  themselves  to  American  subjects,  and  hear  none  but  American 
eriticiam;  as  if,  Corsooth,  the  genius  of  America  must  never  wander  beyond  the  mountaina,  forests 
and  waterfalls  of  the  western  continent ;  as  if  the  refinements  of  European  culture  should  have  no 
eharma  for  the  American  taste.  How  many  of  SaAKSPiAns's  noblest  plays  are  laid  in  aeenea  be- 
yond the  narrow  precincu  of  English  life !  How  many  of  the  greatest  works  of  her  historians  trace 
the  fortunes  of  countries  and  people  having  no  other  connection  with  England  than  the  tie  of  a  com* 
■ion  humanity  1  In  what  portion  of  the  British  isles  did  John  Mvltoh  place  the  beings  that  neve 
end  act  in  his  immorul  work  7'  •  •  •  *  The  complaint  of  a  want  of  nationality  in  American  literature 
ia  borrowed  from  the  ill-founded  Judgments  of  English  criticism.  Even  in  this,  our  professed  abet- 
tors of  aboriginality  are  not  orignaL  English  critics  seem  to  expect  a  dash  of  savageness,  a  aound 
of  the  war-boop,  a  stroke  of  the  tomahawk  or  the  bowie-knife;  they  expect  to  hear  the  roar  of 
Niagara  and  the  crash  of  the  trees  in  the  primeval  forests,  in  the  literature  of  America.  Very  pret- 
tily sounding  phrsses  these ;  but  neither  the  English  originals  nor  the  American  copyists  can  force 
Buch  meaning  into  them. 

'American  literature  will  do  very  well,  in  spite  of  these  birds  of  bodinc  cry.  With  extending 
literary  and  scientific  culture,  and  increased  familiarity  with  the  genius  of  tne  past ;  with  constantly 
enlarging  intercourse  among  the  moat  civilined  nations,  and  the  rapid  intercommunication  of  thougktt, 
creations  and  inventions ;  the  intellect  of  America  cannot  fail  to  go  forward  in  the  career  ao  auspi* 
elottsly  begun.  The  work  so  well  done  already  by  our  great  orators,  historians,  poets  and  artists 
wUl  not  rest  under  the  stimulating  influences  pouring  in  from  eVery  quarter  upon  the  agitated  intel- 
lect of  the  country.  Fercet  oput ;  and  all  the  exaggerated  complaints  of  coteries  of  small  authora 
t  make  its  glowing  progress  slower.' 


A  small  set  of  self-styled  author-conservators  of  home  literature  in  our  midst,  with 
little  brains  and  much  tongue,  are  justly  and  forcibly  rebuked  in  the  above  pregnant 
sentences.  *  No  combination  of  writers,'  says  the  able  critic  of  the  '  Courier  and 
Enquirer'  daily  journal,  <to  urge  their  own  claims,  to  insist  upon  their  own  actual 
or  imagined  rights,  to  oppose  the  introduction  of  foreign  writings,  or  in  any  way  to 
induce  literary  growth  by  any  hot-house  cultivation,  can  ever  attain  any  desirable 
result  Good  books  will  live  and  bad  ones  will  die.  This  is  a  rule  as  true  in  fact  as 
in  theory,  and  as  just  as  it  is  true.  It  cannot  be  changed,  and  it  ought  not  to  be 
changed  if  it  could.  There  is  no  good  reason  why  a  man  should  buy  or  read  a  worth- 
less book,  nor  any  reason  why  a  good  book,  no  matter  whence  it  comes,  should  not 
be  read.  A  stapid  book  is  no  better  for  being  American  m  its  origin,  and  a  good  one 
is  no  worse  for  coming  from  abroad.  Books  of  equal  merit  should  stand  upon  equal 
ground,  without  reference  to  their  origin.*  Our  sentiments  exactly;  and  we  beg 
leave  to  commend  them  to  the  members  of  that  sparse  corps  of  reciprocal  nurses  to 
their  own  small  '  literature,'  who,  dandle  in  turn  as  they  may  some  diminutive  an- 
thorlmg  on  their  feeble  knees ;  feed  him  never  so  near  to  bunting  with  their  curds 
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and  whey,  can  never  <  raise  him  ;'  never  impart  a  repatation  for  gifti  wliioh  he  hm 
not ;  least  of  all,  for  the  posseasion  of  genius,  that  §rloriou8  and  fobtle  fire,  wiiieh  it 
has  been  well  said  is  in  one  respect  like  gold,  since  numbers  of  noisy  penone  are  ooor 
stantly  writing  about  both  who  have  neither.  But  hold !  —  we  are  at  the  end  at  our 
available  space ;  and  although  we  intended  to  speak  of  the  interesting  and  moat  neeftd 
article  on  <  Ventilation,*  and  that  upon  Col.  M' Kenneths  recent  work  on  the  Tndiam, 
we  must  content  ourselves  by  commending  our  readers  to  secure  a  penual  of  them  in 
the  fair  white  pages  of  the  *  North- American'  itself. 


<  Para,  or  Eight  Months  on  the  Banks  of  the  Amazon,'  is  the  title  of  a  vo- 
luminous manuscript  which  has  been  left  with  us  for  '  trial  and  sentence.'  Braxilt  m 
our  readers  are  aware,  is  *  by  nature*  one  of  the  most  magnificent  countries  in  the 
world ;  and  of  all  its  provinces,  Para,  the  name  alike  of  the  province  and  its  princi- 
pal city,  is  the  most  beautiful :  the  luxuriant '  Amazonia'  is  all  included  in  its  bounda^ 
ries ;  and  it  is  indeed  what  it  is  termed,  the  *  Paradise  of  Brazil.'  It  has  been  little 
explored,  and  but  little  is  even  now  known  of  the  numerous  Indian  tribee  dwelling 
in  the  interior.  The  scenery  of  the  Para  river,  on  which  the  town  is  situated,  is  un- 
surpassed for  richness  and  variety ;  its  climate  is  delightful ;  its  birds  are  nnmeroni» 
and  of  the  most  gorgeous  plumage ;  it  has  an  extensive  variety  of  quadrupeds,  Dram 
the  spotted  jaguar  to  the  little  Marmazete  monkey ;  and  its  insects  glitter  continually  in 
the  pure  atmosphere,  dazzling  the  eye  as  with  the  light  of  gems.  Every  division  of  natu- 
ral history,  in  fine,  teems  with  splendid  *  specimens.'  The  mantiscript  before  us  is  a  ae- 
ries of  fresh  personal  adventures  and  reminiscences,  to  which  we  pro^Ded  to  invite  the 
attention  of  our  readers.  The  writer,  it  may  be  proper  to  add,  while  in  Brazil,  proseouted 
vigorously  his  favorite  study  of  ornithology,  with  actual  *  illustrations ;'  insomuch  that 
he  has  now  in  his  possession  one  of  the  most  extensive  and  beautiful  private  omitfao- 
logical  collections  in  the  United  States ;  all  the  specimens  in  which  were  kiUed  in  their 
native  haunts  by  the  writer  and  his  companion,  who  were  undismayed  by  obstaclee* 
not  a  few  of  which  were  sufficiently  serious  to  have  intimidated  older  adventuraiiL 
But  let  us  not  keep  the  reader  from  the  manuscript  itself ;  but  permit  hun  to  turn 
over  the  leaves  with  us,  taking  here  and  there  such  passages  as  may  strike  our  fiuioy 
or  enlist  our  attention.  Here  is  an  interesting  account  of  the  Toucan,  a  speciee  of 
bird  quite  abundant  in  Juncal,  of  which  the  *  white-throated'  and  the  *  yellow-throotedf 
are  the  finest  specimens ;  the  first  being  black,  with  a  beautifully-blended  red-and- 
yellow  bill,  the  second  somewhat  smaller,  with  green  reflections  and  a  Ism  formida- 
ble beak.  '  These  birds,'  says  the  writer,  <  live  principally  on  fruits,  but  when  in  a  state 
of  captivity  learn  to  eat  ahnost  every  thing.  Their  favorite  food  is  the  Assuhy  beny, 
and  their  method  of  eating  it  is  very  remarkable.  They  first  seize  the  fruit  in  the 
extremity  of  their  bill,  and  by  a  sudden  twitch  throw  it  several  feet  into  the  air ;  as  it 
drops,  they  catch  it  and  swallow  it  entire,  without  the  slightest  efibrt  at  masticatiQii. 
They  confine  themselves  mostly  to  lofty  trees,  where  they  sit  with  their  beaks  pointed 
directly  toward  the  wind,  thus  overcoming  a  power  which  if  exerted  on  the  broadsido 
might  considerably  disturb  their  comfort  and  equanimity.  Their  flight  is  straight  for- 
ward from  one  place  to  another,  and  it  is  seldom  that  they  make  a  curve  while  on  the 
wing.  Their  eyes  are  so  constructed  that  they  cannot  see  distinctly  ahead,  but  th^ 
vision  on  the  side  is  wonderfully  acute.    The  hunter  must  be  acquainted  with  thia  eir- 
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cnmBtance,  or  he  will  find  it  almost  impoflBiUe  to  get  a  shot  at  them.  They  build  their 
neits  in  the  hollow  of  old  trees  and  make  a  small  circular  aperture  directly  in  front 
The  female  lays  but  two  eggs,  on  which  she  sits,  and  with  her  formidable  beak  protm- 
ding  from  the  port-hole  of  her  fortress,  she  is  able  effectually  to  protect  herself,  and 
repel  all  monkeys,  serpents,  or  other  animals  or  reptiles,  who  may  be  disposed  to  invade 
her  sacred  premises.' 

The  writer's  companiop,  on  his  way  back  to  Juncal,  was  something  more  than 
annoyed  by  the  *  monkey-shines'  of  certain  mischievous  little  rascals,  the  only  speci- 
mens of  which  that  one  encounters  in  this  country  are  *  held  in  slavery*  by  vagrant 
Italians,  whose  hurdy-gurdys  occasionally  resound  in  our  public  thoroughfares:  *  We 
met,'  says  the  manuscript,  *  with  but  one  adventure  by  the  way  which  deserves  mention. 
Passing  through  a  part  of  the  stream  that  was  darkly  shaded  by  a  thick  forest  on  one 
side,  we  heard  distinctly  the  chattering  of  monkeys  among  the  trees.     *  Well,'  said 

Mr.  H , '  I  believe  I  '11  go  ashore  and  give  those  fellows  a  shot    You  had  better 

remain  in  the  boat  until  I  return.'  I  therefore  landed  him,  and  he  walked  noiselessly 
into  the  woods.  In  a  few  minutes  the  sharp  report  of  his  gun  rang  through  the 
glades,  immediately  succeeded  by  another  as  loud  and  shriU.  In  a  moment  the 
woods  reverberated  with  the  horrible  cries  of  the  monkeys,  who  had  evidently  lost 
some  of  their  number.    Never  did  I  listen  to  such  an  unearthly  noise  ;  bat  amid  the 

uproar  I  heard  Mr.  H calling  me  at  the  top  of  his  voice  to  come  to  his  rescue. 

I  hastily  left  the  boat,  and  rushed  instantaneously  to  the  assistance  of  my  companion. 
He  was  entirely  surrounded  by  monkeys,  and  hundreds  of  others  were  coming  down 
from  the  trees,  while  be  was  knocking  those  about  him  aside  with  the  butt-end  of  his 
gnn.  I  fired  both  my  barrels  into  the  thickest  of  them,  and  probably  wounded  so 
many  that  they  concluded  it  was  not  best  farther  to  prosecute  their  attack  ;  for  they 
quickly  dispersed  aud  fled  in  every  direction.    We  picked  up  three  or  four  of  the 

dead  and  carried  them  along  with  us.     Mr.  H assured  me  that  if  he  had  been 

alone  he  would  have  been  most  seriously  bitten,  if  not  killed.'  Our  narrator  mentions 
another  friend  who,  while  in  his  canoe  on  the  stream,  shot  a  bird  which  fell  into  the 
water.  His  dog,  who  was  with  him  in  the  boat,  jumped  out  to  get  it.  In  a  moment 
the  wide  jaws  of  an  alligator  twenty  feet  long  appeared  above  the  surface,  which 
seised  both  dog  and  bird,  and  they  sunk  to  rise  no  more.' 

As  the  writer  was  about  leaving  Juncal,  he  beheld  an  example  of  what  Soott 
terms  *  lugging  in  by  ear  and  horn :'  *  We  pastod  the  day  on  board  the  schooner,  to 
see  them  take  in  cattle.  I  had  came  down  thus  early  in  order  to  witness  this  opera- 
tion. A  pen  is  made  on  the  margin  of  a  precipitous  bank,  into  which  the  cattle  are 
driven.  A  lasso  ia  first  thrown  around  the  head  of  one  of  the  oxen,  who  is  forced  over 
the  bank  into  the  water.  A  strong  noose  is  then  cast  from  the  boat  round  hi*  hecna^ 
and  he  is  raised  up  by  means  of  a  pully,  and  put  in  the  hold,  where  he  \b  fastened. 
AD  are  individually  taken  on  board  in  this  manner.  They  look  exceedingly  comical 
while  suspended  by  their  horns,  their  eyes  dilated,  and  every  muscle  stretched  to  its 
utmost  capacity.  Although  I  pitied  the  poor  animals,  I  could  not  refrain  from  laugh- 
ter at  the  ridiculous  appearance  they  made  while  thus  hanging  in  the  air  like  a  bale 
of  goods.'  While  at  Caripe,  the  name  of  an  estate  belonging  to  ALEXANDEa  Campbell, 
Bsq.,  a  gentleman  greatly  esteemed  for  his  kindness  and  liberality  to  Americaiu^  our 
traveller  records  the  following  occurrence :  *  We  became  acquainted  while  in  the  city 
with  an  Englishman  by  the  name  of  Graham,  who  had  left  his  native  country  inquest 
of  health,  with  his  wife  and  only  child.    He  had  devoted  most  of  his  time  to  the  stndy 
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of  mUnr«l  hirtory,  and  had  BiuMseeded  inaeqairingby  ladMtry  andpttwrwcaiwa  a  twy ' 
yaloaUe  collection  of  f^Mcimena.  Hit  younger  brother  had  jwt  arrived  from  B»> 
rope  to  accompany  him  home.  Deeiroua  of  ehowing  him  the  beautlefl  of  the  oouatiy, 
he  suggeated  a  trip  to  Garipe,  whither,  in  company  with  a  ftuthftd  black,  who  hid 
been  hii  constant  companion,  they  all  went  Wiriung  one  day  to  eroM  ofor  to  tht 
island  of  Marajo,  distant  about  ten  or  twelve  milea,  he  went  out  in  m  liCtlo  Moaforiii^ 
with  his  wife  and  child,  to  gain  a  larger  one  which  was  waiting  at  anchor  fur  him  ii  ^ 
the  river,  about  half  a  mile  from  the  shore.  Through  some  oareleinew  or  iiMinsii 
agement,  the  frail  boat  was  upset  and  all  plunged  into  tlie  water.  Evwry  ezoilin 
was  made  by  those  in  the  larger  vessel  to  save  them,  but  without  avail ;  habandf  wk 
and  child  were  drowned.  This  most  tragic  scene  was  miluewed  by  youag  GaAiAH 
from  the  beach  ;  but  alas !  he  cou]<k  render  no  aasistanoe.  What  tumaltuoas  thnas 
of  anguish  must  have  wrung  that  orphan  brother's  heart,  on  beholding  thoae  mot 
dear  to  him  on  earth  swallowed  up  in  a  moment  by  the  relentleas  wave  ;  leaviag  fan 
alone,  in  a  land  of  strangers  I  Mr.  Graham  himself  Was  an  active  awimmer,  but  ht 
lost  his  life  in  endeavoring  to  save  that  of  his  wife.  Their  bodiea,  tightly  looked  to- 
gether in  the  cold  embrace  of  death,  floated  ashore.  *  They  loved  in  life,  and  indoalh 
they  were  not  divided.'  A  rude  grave  was  digged  in  the  sand,  and  tlie  and  rsiailM 
of  worth  and  beauty  consigrned  to  its  bosom.  Here,  amid  the  aditode  of  beaatiW 
nature,  and  on  the  banks  of  the  king  of  rivers,  they  sweetly  repose.  No  tear  of  finoad- 
ship  bedews  the  spot,  but  the  rising  tide  of  the  mighty  Amazon  daily  weops  over  it 
Martyrs  to  the  science  they  so  successfiilly  proseented,  they  are  calmly  riaepfaig  al 

Caripe: 

'  Thkiub  breathea  the  odor  of  •lunmer  flowera, 
And  the  miuic  of  birds  ii  there.' ' 

The  reader  having  now  been  favorably  introduced  to  our  corroqKmdont,  we  AaB 
permit  him  to  gossip  with  them  *  k  discretion.'  He  mentioiio  thia  »»»"^«*g  i 
at  Para :  *  At  all  the  important  parts  of  the  city,  such  as  the  palace,  i 
etc.,  guards  are  stationed,  whose  business  it  is  to  be  vigilant  during  the  dayi  and  ti 
hail  all  persons  who  pass  by  after  eight  o'clock  at  night.  One  evaning  a  dmkm 
English  sailor  was  staggering  past  the  eustom-hoaae,  when  he  waa  hailed  by  the 
guard,  '  Quein  var  la  ?'  ('  Who  goes  there?')  The  customary  reply  to  thia  iniM-  • 
rogatory  is,  <  Amigo  ;'  (*  A  friend.')  Our  hero,  not  understanding  the  langoafa,  wk 
what  business  any  one  had  to  addreas  him  in  such  an  authoritive  manner,  in  a  Slm> 
torian  voice  cried  out,  *  You  d  —  d  screaming  Portuguese  oon-of-a-gna,  atop  yov 
noise,  or  I  '11  send  you  to  h — 11 !'  The  guard,  thiidcing  of  oourso  that  he  oooU  aol 
speak  the  language,  and  that  he  was  merely  telling  him  so  ui  Eng|ah,  let  Us 
pass  in.'  *  One  cannot  forbear  noticing  the  extreme  politeneos  of  the  Poctqfoan  ii 
the  streets.  It  is  the  custom  universally  for  a  Brazilian  gentleman  on  moatint  a 
stranger,  to  take  off  his  hat,  and  bowing,  to  salute  him  with  the  po|Hilar  ai|inaMii^ 
'  Viva  Senhor  ;'  (*  Long  life.  Sir.')  We  were  astonished  at  observing  the  raapact  Ihit 
was  paid  us  on  our  first  arrival;  by  the  men  who  spoke  and  the  "^■^•r—  whs 
sweetly  smiled.'  .  .  .  Some  idea  of  the  success  with  which  onr  adveotoreie  pnao* 
cuted  their  researches,  may  be  gathered  from  the  subjoined  catalogue  of  a  portim  rf 
their  collection :  *  Our  live  stock  was  quite  numerous ;  consisting  of  moakeya,  aa 
ant-bear,  an  armadillo,  two  roseate  spoonbills,  and  as  many  egreto,  tofethor  wilh 
several  loquacious  parrots.  These  animals  afibrded  us  an  infinite  deal  of  arnnoMani 
The  birds  became  so  attached  to  us  that  they  would  oome  at  oor  call,  and  take  thoii 
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food  from  our  hands.  The  parrots  shortly  learned  to  repeat  two  di  thrav 
phrases,  which  they  seemed  to  delight  in  pronoancin^  continnally,  oTen  to  the  exelmdoii 
of  their  mother  tongiie.  We  had  also  among  our  feathered  oolleotioa  a  nngle  macaw : 
this  bird  was  about  two  feet  in  length,  and  beautifully  marked  with  blue  and  red. 
He  was  rery  affectionate  in  his  disposition,  and  appeared  to  imdenrtand  all  we  said  to 
him.  Whenerer  dinner  or  any  other  meal  was  ready,  he  always,  at  the  ringhig  of 
the  bell,  perched  himself  upon  the  back  of  the  chair  at  the  head  of  the  table,'aiid 
waited  patiently  for  us  to  serve  him.'  .  .  •.  *  An  Indian  brought  us  a  liye  ooral-enake 
one  day,  which  he  had  recently  cauglit  in  the  forest  It  was  more  than  three  feet  in 
length,  and  regularly  banded  with  alternate  ringa  of  black,  scarlet  and  yellow.  Al- 
though naturally  very  poisonous,  yet  the  one  in  question  had  been  deprrved  of  its 
iangs,  and  consequently  rendered  harmless.  For  the  sake  of  security  we  put  him  in 
a  small  wooden  box,  little  thinking  that  it  would  be  possible  for  him  to  get  out,  and 
then  placed  the  box  in  our  own  apartment.  In  the  night  the  reptile  forced  out  the 
bottom  of  his  cage  and  in  the  course  of  his  perambulations  found  his  way  into  the 
cook's  room.  Being  awake,  she  aroused  ns  by  her  screams.  We  rushed  to  her  aid, 
and  on  discovering  the  cause  of  her  fear,  attempted  to  catch  the  wily  serpent,  but 
our  efforts  were  in  vain.  The  reptile  escaped  through  a  crevice  in  the  floor,  and  we 
never  saw  our  favorite  {* favorite  I*)  again.' 

As  this  is  the  season  when  India-rubbers  are  called  into  requisition,  the  reader  mty 
like  to  know  something  of  the  modus-operandi  of  their  manufacture :  *  The  stranger 
in  Fara  cannot  fail  to  notice  the  suigular  manner  in  which  India-rubber  shoes  are 
transported  from  place  to  place.  He  will  see  slaves  bearing  long  poles  thickly  strung 
with  them,  marching  along  and  keeping  time  to  a  slow  discordant  chant  Theae 
■hoes  are  mostly  manufactured  in  the  interior  and  brought  down  the  river  by  the  In- 
dians. The  tree  (Siphilla  Elastica)  is  exceedingly  peculiar  in  appearance.  It  has 
large  thick  leaves,  and  reaches  the  height  of  eighty  and  sometimes  an  hundred  feet. 
The  trees  are  tapped  in  the  same  manner  as  the  New-Englanders  tap  maple  treee, 
from  which  a  thick  liquid  resembling  cream  flows  out  This  is  collected  m  earthen 
jars,  where  it  is  kept  until  desired  for  use.  The  operation  of  making  thei  shoes  con- 
sists in  first  igniting  the  fruit  of  a  species  of  palm,  which  yields  a  thick  dark  smoke. 
They  then  take  a  wooden  last,  with  a  handle,  and  having  poured  the  liquid  over  it,  a 
coating  of  which  remains,  they  hold  it  over  the  ignited  fruit ;  the  action  of  the  smoke 
apon  the  gum  causes  it  in  time  to  assume  a  black  color.  After  the  requisite  number 
of  coats  have  been  given  in  this  manner,  the  shoes  are  exposed  to  the  sun  to  harden . 
India-rubber  constitutes  one  of  the  principal  exports  of  Fara.  More  than  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  thousand  shoes  are  annually  exported  from  this  province  ;  ui  ftuit,  almost 
all  the  India-rubber  consumed  in  the  United  States  comes  from  this  source.'  .  .  .  Our 
correspondent  gives  an  amusing  description  of  the  freaks  of  the  electrical  eel.  He  is 
writing  from  ship-board :  <  One  day,  wishing  to  change  the  water  in  which  our  eels 
were  kept,  we  upset  the  tub  on  the  deck,  and  thus  threw  them  out  Havuig  replen- 
ished the  vessel  with  fresh  water,  we  requested  one  of  the  sailors  to  put  them  in.  He 
proceeded  to  do  so ;  but  no  sooner  had  he  touclied  it  with  his  hand,  than  he  received 
a  shock  which  caused  him  to  drop  it  in  a  moment  He  attempted  it  again,  bat  with 
no  better  success  than  before.  Great  was  the  amazement  of  his  fellows,  who  all  tried 
in  turn  to  put  the  mysterious  fish  into  the  tub ;  but  none  succeeded.  It  was  amnwng 
to  see  their  looks  of  wonder  at  the  strange  sensatious  which  they  had  severally  eiqie- 
rienced.  The  mate  looked  on  in  silence  and  surprise ;  and  being  bimeelf  wholly  an- 
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acquainted  with  the  properties  of  the  reptiles,  he  supposed  the  •ailon  dn^iped  them 
more  on  account  of  their  slipporiness  than  any  other  cause.  On  the  strength  of  this 
opinion,  he  walked  up  boldly  to  the  largest  one,  and  in  order  to  retain  his  grasp,  seized 
him  with  great  force ;  but  the  eel,  little  relishing  such  an  assault,  gftTe  him  so  se- 
vere a  shock  that  he  *  dropped  him  like  a  hot  potato,'  nor  could  he  be  prevailed  on  to 
make  a  second  trial.  At  length  the  captain  procured  a  shovel  and  put  them  both  in 
without  any  farther  difficulty.  The  next  day  I  observed  one  of  t6e  monkeys  drink- 
ing from  the  tub ;  but  having  accidentally  put  his  head  down  too  far,  his  nose  came  in 
contact  with  one  of  the  eels,  by  which  he  received  a  shock  that  made  him  beat  a 
precipitous  retreat  As  soon  however  as  he  had  somewhat  recovered  from  its  eflfoctSy 
he  returned  with  vehement  wrath  depicted  in  his  interesting  countenance.  Having 
mounted  himself  upon  the  side  of  the  tub,  he  brought  the  eel  a  severe  thwack  on  the 
head  with  his  paw.  Ho  immediately  received  another  shock,  but  bemg  no  philosopher, 
ho  struck  the  animal  again  and  again,  until  finally  he  came  to  the  conclosionihat  it 
was  altogether  too  shocking  an  afiUir  to  prosecute  farther ;  whereupon  he  retired,  gar- 
rulously giving  vent  to  his  intense  disgust'  We  take  reluctant  leave  of  our  yonng 
and  talented  correspondent's  narrative  ;  only  until  our  next  number  however,  unless 
some  enterprising  publisher  shall  in  the  mean  time  soUcit  the  work  at  our  hands  for 
present  publication.  It  well  deserves  that  honor,  as  we  shall  still  farther 
hereafter. 


Gossip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  There  was  a  friend  sitting  a  month 
ago  in  the  old  cushioned  fautcuil  which  spreads  its  inviting  anns  in  an  opposite  cor- 
ner of  our  sanctum,  whoso  heart,  then  so  warm  and  sympathetic,  is  now  cold  in  the 
grave.  And  yet  it  scarcely  seems  true  that  Henry  Logan  Cuipman  is  dead ;  *  CinrV 
as  his  friends  delighted  to  term  him,  in  diminutive,  whoso  love  of  the  homoroos 
beamed  in  his  eyes,  and  played,  like  flitting  summer  sunlight  and  shadow  upon  a 
meadow,  over  his  tell-tale  features.  But  he  is  gone,  and  we  shall  see  his  face  no 
more.  A  thousand  reminiscences  of  scenes  and  events  ho  had  treasured  op,  in  the 
numerous  voyages  which  he  had  made  in  his  country's  service,  are  buried  with  him ; 
and  our  readers  have  to  lament  with  us  the  dimming  of  a  light  that  shone  so  brightly; 
the  untimely  removal  of  a  writer  from  whose  natural  and  most  facile  pen  they  had 
good  reason  to  hope  so  much.  There  was  something  more  than  usually  impressive 
in  the  circumstances  of  his  death.  After  several  years'  absence  in  the  naval  service, 
he  found  himself,  on  liis  return  to  his  native  country,  in  the  neighborhood  of  a  lovely 
and  gifted  young  lady,  to  wliom  he  had  long  been  devotedly  attaclied,  and  to  whom 
he  would  doubtless  before  have  been  united,  but  for  the  objections  of  her  relatives 
and  friends,  and  her  own  reluctant  disinclination,  on  the  score  of  the  long  separations 
from  each  other  which  active  service  afloat  would  necessarily  occasion.  He  deemed 
his  fate  a  hard  one  at  the  time,  but  submitted  to  it  with  becoming  fortitude ;  and  not 
until  he  again  encountered  accidentally  in  town  the  object  of  his  old  affi^ction  was 
the  hope  of  a  future  union  reiiwakened  in  his  bosom.  But  the  mutual  flame  was 
again  rekindled  between  the  lovers ;  and  at  the  residence  of  her  family  near  the  city, 
where  he  was  a  frequent  visitor,  their  vows  were  once  more  plighted.  We  have 
seen  many  happy  persons  in  the  course  of  our  life,  but  we  never  have  seen  a  man  so 
entirely  happy  as  our  friend  at  this  period.  The  last  time  but  one  that  we  saw  him, 
he  told  us  he  *  would  not  exchange  places  with  any  king  in  Europe ;'  and  he  read  to 
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UB  a  letter  which  ho  had  just  penned  to  his  aged  mother,  describing,  in  terms  of  tho 
warmest  afiection,  his  happiness  at  the  reilnion  with  one  whom  he  had  loved  so  long 
and  so  fervently.  On  that  evening,  as  we  afterward  learned,  overcome  with  joy  at 
his  benignant  and  happy  fortune,  he  invited  three  or  four  fellow-officers  to  a  small 
supper-party.  Here,  owing  to  an  '  intoxication  of  delight'  and  its  natural  enhance- 
ment by  a  liberal  circulation  of  champaigne,  he  became  somewhat  elated ;  insomuch 
that  when  he  reached  his  vessel  the  circumstance  was  noted  by  th%  officer  on  duty 
and  officially  reported  at  the  appropriate  quarter.  Being  one  of  the  best  officers  in 
the  service,  he  was  overwhelmed  with  mortification  at  his  error ;  and  the  next  morn- 
ing, in  a  moment  of  deeply-sensitive  reflection  upon  his  case,  he  sent  in  his  resigna- 
tion. He  was  solicited,  almost  implored,  by  his  friends  to  recall  it ;  but  he  for  some 
time  declined  to  do  so,  and  in  duo  courao  was  officially  apprized  of  its  acceptance  at 
the  department.  Tho  *  iron  entered  into  his  soul'  when  he  learned,  by  an  affectionate 
but  reproving  letter,  from  one  whose  good  opinion  he  would  not  have  forfeited  for  the 
whole  woiid,  that  some  *  good-natured  friend'  had  communicated  his  misfortune  to 
her  family,  and  that  the  intelligence  had  had  an  adverse  effect  upon  his  dearest  in- 
terests. We  saw  poor  Chipman  but  once  after  this.  His  usually  cheerful  and  happy 
lace  was  *  sicklied  o'er  with  the  palo  cast  of  thought'  too  deep  for  words  or  tears ; 
and  he  was  about  departing  for  Washington  to  make  personal  interest  for  his  restora- 
tion to  the  service  to  which  he  had  always  been  an  honor.  A  short  time  after  his 
arrival  at  the  capital  he  was  seized  with  a  violent  brain-fever,  which  terminated  his 
existence  in  a  few  hours.  We  shall  not  soon  look  upon  his  like  again.  He  was  a 
mofit  kind-hearted,  ingenuous,  generous  man ;  an  excellent  officer  ;  a  true  friend,  a 
pleasant  companion,  an  agreeable  and  witty  writer,  in  verse  and  prose,  and  an  ad- 
mirable racconteur  of  the  various  entertaining  adventures  which  he  had  witnessed  or 
experienced  at  different  periods  of  his  eventful  life.  We  are  not  without  the  hope  of 
obtaining  access  to  our  friend's  miscellaneous  papers,  which  we  have  had  the  pleasure 
of  looking  over  with  him ;  and  which,  independent  of  an  uncoUated  subsection  of 
the  amusing  sketches  under  the  title  of  *  Lobscouse,'  contain  many  things  which 
would  add  to  the  literary  reputation  of  the  writer,  as  they  certainly  would  to  the  en- 
joyment of  our  readers.  •  •  •  Here  is  a  very  graceful  little  poem,  from  the  pen  of 
Thomas  Mackellar.    It  is  called  *  The  Beautiful  Land :' 


*  Thzbk  i»  a  land  immorUl, 

The  beautiful  of  lands ; 
Betide  the  ancient  portal 

A  sentry  grimly  stands : 
He  only  can  undo  it, 

And  open  wide  the  door, 
And  mortals  who  pass  through  it 

Are  mortals  never  more  I 

'  That  glorious  land  is  Heaven, 

And  Dkath  the  sentry  grim ; 
The  LoBD  therefore  has  given 

The  opcoing  keys  to  him. 
And  ransomed  spirits,  righing 

And  sorrowful  for  sin, 
Pass  through  that  gate  in  dying, 

And  freely  enter  in. 


*  Though  dark  and  drear  the  paaaage 

That  leadeth  to  the  gate, 
Yet  grace  comes  with  the  menage 

To  souls  that  watch  and  wait; 
And,  at  the  time  appointed, 

A  messenger  comes  down. 
And  leads  the  Lord's  anointed 

From  th'  cross  to  glory's  crown. 

'  Their  sighs  are  lost  in  singing. 

They  're  blessed  in  their  tears ; 
Their  journey  heavenward  winging, 

They  leave  to  earth  their  fean. 
Death  like  an  angel  seemeth : 

•  We  welcome  thee  I'  they  cry; 
Their  face  with  glory  beameth, 

'T  is  life  for  them  to  die !' 


We  should  be  glad  to  hear  often  from  the  author  of  these  lines.  •  •  •  Aiioiia 
the  remarkable  specimens  of  aboriginal  eloquence  recorded  by  Cdonel  M^Kkicnbt,  in 
his  interesting  work  on  the  Indians,  is  the  following  by  Skknandoah,  the  *  good 
Oneida,'  who  lived  upward  of  a  century.    A  whilo  previous  to  hk  death  a  friend 
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called  to  see  him,  and  inquired  after  his  health.  <  I  am  an  aged  hemlock/  was  the 
leply  of  the  old  chief;  *  the  winds  of  an  hundred  winters  have  whistled  through  my 
faranobes,  and  I  am  dead  at  the  top.  Why  I  yet  live,  the  great  Good  Snmrr  only 
knows.  When  I  am  dead,  bury  me  by  the  side  of  my  minister  and  friend,  that  I  may 
go  up  with  him  at  the  great  resurrection.'  Kusiok  was  a  chief  of  the  Tuacarona. 
He  was  in  the  old  war,  and  bore  a  lieutenant's  commission  from  the  hand  of  Wasi- 
iNGTON.  He  was  placed  on  the  pension-list  at  the  instance  of  the  agent  and  the 
Register  of  the  Treasury.  Some  years  after,  Colonel  M^Kennky,  when  pawing 
through  the  Tuscarora  reserve,  on  his  way  to  the  wilderness,  stq^>ed  opposite  to 
Kusigk's  cabin,  and  walked  up  to  see  the  old  chief.  He  found  him  engaged  in  dry* 
ing  fish.  After  the  usual  greeting,  the  agent  asked  him  if  he  continued  to  receive 
his  pension.  '  No,'  answered  Kusicic,  *  no  ;  Congress  passed  a  law  making  it  neces- 
sary for  me  to  swear  that  I  could  n't  live  without  it  Now  here  is  my  Uttle  log-cabin» 
and  it  is  ray  own ;  here 's  my  patch,  where  I  can  raise  com  and  beans  and  pumpkizw ; 
and  there 's  Lake  Oneida,  where  I  can  catch  fish.  I  can  make  out  to  Uve  with  these» 
without  the  pension ;  and  to  say  I  could  not,  would  be  to  lie  to  tAe  Great  SpirUJ  What 
a  lesson  to  many  a  *  lordly  white !'  •  -  •  Tuk  sun  to-night  has  gone  down  behind  the 
fading  yellow  woods  that  look  from  the  heights  above  the  Hudson  upon  its  turbid  waves; 
the  hollow  winds,  freshened  from  the  far  hills  that  rise  cold  and  pale,  the  oceanwaid 
barriers  to  *  the  vast  inland  stretched  beyond  the  sight,'  are  sighing,  *  mournfully,  O I 
mournfully,'  about  our  silent  sanctum,  and  whirling  the  dead  leaves  around  the  creak- 
mg  abutters.  How  can  we  choose  but  think,  that  so  descended  the  red  sun,  aa 
looked  the  faded  woods,  so  rolled  the  river  its  angry  waters  to  the  main,  so  swelled 
the  anthem  of  the  hollow  winds,  but  a  brief  twelvemonth  ago?  Some  such  thoughts 
too  were  in  the  mind  of  our  friend  and  correspondent,  *  J.  Honvtwsll,'  when  he 
penned  and  despatched  to  us  these  admirable  lines: 


*  Thou  dott  eroke,  in  awift  tranaitio^ 

A  shadowy  and  tumaltuouii  throof 
Of  scenes  that  once  were  all  Elysiu, 

When  the  heart  beat  with  pnlMs  itroDf ; 
But  only  with  malicious  smile, 

To  ask  if  I  youth's  hopes  remeaber, 
Which  have  been  tombed  this  weary  whUs^ 

Back  in  a  long,  long  gone  November  I 

'  Thou  bring*st  me  not  my  promised  ploaaaraa ; 
Thy  dead  leaTM  Ml  with  plaiattre  aonndp 


'Again,  oh!  month  of  melancholy, 

Full  of  pale  thouf  ht  and  sad  presage, 
Thou  callest  up  each  youthfbl  folly, 

To  haunt  me  in  my  pilgrimage. 
Why  urge,  with  hollow  voice  and  cold, 

Disheartened  Manhood  to  remember) 
I  feel  that  I  am  growing  old 

Without  thy  wamiug,  bleak  Notxmbbb  ! 

*  Wild  and  remorseless  winds  are  singing, 

In  BMurn  All  tones,  the  dirge  of  Summer, 

And  the  hoar  Frost  is  broadcast  flinging  I         And  like  those  leaves, life's  hoardad 

The  blight  of  an  unwelcome  eomer ;  !             Fall  witheriag  imb  the  waste  aroaad. 

I  meet  you  now  o'er  times  to  sigh,  'T  is  said  the  woods  are  glorioas  now. 

Which  I  would  not,  but  must  remember.  And  that  thy  robes  are  gay,  Noveaaker ; 

When  ye,  oh !  winds  and  f^vat  and  I  But  tears  obstruct  my  sight— and  thou 

Met  in  a  happier  past  November !  Dost  make  me  sad  with  thy  *  Remamber !' ' 

One  feels  these  fine  lines.  .  .  •  'Remembrances  of  Boyhood*  shall  appear, ;  we  do 
*  think  tlie  article  worthy.'  Speaking  of  boyhood,  we  may  as  well  add,  that  we  haTe 
recently  had  quite  a  practical  illustration  of  the  pleasure  to  be  derived  from  certain  of 
its  reminiscences.  During  a  recent  visit  to  an  esteemed  friend  m  the  country,  whose 
hospitable  mansion  rises  amidst  its  painted  autumnal  trees,  within  sound  of  the  eataract 
of  Cohoes,  we  joined  a  pleasant  party  to  visit,  over  the  Hudson,  the  lofty  summit  oi 
*■  Mount  Rqfineaque,*  (named  after  an  old  contributor  to  this  Magazine,)  fronn  which 
%  magnificent  and  most  varied  view  may  be  conmianded.  As  we  alighted  bom  oar 
barouche,  at  the  foot  of  the  last  groat  acclivity,  and  began  to  ascend  through  the  forest 
thai  skirts  its  ham,  w  it  was  that  the  fresh  mountain  air  did  greatly  dilata  tho  hsul 
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and  expand  the  spirits  of  '  Old  Knick./  who  left  the  *  honorable  member,'  his  guests 
and  the  charming  ladies  of  his  hoosehold  behind  him,  while  ZACCHBus-Uko,  \ie  ran  on 
m  advance,  and  climbed  some  forty  or  fifty  foct  to  the  top  of  a  small  *  staddle,'  haying 
it  in  mind  to  perform  a  common  feat  of  his  boyhood ;  namely,  to  *  sway'  the  same  by 
grasping  its  top  and  droppmg  slowly  to  the  ground  with  the  yielding  trunk.  Now 
look  you  what  befel :  *  Do  me  the  favor  to  observe  !*  exclaimed  *  Old  Kniok.,'  as  he 
threw  himself  free  from  the  body  of  the  eapling.  Down  he  went,  with  a  sensation 
as  of  sinking  slowly  in  a  balloon,  when  presently,  while  yet  about  fifteen  feet  from  the 
ground,  he  suddenly  *  heard  something  drop  /'  The  individual  who  emerged  from 
under  the  bruised  branches  of  that  prostrate  ash,  (so  unlike  the  Uthe  saplings  familiar 
to  his  boyhood,)  was  rubbing  several  of  his  own  limbs,  for  some  causd  or  other  ;  and 
we  can  answer  for  him,  that  when  ho  suw  the  *  honorable  member'  smothering  a 
titter,  and  his  fair  household  supprcb-shig  a  largo  amount  of  giggle  ;  when  he  heard 
them  say  that  tlicy  were  '  sorry  that  the  tree  had  broken  so  soon ;  very  sorry ;  did  n't 
know  the  time,  in  fact,  for  several  years,  when  they  had  been  quite  so  sorry. ;'  when 

*  Old  Kmck.'  saw  and  heard  this,  he  was  discomforted  within  himself,  and  his  counte« 
nance  fell;  fur  then  he  kuew  that  they  were  laughuig  at  him.  There  was  a  lame 
male  *  humau'  about  the  house  that  night,  doing  something  with  laudanum  and  opo- 
deldoc ;  yet  he  did  not  forget,  amidst  his  thoughts  of  *  the  toil  to  that  mountain  led,'  the 
matchless  view  of  city,  village,  mountain,  *  field  and  flood,'  which  was  commanded 
from  its  lofty  suuiniit,  on  that  glorious  Octol>er  afternoon.  But  we  *  gossip  out  of  sea- 
son.* •    •    •   An  Easton  (Pa.)  correspondent  (would  we  were  there  at  this  moment, 

with  our  friends  B and  L ,  on  their  way  to  the  Delaware  Water-Gap !) 

sends  us  the  following.  It  is  one  of  the  vtrites  veritables,  and  is  taken  from  *  The 
Yellow  Dwarf,'  an  original  extravaganza  on  the  fairy  tale  of  that  name  : 

•  The  quoation  is,  •  To  be  or  not  to  be  ;* 
If  't  is  to  be,  to  be  of  course  it  will. 
If  nut  to  be,  then  somothinif  must  be,  still ; 
Wbat  must  bo^Mitft  be ;  thiit  appears  to  mo 
To  be  as  plain  as  even  A.  B.  C. 
Take  one  from  two,  and  it  is  very  plain 
That  one  will  very  probably  remain; 
But  if  that  two  should  not  be  two,  but  one, 
Deduct,  and  the  remainder  will  be  none ; 
So  if  from  six  you  take  the  figure  four, 
Two  will  be  loft,  and  not  a  fraction  more ; 
Although  by  adding  six  to  four,  't  is  plainer, 
The  four  will  be  of  course  by  six  the  gainer.' 

These  '  premises'  are  as  impregnable  as  the  assumptions  ventured  by  the  author  of 
a  poem  entitled  *  Incontrovertible  Facts,'  which  opened  as  follows : 

*  Boston  is  n't  in  Bengal, 
Flannel  drawers  are  n*t  made  of  tripe  ; 

Lobsters  wear  no  specs  at  all. 
And  cows  do  n't  Muoko  the  German  pipe!* 

*  Clear  as  mud !'  .  .  •  If  we  were  to  say  on  this  side  of  the  water  what  plam-speak- 
ing  Englishmen  say  of  tiiemsolves,  it  would  be  set  down  we  fear  to  something  like 
national  ill-will.  Punch,  for  example,  avows  that  <  in  his  heart'  he  thinks  an  English 
snob,  for  self-suihcieucy  and  braggartism,  without  a  parallel  in  his  way: 

*  About  the  British  Snob  there  is  commonly  oo  noise,  no  bluster,  but  the  ealmaaM  of  profonad  eoa- 
▼iction.  We  are  better  than  all  the  world ;  wc  do  n't  question  the  opinion  at  all;  it's  an  axiom.  We 
ar«  the  first  chop  of  the  world  :  we  know  the  fact  so  well  in  our  secret  hearU,  that  a  claim  set  up  elae- 
where  is  simply  ludicrous.  My  dear  brother  reader,  say,  aa  a  man  of  honor,  if  you  are  not  of  this 
opinion  1  Do  you  think  any  body  your  equal }  You  do  n't  —  you  gallant  British  Snob  —  you  know 
yo«  do  n't.    Aud  1  am  inclined  to  think  it  is  this  ounvictiun,  ami  tha  ooBsequtat  baariag  of  tba  Eof - 
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acquainted  with  the  properties  of  the  reptiles,  he  supposed  the  •ailon  dn^iped  t 
more  on  account  of  their  slipperiness  than  any  other  cause.  On  the  strength  of  thii 
opinion,  he  walked  up  boldly  to  the  largest  one,  and  in  order  to  retain  his  gra^,  Mixed 
him  with  great  force ;  but  the  eel,  little  relishing  such  an  assault,  gave  him  so  se- 
vere a  shock  that  he  *  dropped  him  like  a  hot  potato,'  nor  could  he  be  prevailed  on  to 
make  a  second  trial.  At  length  the  captain  procured  a  shovel  and  put  them  both  in 
without  any  farther  difficulty.  The  next  day  I  observed  one  of  t6e  monkeys  diink- 
ing  from  the  tub ;  but  having  accidentally  put  his  head  down  too  far,  his  noee  came  in 
contact  with  one  of  the  eels,  by  which  he  received  a  shock  that  made  him  beat  a 
precipitous  retreat  As  soon  however  as  he  had  somewhat  recovered  from  its  efiects, 
he  returned  with  vehement  wrath  depicted  in  his  interesting  countenance.  Having 
mounted  himself  upon  the  side  of  the  tub,  he  brought  the  eel  a  severe  thwack  on  the 
head  with  his  paw.  He  immediately  received  another  shock,  but  bemg  no  philosophsr, 
he  struck  the  animal  again  and  again,  until  finally  he  came  to  the  conclosionihat  it 
was  altogether  too  shocking  an  affair  to  prosecute  farther ;  whereupon  he  retired,  gar- 
rulously giving  vent  to  his  intense  disgust*  We  take  reluctant  leave  of  our  joong 
and  talented  correspondent's  narrative  ;  only  until  our  next  number  however,  miless 
some  enterprising  publisher  shall  in  the  mean  time  solicit  the  work  at  our  hands  for 
present  publication.  It  well  deserves  that  honor,  as  we  shall  still  farther 
hereafter. 


Gossip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  There  was  a  friend  sitting  a  month 
ago  in  the  old  cushioned  fauteuil  which  spreads  its  inviting  arms  in  an  opposite  cor- 
ner of  our  sanctum,  whose  heart,  then  so  warm  and  sympathetic,  is  now  cold  in  the 
grave.  And  yet  it  scarcely  seems  true  that  Henry  Logan  Chipman  is  dead ; '  Cuir.,' 
as  his  friends  delighted  to  term  him,  in  diminutive,  whose  love  of  the  humorous 
beamed  in  his  eyes,  and  played,  like  flitting  summer  sunlight  and  shadow  upon  a 
meadow,  over  his  tell-tale  features.  But  he  is  gone,  and  we  shall  see  his  face  no 
more.  A  thousand  reminiscences  of  scenes  and  events  he  had  treasured  op,  in  the 
numerous  voyages  which  he  had  made  in  his  country's  service,  are  buried  with  him ; 
and  our  readers  have  to  lament  with  us  the  dimming  of  a  light  that  shone  so  brightly; 
the  untimely  removal  of  a  writer  from  whose  natural  and  most  facile  pen  they  had 
good  reason  to  hope  so  much.  There  was  something  more  than  usually  impressive 
in  the  circumstances  of  his  death.  After  several  years'  absence  in  the  naval  service, 
he  found  himself,  on  liis  return  to  his  native  country,  in  the  neighborhood  of  a  lovely 
and  gifted  young  lady,  to  whom  he  had  long  been  devotedly  attacl^,  and  to  whom 
he  would  doubtless  before  have  been  united,  but  for  the  objections  of  her  relatives 
and  friends,  and  her  own  reluctant  disinclination,  on  the  score  of  the  long  separations 
from  each  other  which  active  service  afloat  would  necessarily  occasion.  He  deemed 
his  fate  a  hard  one  at  the  time,  but  submitted  to  it  with  becoming  fortitude ;  and  not 
until  he  again  encountered  accidentally  in  town  the  object  of  his  old  afl^tion  was 
the  hope  of  a  future  union  reawakened  in  his  bosom.  But  the  mutual  6ame  was 
again  rekindled  between  the  lovers ;  and  at  the  residence  of  her  family  near  the  city, 
where  he  was  a  frequent  visitor,  their  vows  were  once  more  plighted.  We  have 
seen  many  happy  persons  in  the  course  of  our  life,  but  we  never  have  seen  a  man  so 
entirely  happy  as  our  friend  at  this  period.  The  last  time  but  one  that  we  saw  him, 
he  told  us  he  *  would  not  exchange  places  with  any  king  ui  Europe ;'  and  he  read  to 
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a^Dflt  the  *  North-American  Review.'  This  was  in  bad  taste,  surely,  and  as  cer- 
tainly so  deemed ;  but  something  was  to  be  pardoned  in  consideration  of  the  lace- 
rating thorn  that  rankled  in  his  side.  Yet  we  think  the  true  policy  for  him  would  have 
been  to  smother  his  rage,  and  leave  the  hard  words  unsaid  ;  for  there  were  those  pre- 
sent who  had  taken  the  *  North- American  Review'  for  upward  of  thirty  years,  and 
half-a-dozen  travelled  gentlemen  who  had  been  made  aware  of  the  distinguished  honor 
which  this  able  Quarterly  had  reflected  and  still  reflects  abroad,  upon  the  literary 
progress  of  the  United  States.  .  .  .  Mr.  H.  W.  Hewet,  the  original  publisher  and 
engraver  of  the  '  Illustrated  Shakspeare,'  now  issuing  in  numbers  by  the  Brothers 
Harper,  has  discovered  or  invented  a  method  of  printing  engravings  in  colors,  by 
one  impression,  which  will  form  one  of  the  most  important  pictorial  improvements  of 
the  day.  Nothing  can  be  more  beautiful  than  the  specimens  we  have  examined. 
They  are  equal  to,  and  very  much  resemble,  fine  water-color  drawings.  Mr.  Hewet 
has  in  preparation,  for  some  enterprising  publisher,  the  ^Arabian  Nightt?  Entertain- 
ments,^ a  new  translation  from  the  Arabic,  with  copious  notes  by  Lane,  author  of 
*  The  Modern  Egyptians  ;'  illustrated  by  many  hundred  superb  en;;raving8  on  wood, 
from  original  designs  by  William  Harvey.  The  American  edition  will  be  complete, 
with  all  the  engravings,  notes,  etc.  It  will  appear  in  thirty-two  copious  numbers,  in 
the  first  style  of  pictorial  and  typographical  art.  Won't  there  be  a  book  for  all  lovers 
of  Arabian  romance?  Rejoice,  ye  youths  of  both  sexes,  around  the  winter  fire- 
side !  •  •  •  Our  thanks  are  due  to  *  E.  K.,'  of  Brooklyn,  for  the  *  Autumn  Thoughts* 
He  is  right  in  his  impression  that  the  lines  were  written  by  the  late  Willis  Gaylord 
Clark.  The  poem  is  one  of  that  lamented  writer's  less  carefully-finished  efiTusions ; 
yet  the  last  two  stanzas  will  strike  the  reader,  we  think,  as  being  felicitous : 


'I  XAY  not  ask,  as  thronging  back 

To  my  lone  soul,  these  mcmorios  come, 
Why  the  dim  cloud  o'er  Pleaburo's  track 

Came  with  its  shadowy  fold  of  gloom  : 
I  may  not  ask  why  Lovk  again 

May  never  bless  my  lonely  hours, 
Or  o'er  life's  dull  ami  weary  plaiu 

Scatter  its  sunlight  and  its  flowers. 


*  I  may  not  aik,  but  this  I  feel. 

That  clou<ls  have  dlm'd  my  brightest  sky  { 
That  caukoriug  cares  have  come  to  steal 

The  light  from  manhood's  thoaghtflil  eye ; 
Yet  still  I  gaze,  and  feel  as  one 

Who,  travelling,  marks  a  landscape  passed 
Where  streams  the  influence  of  the  aun. 

While  cloud  and  storm  are  round  him  cMt  !* 


An  esteemed  Southern  friend  and  correspondent,  writing  us  from  '  Rowland  Springs, 
Cass  county,  Georgia,'  and  enclosing  us  one  of  his  always  welcome  communications, 
observes :  '  I  had  thought  that  I  was  done  with  verse  for  the  rest  of  my  life,  but  the 
holiday  of  a  few  weeks  iu  this  mountain  region,  where  the  wild  Indian  so  lately  roamed, 
has  brought  back  some  faint  memories  of  my  romantic  days,  and  I  have  endeavored 
to  woo  the  coy  muse.  She  has  become  so  cold,  however,  from  my  long  neglect  of  her, 
that  I  could  coax  but  little  out  of  her.  You  gentleman  of  the  north  can  scarcely  be- 
lieve that  we  have  iu  Georgia  so  many  fine  things  as  are  grouped  in  this  region  ;  but 
it  is  true  that  we  have  here,  within  the  compass  of  a  few  miles,  mines  of  gold,  iron, 
lead  and  coal,  to  say  nothing  of  the  diamonds  that  lie  scattered  about,  and  the  beau- 
tiful scenery  spread  broadcast  over  the  land.     But  I  have  lingered  out  my  few  days 

of  holiday, 

'  And  have  looked  on  hill  and  plain 
That  1  ne'er  shall  see  again  ;' 

for  I  am  on  my  way  back  to  the  dust  and  toil  of  week-day,  work-day  life,  and  to  my 
allotted  task  of  helping  to  drag  the  so-called  car  of  Justice.  And  so,  farewell  poetry, 
mountain  stream,  and  woodland  nymph ! —  and  come  on,  ye  ill-shapen,  strife-beget- 
ting demons  of  the  law  !     But  while  you  roam  through  the  garden-walkB  of  literature. 
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cast  Bome  passing  thoughts  ou  the  poor  pilgrim  who  is  ■traggling  with  weaiy  ittpi 
over  tho  desert  ways  of  strife.*  While  oiir  friond  was  hastening  back  to  hia  offieiil 
<  bench'  at  the  capital,  v^e  were  with  kindred  reluctance  harrying  back  (fnmi  our  only 
summer  jaunt)  to  our  professional  chair.  Yet  the  acenes  we  then  saw  are  ■oawtinni 
before  us  in  our  silent  sanctum.    They  even  come  in  the  night-watches  ;  and  oAan, 

•  WiiKN  filnop  lhi»  eye-liils  fills. 
Our  spirit  Kecais  to  walk  abroad 
Amoiii;  the  mighty  hills  !' 

And  80  has  it  been,  we  doubt  not,  with  our  friend.  ...  A  nortbehn  correspondent 
sends  us  the  following,  which  was  suggrostod  by  tho  *•  Number  twelve,  pegged  heel'  an- 
ecdote in  our  lost  gossipry :  *  An  amazing  pair  of  feet  appeared  in  the  bar-room  of  aa 
ambitious  village-inn,  late  one  evening,  tho  owner  of  which  inquired  anxiously  for 
the  boot -black.  Tho  bell  rang  nervously,  and  in  a  moment  a  keen  Yankee  illustra- 
tor of  *  Day  and  Martin's  best'  popped  into  the  room.'  *  Bring  me  a  jack!'  ezclaimad 
the  man  of  great  <  under-standing.'  The  waiter  involuntarily  started  forward,  but 
chancing  to  catch  a  glim{)so  of  the  boots,  he  stopped  short,  and  after  another  and 
closer  examination  said,  with  equal  twang  and  emphasis:  *■  I  say  yeOu,  you  aint  a-goin' 
to  leave  this  world  in  a  hurry  ;  you  'vo  got  too  good  a  hold  onto  the  ground.  Want 
a  boot-jack,  eh?  Why,  bless  your  soul,  there  ainl  a  boot-j.ick  ou  airth  big  ennff  for 
them  boots!  I  don't  b'lieve  that  a  jack-a«»  could  get  'em  off.'  My  stan!  man!* 
cried  our  friend  of  the  big  feet,  *  what  '11  I  do?  I  can't  get  my  boots  off  withoat  a 
jack  V  <  I  tell  you  what  /  should  do,'  replied  <  Boots,'  *  if  they  was  mine ;  I  ihoqid 
walk  back  to  the  fork  of  the  road,  and  pull  'em  off  there  !  That  wonld  fetch  'en, 
I  guess !'  .  .  .  It  was  an  exceedingly  pleasant  surprise  to  us  the  other  evening, 
after  dining  with  an  old  aud  long-esteemed  friend,  to  walk  into  the  drawing-room  to 
witness  the  opening  of  a  fine  marble  statue,  from  the  chisel  (and  head)  of  Mr.  H.K. 
Brown,  a  young  but  already  very  distinguished  American  sculptor,  recently  returned 
to  this  country  from  a  long  residence  in  Rome,  llie  figures  are  of  a  boy  and  dog ; 
the  former  holding  the  latter  back  by  his  chain  and  collar  from  lapping  a  bowl  of  milk 
which  stands  upon  the  floor.  The  boy,  in  i)osition,  drawing  and  expression.  Is  a  very 
charming  conception.  Tho  surface  of  the  body  and  limbs  is  flesli-like,  and  the  head 
and  face  are  full  of  grace  and  beauty.  The  eagerness  of  the  animal  is  forcibly  de- 
picted in  every  feature  of  the  head,  including  the  ears  and  fore-shonlder.  There 
are  other  works  of  the  same  sculptor  recently  arrived,  but  not  unboxed  as  we  write, 
to  which  we  shall  pay  our  respects  hereafter.  Mr.  Brown  is  a  yoimg  artist  of  the  fint 
order  of  genius,  and  what  is  not  always  the  case,  aa  modest  as  he  is  gifted.  •  •  •  Wb 
have  received  from  Pittsburgh,  (Penn.,)  a  poem  addressed  to  the  Steamer  New- 
Hampshire,  a  very  popular  boat,  which  under  the  capable  supervimon  of  the  Me«E 
Allens  has  acquired  a  wide  repute  on  the  western  waters.  If  the  poem  were  not 
much  too  long,  we  would  insert  it  with  pleasure  ;  for  we  hear  on  all  aides  that  the 
boat  whose  long  and  varied  voyage  it  describes  is  wortliy  of  all  the  praiae  which  she 
has  elicited  at  tho  hands  of  our  correspondent  •  •  .  We  do  not  often  envy  soy 
human  being ;  but  we  confess  to  having  entertained  something  of  this  feeling  townd 
tho  possessor  of  a  beautiful  houst^  and  charming  grounds,  which  we  passed  daily,  in 
a  fashionable  quarter  of  tho  town,  during  the  pleasant  October  days.  Bnt  one  merB- 
ing  we  saw  the  owner  among  his  grapes  and  flowers  and  fountains ;  a  tall,  care-won, 
thin-visaged  man,  who  stood  tremblingly  on  <  his  pins'  aud  sarveyed  his  beantifiil 
possessions.    Ah  i  thought  we,  there  is  a  *  couipeusatiou'  in  every  thing.    •  Wbat 
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pleasure  can  it  be  to  thee,'  says  an  eloquent  dhrino, '  to  wrap  the  tiying  skeleton  in 
purple,  and  wither  alive  in  cloth-of-gold,  when  the  clothes  serve  only  to  upbraid  the 
uselessnesB  of  thy  limbs,  and  the  rich  fare  only  reproaches  thee,  and  tantalizes  the 
weakness  of  thy  stomach.*  So  *  let  us  to  our  mutton,'  with  that  good  digestion 
which  waits  on  an  appetite  that  is  most  like  a  hungry  anaconda's.  •  •  •  Wi  are 
well  pleased  to  learn  that  the  extensive  piano-forte  establishment  of  Messrs.  Stod*^ 
▲KT  AND  Dunham,  which  was  some  time  since  destroyed  by  fire,  has  been  again  re- 
built, and  is  now  in  successful  operation,  with  its  full  complement  of  woricmen.  As 
the  pianos  from  this  old  established  house  are  held  second  to  no  instruments  in  the 
world,  we  are  performing  a  public  service  in  mentioning  that  all  orders  can  now  be 
supplied  by  the  proprietors  with  *  promptness  and  despatch.'  >  •  *  Our  readers  will 
have  been  made  aware,  before  these  pages  are  before  them,  of  the  sad  death  of  Mr. 
William  Kirkland,  of  this  city.  He  was  about  to  return  from  Newburgfa,  in  the 
neighborhood  of  which  place  he  had  gone  to  see  his  little  son  who  was  at  schooL 
*  The  wind  was  high,  the  night  was  dark,'  when  he  left  the  hotel  at  Newburgh  to 
take  the  night-boat  to  town ;  and  being  somewhat  near-sighted,  with  impaired  sense 
of  sound,  he  must  have  walked  off  unperceived  from  the  very  indifferently-lighted 
dock.  <  Mr.  Kirkland,'  justly  remarks  a  contemporary,  *  was  a  man  of  ripe  scholar- 
ship, of  amiable  and  upright  character,  and  singular  disinterestedness.  He  had  just 
begun,  in  connection  with  his  wife,  well  known  as  one  of  our  most  lively  and  popular 
writers,  a  new  weekly  religious  paper,  which  promised  the  most  abundant  success. 
He  has  departed  in  the  prime  of  his  years,  and  when  the  studies  and  experiences  of 
a  laborious  life  were  about  to  be  turned  to  the  greatest  avail  for  the  good  of  mankind.' 
With  his  deeply-afflicted  wife  and  family  a  warm  sympathy  is  universal ;  for  of  few 
among  us  could  it  so  truly  be  said,  *  He  lived  beloved  and  died  lamented.'  He  was  only 
forty-five.  •  *  *  The  moon  is  poetical,  dear  *  Babylonian,'  but  you  are  not,  exactly. 
We  never  look  at  our  *  pale  mistress'  without  thinking  how  the  dead  have  gazed  upon 
her  as  we  are  gazing,  noting  the  marks  upon  her  face ;  how  *  they  who  go  down  to 
the  sea  in  ships'  have  dwelt  upon  her,  a  track  of  calm  efiulgence  streaming  the  while 
to  the  vessel's  side  ;  and  they  too  who  in  sweet  country  haunts  sit  under  tall  trees 
and  drink  in  the  quiet  loveliness  of  the  landscape,  'silvery  in  her  chaste  light.' 
Yes,  there  i$  poetry  in  this ;  it  is  not  *  all  moonshine,'  as  some  may  perhaps  sup- 
pose. *  *  *  We  do  not  know  when  we  have  encountered  a  more  explicit  <  declaration 
of  principles'  than  will  be  found  in  the  following  anecdote,  which  reaches  us  in  a 
note  from  an  Albany  correspondent :  <  A  fashionable  Jeremy  Diddler  not  long  since 
ordered  a  suit  of  clothes  of  a  *  crack'  merchant-tailor  in  town.  At  the  proper  time 
he  called  and  asked  if  they  were  done.  <  Done  ?  No,  Sir !'  replied  the  taOor ;  <  how 
could  you  expect  them  to  be  made  up  unless  you  first  secured  me  7  Yon  do  nt  pay 
your  debts,  and  I  cannot  afibrd  to  give  you  a  suit  of  clothes.'  Our  Diddler  stared 
with  comi-tragic  earnestness  at  the  '  Snip,'  then  stepped  back,  and  with  a  look  and 
manner  that  are  utterly  indescribable,  replied:  *  Well,  that 's  d — d  bad ;  for  some- 
body '«  got  to  do  it ."  •  •  •  The  *  Scratches  on  the  Road  toith  a  Pewter-Headed 
Cane*  record  a  remarkable  instance  of  a  noble  dog  standing  up  in  defence  of  a 
wounded  pig  against  the  attack  of  a  croes-gramed  cur ;  the  pig  mean  while  mani- 
festing his  knowledge  of  the  kindly  intentions  of  his  defender,  by  standing  perfectly 
still  and  permitting  him  to  lick  his  wounds.  It 's  curious,  certainly,  but '  no  great 
scratch,'  Mr.  Hood  ;  you  can  *  come  up'  to  a  better,  certainly.  Indeed,  we  have 
evidence  in  our  portfolio  that  you  have  done  so.  •  •  •  <  Tex  whixligig  of  Fate  brongfat 
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about  the  revenges'  of  om  man  of  our  acquaintance,  when  he  was  a  boy.  He  bid 
been  watched  by  a '  tidmg-man'  at  church,  on  a  sultry  Sunday,  when  he  was  relieving 
the  tedium  of  listening  to  a  long  doctrinal  sermon  by  catting  obloof  holes  and  deep 
initials  in  the  side  of  the  pine  pew  in  which  he  sat  in  the  gallery ;  and  was  led  by  the 
ear,  in  presence  of  the  whole  congregation,  to  the  *  condemned  pew,'  where  all  bad 
boys  wore  placed  as  in  a  criminal  dock.  While  he  was  in  this  conspicaons  duress,  his 
cheeks  burning-red  with  shame,  the  holy  tiding-man  had  seated  himself  at  the  loot 
of  the  gallery-stairs,  by  the  open  porch-door,  where,  owing  to  the  sultry  day  and  the 
somnolency  of  the  discourse,  be  presently  began  to  nod.  Now  there  was  a  huge  goat 
belonging  to  a  deacon,  who  lived  near  the  church,  and  this  goat  had  been  taught,  by 
playing  frequently  at  *  bunt'  with  a  negro-boy  of  the  family,  to  '  run  into*  every  body 
who  appeared  to  <  address  themselves  to  action'  in  his  line  of  warfare.  '  Nothing  coald 
be  more  ludicrous,'  says  our  frieud,  <  than  to  see  this  goat,  who  had  been  ni^qiing  the 
short  grass  in  front  of  the  church,  clatter  up  opposite  the  noddmg  <  tiding-mao/  and 
stamp  two  or  three  times  with  both  feet  at  once,  and  turning  his  head  nnder,  as  if 
<  ready  for  the  fray.'  Presently  he  retreated  two  or  three  steps,  and  with  one  nab 
knocked  the  slcepiui;  sacristan  clear  into  the  side-aisle,  and  administered  an  additimiiJ 
*■  dig'  or  two  after  ho  lay  there.  The  mau  bled  profusely,  and  his  face  was  moeh 
swollen.  He  was  removed  to  the  deacon's  liouse,  and  did  not  leave  it  until  after  the 
lapse  of  three  weeks.  Our  friend  observed,  that  he  was  '  veiy  sonry'  that  snch  an  ac- 
cident should  have  happened !  .  .  .  Wuat  a  blessed  and  blessing  thing  is  ths  widi 
social  bond  of  friendly  sympathy !  We  were  ruminating  this  moment,  while  gazing  inls 
the  fire  that  flashes  fitfully  in  the  grate,  how  many  and  how  widely  separated  are  thsy, 
who  in  our  pleasant  home-sanctum  have  communed  with  us  in  cordial  feUowriiip 
witliin  the  last  twelvemonth.  Some,  alas  !  have  fallen  gloriously  in  their  coontry'i 
service ;  others  are  now  sailing  on  the '  great  and  wide  sea'  in  another  hemisjihere ;  nnw 
are  in  far  cities  of  the  Orient,  others  in  towns  of  the  distant  Occident ;  and  many  tn 
they,  in  almost  every  division  of  our  own  land,  whom  we  can  recall  mnemonieaUyby 
a  single  glance  around  our  apartment  Friends !  on  land  or  sea,  at  home  or  abnnd; 
on  the  mountains  of  the  North  or  the  plains  of  the  South ;  in  the  far,  far  West,  or 
extremely  down  East  —  Friends !  *  have  with  you'  all  to-night !  ...  In  thMi 
humhugeouB  days  of  false  pretence  in  literary  matters,  one  hardly  receives  credit  for 
a  plain  statement  of  fact ;  but  we  must  beg  our  readers  to  believe  that  *  The  5sial 
Legcr  Paper^  have  been  delayed  through  failure  in  the  receipt,  by  late  aiiivals,  of 
the  continuous  manuscripts.  It  was  fortunate  that  this  hiatus  occurred  just  at  the 
conclusion  of  *  Part  First,'  for  it  would  otherwise  have  been  very  provoking  lor  ov 
readers  to  bo  compelled  to  wait  until  our  next  number.  .  .  .  Mr.  T.  RoMEvai  BtoD- 
iiKAD  has  sailed  for  England,  to  enter  upon  his  official  duties  as  Secretary  of  LegttioB 
at  the  American  Embassy.  Mr.  Brodiiead  is  an  accomplished  scholar,  an  ezcsUait 
writer,  a  gentleman  of  polished  address  and  a  good  heart  The  embassy  will  be  hon- 
orod  by  his  appointment.  •  •  .  We  have  had  little  opportunity  to  examine  the  nisriti 
of  the  new  <  science'  of  ^Phonography*  We  are  quite  willing  to  admit,  however,  that 
there  is  wide  room  for  improvement  in  much  of  the  spelling  of  the  day.  We  have  a 
case  in  point  A  friend  informs  us,  that  being  in  a  shop  the  other  day,  he  remarked 
a  dashintr-looking  person  writing  a  letter  at  the  tradesman's  desk.  When  ha  had 
scaled  and  directed  it,  he  examined  the  superscription  with  some  scrutiny,  and  finally 
asked  the  shop-keeper, '  How  do  you  spell  Philadelpliia?'  ^FeUa^tl'fyt  replied  the 
shop-keeper.    <  Then  I  'vo  got  it  right !'  said  the  'New-York  correspondent ;'  I  wts 
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thinking  praps  I  M  made  a  mistake  !*  .    .    .   Yes,  we  ar«  *  in  for  it  now,'  friend  *  P.,' 

past  peradyenture : 

*  The  clover-ficlda  have  loat  thoir  tinU  of  green, 
The  boans  arc  full,  and  leaves  are  blanched  and  lean, 
And  winter's  pierclngr  breath  prejHU'es  to  drain 
The  thin  green  blood  from  every  willow's  reiii.' 

'  Well,  who  cares  V  Now  for  theatres,  concerts  and  town-parties ;  those  sadly '  gen- 
teel* gatherings,  where  one  meets  with  <  wonderful  foreign  coonts  with  bnshy  whiskeis 
and  yellow  faces,  and  a  great  deal  of  dubious  jewellery ;  young  dandies  with  slim 
waists,  self-satisfied  simpers,  and  flowers  in  their  button-holes ;  and  old  stiff,  stout  hald- 
headed  conversazione-rou^s,  whom  one  meets  every  where,*  together  with  the  very 
last-caught  lion  of  the  season.  .  .  .  Will  the  kind  friend,  whose  munificent  pre- 
sent is  enhanced  by  the  delicate  manner  of  the  donor's  concealment,  permit  us  to 
tender  him  here  the  gratitude  of  a  warm  heart  ?  The  golden  token  of  his  noble  gene- 
rosity, whenever  we  *  take  note  of  time,*  passing  in  golden  hours,  will  remind  us  of 
one  of  those  true  spirits  who  enact  generous  deeds  by  stealth,  and  seek  no  reward  but 
the  pleasure  which  springs  from  doing  good.  Kind  Unknown  !  may  your  heart  know 
no  change,  your  sky  no  cloud  I  .  .  .  *  There  goes  the  old  Dutchman  who  had  the 
dangerous  geese  !*  exclaimed  a  friend  in  the  country  the  other  day,  callmg  our  atten- 
tion to  a  Dutchman  of  the  oldest '  school,*  who  was  walking  slowly  abng  the  road.' 
We  asked  an  explanation.  Why,  when  the  Yankees  first  began  to  settle  in  here,  he 
was  joined  one  morning  by  a  slab-sided  specimen  of  *em,  as  he  was  picking  up  the 
quills  that  his  geese  had  dropped,  in  their  chattering  morning  waddles,  by  the  edges 
of  an  oblong  pond  at  the  roadside.  Presently  one  of  the  geese  stretched  out  his 
long  neck  at  the  Yankee,  who  started  and  ran  as  if  a  mad  dog  were  at  his  heels. 
'  I  doM  him,'  said  the  old  Dutchman,  *  not  to  be  avraid  ;  dat  de  geese  wouldn't  hurt 
am  any ;  but  de  geese  did  run  after  him  dough,  clear  over  de  hill  a  ways ;  and  none 
of  *em  would  n't  give  um  no  rest  any  more,  whenever  he  come  along  the  sdreet  I 
plievo  dey  had  a  shbite  ag'in  de  Yankees.  Mein  Gott  !  it 's  curious,  dough,  but  de 
geese  always  went  away,  and  did  n't  come  back  any  more  I'  The  secret  of  that  was, 
that  the  Yankee,  who  was  so  afraid  of  the  Dutchman's  geese,  had  thrown  out  kernels 
of  com,  among  which  was  one  with  a  fish-hook  attached.  Once  swallowed,  the  angry 
goose  was  soon  in  tow  after  the  flying  fugitive.  •  •  •  *A  country  *  Old  Mortality,'  * 
impressed  with  the  two  or  three  epitaphs  given  in  our  last  number,  has  despatched 
ua  another  one,  which  he  assures  us  is  indisputably  genuine.  It  was  copied  from  a 
tomb-stone  in  the  *  old  country :' 

*  Hkbk  lies  old  Vandsrhxldxbrod  I 
Have  mercy  on  bis  sonl,  oh  OoD ; 
As  he  would  have^  if  he  were  God, 
Aud  you  were  VAin)E&Hiz.DSBROD.' 

The  « Scene  at  an  Auetion-Roonif*  In  which  our  eloquent  friend  Thomas  Bell 
beaiB  a  conspicuous  and  honorable  part,  will  appear  in  our  next. — What  has  be- 
come of  Flaneur  ?  Some  scribbler  is  usurping  his  style  and  cognomen  in  a  London 
magazine.  —  The  lines  of  our  clever  correspondent,  E.  Curtis  Hine,  {of  whom  and 
from  whom  more  hereafter,)  will  appear  in  our  next.  Mr.  J.  Batard  Taylor  will 
please  accept  our  thanks  for  his  'Lines  to  an  American  Child  in  ItalyJ  They  are 
filed  for  immediate  insertion.  *  J.  L.  C  of  Vermont  is  under  consideratwn. — No- 
tices of  several  now  publications  are  unavoidably  crowded  oat>  together  with  criti- 
ciflniB  upon  the  performances  at  the  Park  and  Bowery  Theatres. 
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LxTKBAur  Record.— No  metropolitao  publishers '  open'  upon  the  public  so  richly  the  { 
month  as  Messrs.  D.  Apflkton  and  Cokpaivt.  First  we  have,  in  a  second  edition,  enlarfed,  th« 
poems  of  the  charming  Kentuchy  poetess,  *Ajcxx.W  now  generally  hnown  as  Mrs.  WBZ.Br;  • 
volume  replete  with  imagination,  informed  by  a  spirit  of  deep  feeling  and  affection,  and  remarfcaUe 
in  many  instances  for  the  exquisite  melody  of  its  versification,  and  a  wide  range  of  felicitous  siniU- 
tude.  Next  we  have,  goi^eously  illustrated  and  bound,  the  'PoetteoZ  Workt  of  Thomv  M9»rt,* 
complete  in  one  volume,  prepared  and  revised  by  the  author.  The  book  is  admirably  ez«eiil»d» 
and  the  steel  engravings,  (which  include  a  noble  portrait  of  the  poet,  and  a  view  of  his  country  resi- 
dence,) are  of  the  first  order  of  beauty  and  excellence.  This  is  followed  by  another  attractive  book, 
'  OhUde  BaroUC$  PQgrimage^*  quite  as  elegant  in  its  externals,  and  considering  the  size  of  the  woik, 
even  more  proihsely  illustrated.  Then  come  the  *P»etictd  Works  of  Robert  Soutkef,  eoUetUd  hff 
HwMtlfi*  a  new  edition,  including  *  Olivsb  Nswman  and  otlier  Poems,'  now  first  published ;  illw- 
trated  with  eight  fine  steel  engravings,  ft-om  drawings  by  the  best  artists  in  England.  Pr^iminary 
notices  are  afllxed  to  the  long  poems,  the  whole  of  the  notes  retained,  and  such  additional  onea  !■• 
corporated  as  the  author,  since  the  first  publication,  has  seen  occasion  to  insert.  This  beautilUledi- 
tion  will  find  a  place  in  the  library  of  every  man  who  is  fond  of  elegant  literature.  From  the  same 
publishers  we  derive  two  other  valuable  books  by  American  authors:  *A  Oowrtt  of  Rtttdmg  fkr 
Common  School*,*  by  Professor  MandCvills,  of  Hamilton  College,  on  the  plan  of  the  'Eleoieiits  of 
Reading  and  Oratory,'  (a  volume  by  the  same  author,  which  has  been  properly  commended  in  tho 
KmcKBRBOCKZR,)  and  'Warner' 9  RudimeMol  Leeeone  in  Music,'  a  small  volume,  yet  containing  the 
primary  instruction  requisite  for  all  beginners  in  the  art,  whether  vocal  or  instrumental.  Of  the 
first  of  these  two  last-named  works  we  may  have  more  to  say  hereafter.  •  •  •  From  the  enterprisittg 
house  of  Messrs.  Wilxt  asd  Putnam  we  have,  in  a  portly  volume,  *TA«  Water-Owre  te  Oknmk 
Dioease ;'  an  exposition  of  the  causes,  progress  and  terminations  of  various  chronic  diaeaaea  of  tho 
digestive  organs,  lungs,  nerve«,  limbs  and  skin,  and  of  their  treatment  by  water  and  other  kygiaaic 
means ;  unquestionably  the  most  complete  work  upon  its  theme  extant.  The  author  is  the  emineBt 
Dr.  GULLY,  who  appears  to  be  a  licentiate  and  fellow  of  all  the  royal  and  medical  colleges  in  Groat 
Britain.  Also  a  very  ioterestlng  volume,  entitled  *Tfotee  on  the  North-toeet,  or  VaUey  of  iJu  Vjfftr 
JIfMfislijipi,' which  covers  new  ground  geographically,  and  differs  in  design,  plan  and  mode  of  treat- 
ment from  other  works  descriptive  of  the  vast  region  of  which  it  treats ;  a  region  almoat  whoQy 
unknown  to  American  geographers  twenty  years  since.  It  is  strictly  authentic,  and  would  seam  to 
be  indispensable  to  persons  seeking  information  in  relation  to  that  portion  of  the  United  Statea.  In 
the  popular '  LUrarf  <{f  Okoiee  Reading'  of  the  same  publishers,  we  are  glad  to  find  Cabltub's 
'  Heroes  and  Hero- Worshippers,'  Hazlitt's  'Spirit  of  the  Age,'  (both  heretofore  noticed  in  thoio 
pages,)  and  the  Poems  of  Carolinb  Bowles,  or  Mrs.  Southbt,  a  collection  which  we  trust  bmj 
find  a  wide  circulation  in  this  country,  for  the  purity,  the  simple  domestic  and  devotional  feaiJBg, 
and  the  love  of  nature  and  of  man,  which  are  its  characteristics.  Of  the  '  Librarjf  of  Amnieem 
Books,'  Miss  S.  Margarbt  Fullzr's  '  Papers  on  Literature  and  Art,'  and '  The  Early  Jesuit  Minioaa 
in  North  America,'  translated  by  Rev.  William  Inqraham  Kip,  are  the  latest -issues.  Their  lardy 
receipt  must  constitute  our  apology  for  not  noticing  them  more  particularly  in  the  preeent  Bom- 
ber. The  same  publishers  have  given  us,  in  a  handsome  single  volume,  *The  Christmas  Omroi,* 
*The  Chimes,'  and  *The  Cricket  on  the  Hearth;  by  Charles  Dickens  ;  (what  a  delightAil  feast  for 
autumnal  aud  winter  evenings  .■)  and  they  will  also  publish,  in  the  course  of  the  present  month,  io 
connection  with  Messrs.  Jambs  Munrob  asj>  Company, Boston,  'Poems by  WilUam  Thompson Bmeam,* 
a  gentleman  with  whose  poetical  productions  our  readers  are  fhmiliar,  and  being  so,  will  be  ^d  to 
secure  a  copy  fi>om  the  forthcoming  edition,  which  is  to  be  very  beautiful  In  its  externals.  .  *  .  Mesart. 
Baker  and  Scribnbr  have  among  the  recent  issues  of  their  press  a  little  volume  entitled  'Tks  Oom- 
vicVs  ChUd;  by  Charles  Burobtt.  The  tears  of  the  '  little  people'  to  whom  it  was  read  in  the 
sanctum  hereabout  attested  the  power  and  simplicity  which  mark  its  contents.  The  author  it  cer- 
tainly a  pleasing  and  forcible  writer,  and  we  are  not  surprised  at  his  growing  reputation.  '  OUment 
of  Rome,  or  Scenes  from  the  Christianity  of  the  First  Century;  by  Mrs.  Joslyn,  is  the  title  of  a  new 
volume,  as  yet  nnperused,  from  the  same  press.  .  .  .  We  receive  (at  a  late  hour)  firom  the  New- 
Jersey  Historical  Society,  a  work  which  promises  much  interest;  namely, 'JSost-Jcrsey  tmdar  ika 
Proprietary  Oovemments.*  It  is  a  well-written  and  perspicuous  narrative  of  events  connected  with 
the  settlement  and  progress  of  the  province  udtil  the  surrender  of  the  government  to  the  crown  in 
1708,  drawn  mainly  tnua  original  sources.  The  author,  William  A.  Whitbhbao,  Esq.,  doeet  his 
volume  with  an  appendix,  coBtainiog  *  Tho  Model  of  the  Government  of  East  New4ors^  ia  Am^ 
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riea,'  by  Gsorqx  Scott  of  Pitlochie,  here  first  reprinted  fhmi  the  originel  edition  of  1685.  Mr. 
Whitkbxad's  extensive  and  authentic  reaearcbes  seem  to  have  ezhauated  all  the  demands  of  hia 
anbject.  There  are  many  instances  of  the  teachings  of  History  by  example,  and  not  a  little  'eom- 
paratiTe'  amusement^  in  the  civilized  sense,  in  this  volume ;  and  of  these  it  is  our  purpose  to  avail 
ourselves  hereafter.  .  .  .  Tux  writer,  whoever  she  maybe,  ot*TJu  WUd  Rot;  a  pretty  little 
'  booklet'  published  recently  by  Messrs.  Hznby  M.  Ondkboonx  and  Comyaivt,  has  little  need  to 
aend  her  verse  forth  to  the  public  under  a  nom  de  plume,  *  Gsnkvuvx'  may  rest  assured  that  she 
has  a  warm  fancy  and  a  facility  of  graceful  versification.  Take  this  example,  selected  quite  at  ran* 
dom,  of  her  poetical  powers : 


'  I  SAW  tliefalr  and  ■mlllng  moon 

Uli6  in  tbe  eaitam  sky, 
Asd  aa  her  beams  played  round  me. 

There  seemed  an  angel  nic^ta; 
Bat  a  cloud  of  tlercy  wliiteness 

Passed  o'er  her  face  bo  pale, 
'Which,  though  it  dimmed  her  brightneaa. 

Was  still  a  lovely  veil. 

'  I  iiaw  a  pare  and  silver  lake. 

Placid  and  clear  and  still, 
Sleeping  beneath  the  moon-beams, 

While  rose  a  purple  hill 
Which  o'er  the  lake's  calm  bosom 

Its  len?theA»'d  ahtdow  threw. 
And  thff  miDt^led  light  and  darkness 

Were  beautiful  to  view. 


'I  saw  a  rose  whose  beaate«us  form 

And  fragrance  seemed  td  speak 
Of  maiden  grace  and  parity. 

But  a  tear  was  on  its  cheek. 
It  seemed  to  breathe  of  sadness. 

That  flow'ret  bright  and  fair. 
And  yet 't  was  all  the  lovelier 

For  that  pare  teox-drop  there. 

'So  like  the  moantaln  shadow. 
And  like  the  cloud  so  pale. 
And  like  the  tears  upon  the  rose. 

As  a  pure  filmy  veil ; 
Like  beauty  in  which  sadness 

Doth  gently  bear  a  part , 
Like  all  that  s  sweet  yet  moamfal, 

Toong  Lovs  comes  o'er  the  heart' 


As  we  are  closing;  our  number  for  the  month,  we  receive  from  the  press  of  Mr.  Bxnjaion  B.MitS' 
8XT,lBost0D,  an  exceedingly  handsome  volume,  containing  the  *Saered  and  Miscelltuuaut  Poewu  aj 
WUlxam  B.  Tappan,*  If  our  readers  had  not  already  been  made  favorably  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Tappan's  poetical  talents,  as  developed  in  his. communications  to  the  Knickkxbockxb,  we  should 
regret  the  necessity  which  compels  us  thus  briofly  to  announce  the  present  collection.  Aa  it  is,  how* 
ever,  the  mere  annouoccmcnt  will  be  ail  that  his  admirers  will  be  likely  to  require.  •  .  .  Akono 
the  recent  [lublicationt  of  W.  H.  Graham,  Tribune-Buildings,  are  Faenham*8  'ZA/et  TravtU  amd 
Adventure*  in  California,  and  Scenes  in  the  Pacific  Oeean^'  a  very  interesting  work,  and  Hon.  John 
QuiNCT  Adams'  'Lives  of  Celebrated  Statesmen^*  with  a  sketch  of  the  author  by  Chablss  W.  Up- 
RAV.  •  •  •  Judge  If  all's  matter-full  'Address  before  the  Young  Men'i  Mercantile  Library  AtaoH-' 
cttmi  of  Cineinnati^*  recently  published,  arrived  too  late  for  farther  notice  than  the  mere  announce- 
ment of  its  publication  in  tbe  present  number.  .  •  •  Ws  have  seldom  encountered  a  more  chaate 
and  beautiful  publication  than  *Chreenwood  Illustrated,*  in  a  series  of  picturesque  and  monumental 
views,  in  highly -finished  line-engraving ;  from  drawings  taken  on  the  spot,  by  Jabkxs  Smillix.  The 
engravings  are  on  steel,  and  are  of  the  first  order  of  execution.  The  artist  who  drew  them  haa  a  fine 
eye  for  the  picturesque  and  the  beautiful.  The  literary  department  ia  in  the  hands  of  Mr.N.  Clxavx- 
Ulkd.  We  are  sorry  that  while  copying  the  poetical  inscription  from  the  monument  to  the  young 
Indian  wife.  Do-hum-he,  the  editor  should  not  have  rendered  that  justice  to  Bbtant  which  the  scalp- 
tor  has  denied  him.    The  verse  should  be: 

'  Tiiou  "rt  happy  now,  for  thou  hast  past 

The  lon<^.  dark  journey  of  the  grave, 
An'l  in  the  land  of  light  at  last 

Hast  joined  the  good  and  brave.' 

The  last  line,  on  the  monument,  has  two  words  added  to  it,  which  spoils  the  measure  without  adding 
to  the  sentiment,  and  there  is  also  an  error  from  the  original  in  the  second  line,  although  less  mate- 
rial. Poor  beautiful  Do-hum-me  !  how  well  we  remember  her  as  she  sat,  a  few  days  before  her  death, 
in  one  of  the  aportuients  of  the  American  Museum,  gazing  up  into  her  young  husband's  (ace,  her 
hand  clasped  the  while  in  his.  But '  speaking  of  inscriptions,' that  is  an  admirable  one  recorded 
upon  the  tablet  of  a  young  mother,  laid  to  rest  in  Greenwood  with  an  only  and  infant  child,  whose 
death  occurred  a  little  while  before  her  own:  '*  Is  it  well  with  thee  )  Is  it  well  with  the  child  V  And 
she  answered,  *  It  is  well.' '  How  simple,  yet  how  touching,  is  this  passage  of  Holy  Writ  in  thia 
connection !  .  .  .  We  wish  we  had  received  a  little  earlier  from  the  publishers,  Messrs.  Caxxt  and 
Habt,  Philadelphia,  our  friend  T.  B.  Thobpc's  late  work,  'Our  Army  on  the  Rio-Qrande^*  comprising 

*  a  short  account  of  the  important  events  transpiring  (occurring,  the  author  means,)  fi>om  the  time  of 
the  removal  of  the  *  Army  of  Occupation'  from  Corpus  Christi  to  the  surrender  of  Matamoras ; 
with  a  description  of  the  battles  of  Palo  Alto  and  Resaca  de  la  Palma,  the  bombardment  of  Fort 
Brown,  and  the  ceremonies  of  the  surrender  of  Matamoras  ;  with  deacriptieuTof  the  city,'  etc,  etc 

*  Tom  Owen,  the  Bee-Hunter,'  has  done  his  best  in  this  work,  and  hia  beet  is  good-enoug h  i 
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LxTXBAKT  Record.— No  metropolitao  publithen '  open*  upon  tho  poblic  to  rkUythof 
month  ai  MoMrt.  D.  Arrunon  and  Cokpaivt.  Pint  we  have,  in  a  aeeond  editioB,  eBlaifid,tht 
poems  of  the  charming  Kentucky  poeteaa,  *Ajcxx.ia,'  bow  generally  known  na  Mn.  Wklbt;  a 
Tolume  replete  with  imagination,  informed  by  a  spirit  of  deep  leeling  and  aflbetion,  nnd  remarkaUe 
in  many  instances  for  the  exquisite  melody  of  its  versification,  and  a  wide  range  of  felielcous  inaili' 
tuda.  Next  we  have,  gorgeously  illustrated  and  bound,  the  'PottUul  Wkrka  9f  7%ommt  Mttn,* 
complete  in  one  volume,  prepared  and  revised  by  the  author.  The  book  ia  ndmlnbljr  ezecolad, 
and  the  steel  engravings,  (which  include  a  noble  portrait  of  the  poet,  and  a  Tiew  of  Ua  country  rea* 
dence,)  are  of  the  first  order  of  beauty  and  excellence.  This  la  followed  by  another  nttraetire  book, 
*OkHde  BartiUCt  PHtgrimage^*  quite  as  elegant  in  its  externals,  and  conaidering  the  aiaa  of  the  work, 
even  more  profusely  illustrated.  Then  come  the  'Peclicol  Wbrktof  Roktrt  SmMuf,  emUttUihi 
Bim»t\f}*  a  new  edition,  including  *  Olivkb  Nzwvan  and  other  Poema,'  now  firat  pnblidlied ;  iDm- 
trated  with  eight  fine  steel  engravings,  fVom  drawings  by  the  beat  artiata  in  EngUad.  Preliminary 
notices  are  aflixed  to  the  long  poems,  the  whole  of  the  notes  retained,  and  auch  additional  oooi  ia- 
corporated  as  the  author,  since  the  first  publication,  has  seen  occasion  to  inaert.  Thia  boaatifal edi- 
tion will  find  a  place  in  the  library  of  every  man  who  is  fond  of  elegant  literature.  From  the  same 
publiiihorswe  derive  two  other  valuable  books  by  American  authors:  *A  OomrMM  of  1Umiii%  ftr 
Common  School*,*  by  Professor  Mandxvii.i.x,  of  Hamilton  College,  on  the  plan  of  the  'Eleaeiti  af 
Reading  and  Oratory,'  (a  volume  by  the  same  author,  which  has  been  properly  commendad  in  ihs 
Knickerbockkr,)  and  '  fFamtr's  RudimtwttU  Leawno  m  Muoie,*  a  small  volume,  yet  eontaiaing  the 
primary  instruction  requi^to  for  all  beginners  in  the  art,  whether  vocal  or  inatmmiwHal.  Of  Iha 
first  of  these  two  last-named  works  wo  may  have  more  to  aay  hereafter.  •  •  •  Fmox  the  enlarpriaiQf 
house  of  Messrs.  Wiuet  and  Putnam  we  have,  in  a  portly  volume,  *7%«  Woter-Owr*  im  Ciraafa 
Dioease  ;*  an  exposition  of  the  causes,  progress  and  terminatioua  of  variooa  chronic  diaaaaaa  of  thi 
digestive  organs,  lungs,  nervee,  limbs  and  skin,  and  of  their  treatment  by  water  and  other  kygicak 
means ;  unquestionably  the  most  complete  work  upon  its  theme  extant.  The  anthor  ia  the  eniaaat 
Dr.  GuLLT,  who  appears  to  be  a  licentiate  and  fellow  of  all  the  royal  and  medical  eollefea  ia  Orsil 
Britain.  Also  a  very  interesting  volume,  entitled  *Ifott9  oa  the  JVerfA-ipMt,  or  Fallcy  tf  Ike  C^far 
MiooiOippi,*  which  covers  new  ground  geographically,  and  dificn  in  design,  plan  and  moda  of  tntf- 
mont  from  other  works  descriptive  of  the  vast  region  of  which  it  treata ;  a  region  ahnoat  whoQf 
unknown  to  American  geographers  twenty  years  since.  It  is  atrictly  authentic,  and  woold  saom  la 
be  indispensable  to  persons  seeking  information  in  relation  to  that  portion  of  the  United  8tata&  Id 
the  popular  '  I^t^ary  of  Okoiee  R§ading*  of  the  same  publishers,  we  are  glad  to  find  Camliu^ 
'  Heroes  and  Hero- Worshippers,*  Hazutt's  'Spirit  of  the  Age,*  (both  heretolbre  noticod  ia  Ihise 
pages,)  and  the  Poems  of  Cabolinb  Bowlks,  or  Mrs.  SotrrHXT,  a  coUectioa  which  we  trait  muf 
find  a  wide  circulation  in  this  country,  for  the  purity,  the  simple  domeatic  and  darotkMial  i 
and  the  love  of  nature  and  of  man,  which  are  its  charaeteristica.  Of  the  *  LUrmry  of  a 
Book*!  Miss  S.  MAnoAasr  Fullsb's  '  Papers  on  Literature  and  Art,*  and '  The  Ear^  J 
in  North  America,'  translated  by  Rev.  Wiixiax  Inobaham  Kip,  are  the  lateatiaanaa.  l^eirlwly 
receipt  must  constitute  our  apology  for  not  noticing  tham  more  particularly  intha  praaaataaa* 
ber.  The  same  publishers  have  given  us,  in  a  handsome  single  volume,  *2^  rki  isfmii  CmnUi 
*The  Ckimet,'  and  *Tke  Cricket  on  the  Hearth,'  by  Chablcs  Dzckeni;  (what  a  daliffhtlUfraMte 
autumnal  and  winter  evenings  ^  and  they  will  also  publish,  in  the  couraoof  the  preaant  BOBthtia 
connection  with  Messrs.  Jameb  Munrox  and  Cokp ant, Boston,  'PoemohjfWUUmm  TkampoumBoam,* 
a  gentleman  with  whose  poetical  productions  our  readers  are  fomiliar,  and  being  ao,  will  be  giadia 
socurc  a  copy  from  the  forthcoming  edition,  which  is  to  be  very  beautifYil  in  itsextamala.  .  .  .  Meaaii 
Baker  and  Scbibnxr  have  among  the  recent  issues  of  their  press  a  little  volume  entltlad  'Tko  Oia- 
vieV*  Child,'  by  Charles  Burdxtt.  The  tears  of  the '  little  people'  to  whom  It  waa  laad  ia  the 
sanctum  hereabout  attested  the  power  and  simplicity  which  mark  iu  contenta.  Tlie  author  Is  eer^ 
tainly  a  pleasing  and  forcible  writer,  and  we  are  not  surprised  at  his  growing  reputation.  '  Cloacat 
of  Rome,  or  Seeneofrom  the  Christianity  of  the  Firet  Cenlary,'  by  Mrs.  JoffLTW,  ia  tba  titia  of  a  aev 
volume,  as  yet  unpcrused,  from  the  same  press.  .  .  .  We  receive  (at  a  lata  hour)  from  tba  New- 
Jersey  Historical  Society,  a  work  which  promises  much  interest;  namely, 'faft^trttr  mitr  lis 
Proprietary  Qovemmente*  It  is  a  well-written  and  perspicuous  narrative  of  eTonta  eoanadad  witfc 
the  settlement  and  progress  of  the  province  until  the  surrender  of  the  goramnaat  to  tba  erowa  ia 
1702,  drawn  mainly  from  orii^nal  sources.  The  author,  William  A.  WiimiiBAD,  Eaq.,  daooa  Hi 
volume  with  an  appendix,  containing  •  The  Model  of  the  Government  of  East  NawJariay  in  Aaa* 
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NOTICE. 

Country  Subscribers  who  are  in  arrears  sboald  recollect  to 
make  returns  for  what  we  send  them.  Remittances  to  be  made 
to  John  Allen, 

139  Nassau-street, 
New-YorL 

Mr.  T.  p.  Williams  is  our  Agent  to  receive  the  names  of 
Subscribers  in  the  West  and  South.  Editors  and  others  kindly  in- 
terested in  the  circulation  of  this  Magazine,  will  oblige  us  bj 
facilitating  his  designs. 

O.  D.  Davis  and  John  Stoughton,  Jr.,  are  canvassing  for  sub- 
scribers to  tliis  work  in  the  state  of  New- York. 


Entered,  according  to  the  act  of  Congreas,  in  the  year  1846, 

BY  JOHN  ALLEN. 

In  the  Clerk's  office  of  the  DiBtrict  Court  of  the  Sonthem  District  of  New-Toriu 
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*  QuiDQUxD  aguDt  homines,  ▼otum,  timor,  ira,  voluptas, 
Gaudia,  discursua,  noitri  farrago  libelli.' 

Two  years  !•••••• 

Time,  that  mighty  leaven,  which 
leaveneth  the  great  current  of  events,  maturing  and  evolving  each 
in  its  appointed  order,  had  worked  restlessly  through  two  more 
years,  and  these  were  added  to  the  eternity  of  the  past. 

And  what  were  those  two  years  to  me  1  Much,  every  way,  save 
in  actual  results.     In  these,  nothing. 

The  result  is  slow  and  sudden.  Slow,  to  the  anxious  one,  who 
labors  wearisomely,  and  with  an  almost  omnipresent  energy,  to  bring 
somewhat  to  pass.  To  such,  how  slow  and  painful  are  the  steps 
toward  the  summit,  though  from  the  plain  its  towering  height  de- 
light the  eye  ! 

Sudden,  to  the  wondering  many  who  behold  what  has  come  to 
pass,  but  who  know  not,  nor  think,  nor  imagine  any  thing  of  the 
preparation-work.  To  such,  how  suddenly  doth  the  patient  laborer 
emerge  from  obscurity,  and  take  his  stand  upon  the  pinnacle  of  fame  ! 

This  is  also  true  of  that  which  tends  downward  unto  perdition. 
For  men  look  at  the  restUts  of  evil,  not  at  the  carises  of  it.  .  The 
result  is  nothing  without  exclusion.  For  to  attain  it,  one  must 
exclude  all  that  is  foreign  to  the  pursuit.  If  a  man  serve  his  pas- 
sions, he  must  exclude  the  higher  enjoyments  of  the  moral  and  in- 
tellectual. Or  if  he  seeks  the  intellectual,  he  must  exclude  those 
baser  things  which  enervate  and  enslave  the  mind.  If  he  deter- 
mine upon  moral  and  religious  culture,  he  must  exclude  the  influ- 
ences of  *  time  and  sense.' 

Self-denial,  which  is  another  word  for  exclusion,  is  a  necessary 
exercise.  No  matter  what  the  object  sought ;  without  it,  all  labor 
is  empty  effort.     For  no  person  can  at  the  same  time  walk  in  a  given 
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about  the  revenges'  of  one  man  of  our  acquaintance,  wh^i  he  was  a  boy.  He  had 
been  watched  by  a  <  tiding-man'  at  church,  on  a  sultry  Sunday,  when  he  was  relieving 
the  tedium  of  listening  to  a  long  doctrinal  sermon  by  cutting  oblong  holes  and  de^ 
initials  in  the  side  of  the  pine  pew  in  which  he  sat  m  the  gallery ;  and  was  led  by  the 
ear,  in  presence  of  the  whole  congregation,  to  the  *  condemned  pew,*  where  all  bad 
boys  were  placed  as  in  a  criminal  dock.  While  he  was  in  this  conqMcnous  dureesy  hie 
cheeks  burning-red  with  shame,  the  holy  tiding-man  had  seated  himself  at  the  foot 
of  the  gallery-stairs,  by  the  open  porch-door,  where,  owmg  to  the  sultry  day  and  the 
somnolency  of  the  discourse,  he  presently  began  to  nod.  Now  there  was  a  hnge  goat 
belonging  to  a  deacon,  who  lived  near  the  church,  and  this  goat  had  been  taught,  by 
playing  frequently  at  *  bunt'  with  a  negro-boy  of  the  family,  to  <  run  into'  every  body 
who  appeared  to  *  address  themselves  to  action'  in  his  line  of  warfare.  '  Nothing  coold 
be  more  ludicrous,'  says  our  friend,  *  than  to  see  this  goat,  who  had  been  nipping  the 
short  grass  in  front  of  the  church,  clatter  up  opposite  the  nodding  *  tiding-mao,'  and 
stamp  two  or  three  times  with  both  feet  at  once,  and  turning  his  head  under,  ae  if 

<  ready  for  the  fray.'  Presently  he  retreated  two  or  three  steps,  and  with  one  mrii 
knocked  the  sleeping  sacristan  clear  into  the  side-aisle,  and  administered  an  additional 

<  dig'  or  two  after  he  lay  there.  The  man  bled  profusely,  and  his  face  was  much 
swollen.  He  was  removed  to  the  deacon's  house,  and  did  not  leave  it  until  after  the 
lapse  of  three  weeks.  Our  friend  observed,  that  he  was  <  very  soiry'  that  such  an  ac» 
cident  should  have  happened !  .  .  .  What  a  blessed  and  blessing  thing  is  the  wide 
social  bond  of  friendly  sympathy !  We  were  ruminating  this  moment,  while  gazing  mto 
the  fire  that  flashes  fitfully  in  the  grate,  how  many  and  how  widely  separated  are  tbey^ 
who  in  our  pleasant  home-sanctum  have  communed  with  us  in  cordial  fellowriiip 
within  the  last  twelvemonth.  Some,  alas  !  have  fallen  gloriously  in  their  country's 
service ;  others  are  now  sailing  on  the  *  great  and  wide  sea'  in  another  hemi8]>here ;  some 
are  in  far  cities  of  the  Orient,  others  in  towns  of  the  distant  Occident ;  and  many  aie 
they,  in  almost  every  division  of  our  own  land,  whom  we  can  recall  mnemonically  by 
a  single  glance  around  our  apartment  Friends !  on  land  or  sea,  at  home  or  abroad  \ 
on  the  mountains  of  the  North  or  the  plains  of  the  South ;  in  the  far,  £u  West,  or 
extremely  down  East  —  Friends !  <  have  with  you'  all  to-night  I  •  •  •  In  theae 
humbugeous  days  of  false  pretence  in  literary  matters,  one  hardly  receives  credit  iox 
a  plain  statement  of  fact ;  but  we  must  beg  our  readers  to  believe  that '  The  Saimi 
Leger  Paper^  have  been  delayed  through  failure  in  the  receipt,  by  late  anivals,  of 
the  continuous  manuscripts.  It  was  fortunate  that  this  hiatus  occurred  juat  at  the 
conclusion  of  '  Part  First,'  for  it  would  otherwise  have  been  very  provoking  for  our 
readers  to  be  compelled  to  wait  until  our  next  number.  .  .  .  Mr.  T.  Romktn  BaoD- 
iiEAD  has  sailed  for  England, to  enter  upon  his  official  duties  as  Secretary  of  Legatiofi 
at  the  American  Embassy.  Mr.  Brodhead  is  an  accomplished  scholar,  an  excelleat 
writer,  a  gentleman  of  polished  address  and  a  good  heart  The  embassy  will  be  hen- 
ored  by  his  appointment  •  .  .  AVk  have  had  Uttle  opportunity  to  examine  the  madta 
of  the  new  *  science'  of  *  Phonography  J  We  are  quite  willing  to  admit,  however,  that 
there  is  wide  room  for  improvement  in  much  of  the  spelling  of  the  day.  We  have  a 
case  in  point  A  friend  informs  us,  that  bemg  in  a  shop  the  other  day,  he  remarked 
a  dashmg-looking  person  writing  a  letter  at  the  tradesman's  desk.  When  he  had 
sealed  and  directed  it,  he  examined  the  superscription  with  some  scrutiny,  and  finally 
asked  the  shop-keeper,  *  How  do  you  spell  Philadelphia?'  'Fel-a-del'/y,*  replied  the 
du^-keeper.    <  Then  I  've  got  it  right !'  said  the  <  New-York  correspondent ;'  I  wan 
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saw  it  jears,  years  before.  The  landscape,  the  m&hsion,  a  particu- 
lar apartment,  the  books,  the  fui^itute,  and  the  little  articles  of  use 
or  fancy  which  lie  scattered  around.  Other  things  have  been  chang- 
ing-^changing;  these  hare  remained  the  same;  and  they  speak 
to  him  as  if  they  knew  not  that  he  had  changed.  They  speak  the 
language  of  by-gone  days ;  they  know  no  other,  and  iherrfore  lin- 
gers the  wanderer,  ere  he  resumes  his  pilgrimage. 

But  I  will  proceed.  I  had  returned  from  G-lencoe  an  altered 
being.  I  felt  that  an  epocha  had  taken  place  in  my  existence.  Be- 
fore, I  sought  eagerly  after  some  explanation  of  tbe  outward  form 
and  manner  of  this  world.  I  expected  to  get  at  the  centre  from  the 
surface.  The  consequence  was,  that  whatever  I  learned  sufficed 
only  for  the  occasion ;  it  furnished  me  with  nothing  inductive.  I 
was  still  under  a  cloud,  and  saw  every  thing  '  as  through  a  glass, 
darkly.'  As  the  tendencies  of  manhood  began  more  strongly  to  be 
developed,  which  by-the-way  received  a  tremendous  impetus  from 
the  strange  adventures  of  the  previous  summer,  I  felt  that  there 
must  be  some  way  to  break  the  charm  of  mystery  that  enveloped 
all  around  me.  So  far,  nothing  had  indelibly  impressed  me.  Jrer- 
haps  I  may  except  the  meeting  with  the  Wcedallah  and  my  acquaint- 
ance with  Leila,  which  beyond  question  were  the  strongest  incidents 
that  had  come  to  affect  me. 

From  Leila  I  had  heard  nothing  since  leaving  St.  Kilda,  though 
months  had  elapsed  ;  so  that  even  the  singular  occurrences  at  that 
remote  island  began  by  degrees  to  lose  their  hold  upon  me.  Per- 
haps I  was  a  little  piqued  at  the  silence  of  my  fliir  relative,  afler  her 
promise  that  she  would  acquaint  me  with  her  movements ;  beside,  I 
was  in  no  state  to  cherish  recollections  of  any  kind.  I  desired  to 
get  upon  some  system  of  living  which  would  give  me  peace  of  mind. 
At  the  same  time  I  felt  dissatisfied  with  every  thing  I  had  ever  tried. 
I  longed  for  something  new.  Restraint  of  every  kind  had  become 
irksome,  oppressive,  unendurable.  I  resolved  to  throw  off  the  fet- 
ters of  former  influences,  and  learn  afresh.  This  was  a  hardy 
resolution  for  a  youth,  but  it  was  taken. 

Fearful  indeed  it  is  thus  to  unsettle  every  thing  which  previous 
education  has  tended  to  make  firm.  But  it  is  still  more  fearful  to 
find,  too  late  in  life,  that  one  is  adrift.  When  I  came  home,  I  began 
to  commune  with  myself.  The  return  to  familiar  scenes  had  nothing 
of  their  usual  enlivening  welcome  effect  upon  my  spirits.  By  and 
by  I  went  to  the  old  library.  It  was  dustier  and  more  gloomy  and 
more  neglected  than  ever ;  but  I  loved  it.  I  resolved  there,  in  that 
ancient  and  deserted  chamber,  to  put  my  resolution  in  practice.  I 
declared  to  myself  that  I  would  think  with  freedom ;  that  what 
seemed  to  me  to  be  inconsistent  I  would  call  inconsistent,  and  that 
whatever  did  not  commend  itself  to  my  reason  I  would  reject.  Full 
o£  these  notions  of  a  new-fledged  independence,  I  beg^n  to  study. 

It  happened  about  this  time  that  my  father  employeid  as  a  tutor  for 
fne  a  man  highly  recommended  to  him  by  a  particular  friend,  as 
thorougly  learned  and  accomplished ;  and  in  consequence,  Frbds&iok 
Db  Li8l«  was  domesticated  at  Benold  Oaftle.      He  was  an  BngUsh- 
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man  by  birth,  a  Frenchman  by  descent,  and  a  Grerman  by  edacation. 
How  my  father  was  induced  to  break  over  his  prejudices  and  receiye 
into  his  house  any  one  with  Gallic  blood  in  his  veins,  I  cannot  tell, 
except  that  he  waft  carried  away  by  the  persuasions  and  reconimen- 
dations  of  his  friend,  upon  whose  opinion  he  placed  gpreat  reliance. 
De  Lisle  was  about  five-and-thirty ;  old  enoueh  to  have  formed  set- 
tled opinions,  and  maintain  them  with  powerful  arguments ;  young 
enough  to  commend  himself  to  my  companionship  by  a  tolerably 
youthful  air  and  demeanor. 

I  have  said  that  he  was  of  French  descent,  but  he  bad  nothing  of 
the  easy  volatility  of  the  Frenchman  in  his  manner  or  in  his  charac- 
ter. His  parents  were  Huguenots,  who  escaped  into  England  to 
save  their  lives  and  enjoy  religious  freedom.  England,  to  be  sure, 
could  not  at  that  time  boast  of  universal  tolerance,  but  the  elder 
De  Lisle  had  some  friends  in  the  country,  and  to  England  he  came. 
His  son  was  born  some  time  after  the  settlement  of  the  parents  in 
their  adopted  land.  His  early  training  had  been  carefully  looked 
after,  and  by  the  assistance  of  the  friend  who  had  recommended  the 
young  man  to  us,  he  was  sent  to  Germany  to  be  educated.  Na- 
turally contemplative  and  thoughtful,  without  possessing  a  deep- 
reasoning,  cause-discovering  mind,  the  young  De  Lisle  found, 
in  the  mazy  philosophy  of  a  certain  class  of  German  writers,  a  ready- 
made  system,  just  fitted  to  his  powers  of  contempladon,  and  appa- 
rently explanatory  of  the  theory  of  life  which  he  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  consider  as  entirely  beyond  his  grasp.  He  yielded  there- 
fore a  blind  assent  to  the  new  philosophy,  and  became,  really  witii- 
out  being  aware  of  it,  a  very  religious  Pantheist. 

I  must  not  do  him  injustice.  He  had  far  more  than  ordinary 
powers  of  mind.  He  was  a  finished  scholar,  a  proficient  in  the  an- 
cient and  modem  languages,  and  possessed  of  a  fine  critical  taste. 
He  had  nothing  of  that  malignant  sarcasm  which  the  doubter  ie  apt  to 
use  with  so  unsparing  a  hand,  with  those  who  do  not  give  a  readj 
assent  to  his  doctrines.  De  Lisle,  on  the  contrary,  was  satisfied  wiu 
having  found  a  theory  in  which  he  could  himself  rest,  and  which  he 
was  happy  to  commend  to  others,  without  assailing  their  own.  In 
conclusion,  I  must  add,  that  he  was  naturally  amiable,  and  his  habits 
of  life  unexceptionable  in  every  respect. 

Such  was  the  person,  (nearly  twenty  years  my  senior,)  whoattUs 
stage  of  my  mental  and  moral  progress  was  introduced  as  my  pre- 
ceptor and  guide. 

Was  I  not  in  danger  ? 

I  continued  some  time  pursuing  different  studies  under  the  direc- 
tion of  De  Lisle,  without  making  him  acquainted  with  the  state  of 
my  mind,  although  I  was  won  by  his  pleasing,  I  may  almost  say  fas- 
cinating deportment.  Perceiving  how  much  time  I  spent  by  myselC 
he  at  last  asked  me,  in  a  delicate  manner,  what  it  was  that  so  con* 
stantly  occupied  my  leisure  ?  I  was  not  disposed  at'first  to  be  com- 
municative, but  I  finally  determined  to  give  him  a  full  account  of 
myself.  I  proceeded  with  considerable  trepidation  to  recoont  afl 
that  I  had  experienced,  showing  evidently  by  my  manner  that  I  con- 
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sidered  the  history  of  my  mental  trials  as  something  very  extraor- 
dinary. When  I  had  concluded,  De  Lisle,  much  to  my  surprise, 
smiled  complacently  upon  me,  and  with  an  air  half  of  commisera- 
tion and  half  of  superiority,  exclaimed  : 

*  My  young  friend,  you  are  but  going  through  with  the  experience 
of  every  one  who  escapes  from  the  thraldrom  of  superstition  and 
bigotry  into  the  clear  atmosphere  of  intellectual  freedom.  You  tell 
me  of  fears.  Man  in  his  proper  element  can  have  no  fears.  Why 
should  he  have  them  ?  WhM  has  he  to  fear  ]  —  Whom  has  he  to 
fear  ]  Is  he  not  a  pait  and  portion  of  the  Almighty  Essence  1  Can 
you  resolve  his  spirit  into  aught  else  1  Can  Self  war  with  Self? 
Nay,  resolve  man  into  what  you  will,  why  should  he  play  the  trem- 
bler ?  St.  Leger,'  continued  De  Lisle,  kindly,  *  I  appreciate  your 
distress ;  I  feel  with  you.  Trust  therefore  to  my  experience.  The 
ground  over  which  you  are  passing  I  have  passed.  1  too  have  been 
in  darkness  ;  have  had  my  apprehensions  and  my  fears ;  my  fore- 
bodings, my  trials  and  my  doubts.  I  have  escaped  from  them  all, 
into  glorious  liberty,  and  in  the  path  which  led  to  my  emancipation 
I  would  conduct  you.' 

I  was  completely  astounded  by  these  remarks.  I  supposed  that 
all  my  experience  was  peculiar  to  myself;  and  I  felt  no  small  de- 
gree of  mortification  to  learn  that  1  had  been  travelling  a  beaten 
track,  and  that  an  ordinary  acquaintance  could  readily  describe  the 
journey.  I  believe  I  may  say  with  truth  that  I  had  a  stronger  intel- 
lect than  De  Lisle.  But  so  completely  was  I  taken  by  surprise  at 
this  unlooked  for  denouement,  and  so  entirely  did  my  friend  seem  to 
understand  my  position,  that  almost  without  knowing  it,  I  yielded  to 
his  guidance.  This  certainly  was  not  extraordinary.  It  probably 
would  have  occurred  in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred.  At  all 
events,  it  occurred  in  mine. 

In  this  way  did  Frederick  De  Lisle  come  to  exercise  a  great  influ- 
ence over  my  mind.  Still,  I  made  very  slow  progress  in  my  new 
course.  Although  I  had  thrown  all  former  opinions  to  the  winds, 
they  would  steal  back  upon  me  unperceived,  knock  soflly  at  the  door, 
and  Conscience  (for  the  first  time  an  unfaithful  janitor)  would  let 
them  in  without  my  consent ;  true,  they  were  instantly  turned  out  of 
doors  again  ;  but  they  gave  me  much  trouble,  nevertheless. 

I  was  not  without  my  misgivings.  After  all,  I  disliked  to  be,  con- 
vinced that  my  life  had  been  one  grand  error,  and  that  I  had  just 
discovered  it.  Was  I  then  so  enslaved  ]  Was  not  my  reason  free  % 
Had  my  education  been  so  entirely  perverted  and  misdirected] 
These  were  questions  that  I  asked  myself  daily,  and  daily  I  tried  to 
answer  them. 

Just  at  this  time  I  came  across,  in  the  old  library,  the  *  2Vac- 
tattis  Theologico  Politicus^  of  Benedict  Spinoza.  I  perused  this 
work  with  avidity.  De  Lisle,  who  seemed  to  understand  my  dispo- 
sition, took  care  not  to  alarm  my  pride  by  too  much  dictation.  He 
would  assist  me  in  a  difficult  passage,  or  throw  in  a  remark  to  cor- 
roborate my  author,  and  afterward  leave  me  to  myself  Although 
the  doctrine  of  Spinoza  appeared  to  be  a  sort  of  revival  of  the  doc- 
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man  by  birth,  a  Frenchman  by  descent,  and  a  G-erman  by  education. 
How  my  father  was  induced  to  break  over  his  prejudices  and  receire 
into  his  house  any  one  with  Gallic  blood  in  his  veins,  I  cannot  tell, 
except  that  he  wad  carried  away  by  the  persuasions  and  recommen- 
dations of  his  friend,  upon  whose  opinion  he  placed  great  reliance. 
De  Lisle  was  about  five-and-thirty ;  old  enoueh  to  have  formed  set- 
tled opinions,  and  maintain  them  with  powerful  arguments ;  young 
enough  to  commend  himself  to  my  companionship  by  a  tolerably 
youthful  air  and  demeanor. 

I  have  said  that  he  was  of  French  descent,  but  he  had  nothing  of 
the  easy  volatility  of  the  Frenchman  in  his  manner  or  in  his  charac- 
ter. His  parents  were  Huguenots,  who  escaped  into  England  to 
save  their  lives  and  enjoy  religious  freedom.  England,  to  be  sure, 
could  not  at  that  time  boast  of  universal  tolerance,  but  the  elder 
De  Lisle  had  some  friends  in  the  country,  and  to  England  he  came. 
His  son  was  bom  some  time  after  the  settlement  of  the  parents  in 
their  adopted  land.  His  early  training  had  been  carefully  looked 
after,  and  by  the  assistance  of  the  friend  who  had  recommended  the 
young  man  to  us,  he  was  sent  to  Germany  to  be  educated.  Na- 
turally contemplative  and  thoughtful,  without  possessing  a  deep- 
reasoning,  cause-discovering  mind,  the  young  De  Lisle  found, 
in  the  mazy  philosophy  of  a  certain  class  of  German  writers,  a  ready- 
made  system,  just  ntted  to  his  powers  of  contemplation,  and  appa- 
rently explanatory  of  the  theory  of  life  which  he  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  consider  as  entirely  beyond  his  grasp.  He  yielded  there- 
fore a  blind  assent  to  the  new  philosophy,  and  became,  really  with- 
out being  aware  of  it,  a  very  religious  Pantheist. 

I  must  not  do  him  injustice.  He  had  far  more  than  ordinary 
powers  of  mind.  He  was  a  finished  scholar,  a  proficient  in  the  an- 
cient and  modem  languages,  and  possessed  of  a  fine  critical  taste. 
He  had  nothing  of  that  malignant  sarcasm  which  the  doubter  is  apt  to 
use  with  so  unsparing  a  hand,  with  those  who  do  not  give  a  ready 
assent  to  his  doctrines.  De  Lisle,  on  the  contrary,  was  satisfied  with 
having  found  a  theory  in  which  he  could  himself  rest,  and  which  he 
was  happy  to  commend  to  others,  without  assailing  their  own.  In 
conclusion,  I  must  add,  that  he  was  naturally  amiable,  and  his  habits 
of  life  unexceptionable  in  every  respect. 

Such  was  the  person,  (nearly  twenty  years  my  senior,)  who  at  this 
stage  of  my  mental  and  moral  progress  was  introduced  as  my  pre- 
ceptor and  guide. 

Was  I  not  in  danger  ? 

I  continued  some  time  pursuing  different  studies  under  the  direc- 
tion of  De  Lisle,  without  making  him  acquainted  with  the  state  of 
my  mind,  although  I  was  won  by  his  pleasing,  I  may  almost  say  fas- 
cinating deportment.  Perceiving  how  much  time  I  spent  by  myself 
he  at  last  asked  me,  in  a  delicate  manner,  what  it  was  that  so  con- 
stantly occupied  my  leisure  ?  I  was  not  disposed  at  first  to  be  com- 
municative, but  I  finally  determined  to  give  him  a  full  account  of 
myself.  I  proceeded  with  considerable  trepidation  to  recount  all 
that  I  had  experienced,  showing  evidently  by  my  manner  that  I  con- 
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this,  he  was  careful  not  to  alarm  me  hy  his  suspicions,  but  main- 
tained his  usual  calm  and  complacent  manner. 

I  was  truly  in  a  pitiable  state,  but  I  did  not  relax  my  efforts  to  get 
free.  I  studied  and  read  and  thought  more  assiduously  than  ever. 
My  soul  was  burning  up  within  me. 

One  morning,  after  the  arrival  of  the  post,  a  letter  was  placed  in 
my  hands,  bearing  my  address.  The  superscription  was  in  a  small, 
delicate  hand,  but  every  character  was  traced  with  singular  distinct- 
ness.    I  opened  the  letter,  and  read  as  follows  : 

*  I  have  not  forgotten  you;  I  never  shall  forget  you;  never !  never! 

*  At  present,  I  write  few  words.  My  father  has  conversed  with 
me  as  a  parent  with  a  child.  He  has  given  i^e  his  confidence,  and 
I  love  him.  I  owe  this  to  your  visit.  I  love  my  parent ;  but  I  do 
not  release  you  from  your  promised  friendship.  Let  it  be  abiding ; 
God  only  knows  how  soon  I  may  require  it.  We  shall  meet  by-and- 
by,  but  not  yet;  for  as  yet  I  know  not  where  my  destiny  will  lead 
me.  Wherever  I  am,  my  consolation  shall  be,  that  in  the  hour  of 
need  I  have  one  real  heart-friend.  Your  promise  is  pledged — for- 
get it  not  /  *  LEttA  St.  Leger.' 

*  This  is  from  a  St.  Leger  to  a  St.  Leger— from  kin  to  kin.  You 
cannot  misconstrue  it.  <  L^  g.;.  l  » 

How  opportune  was  the  arrival  of  this  short  epistle  !  I  read  it 
over  and  over  again.  I  examined  it  word  by  word  and  syllable  by 
syllable,  and  then  letter  by  letter.  The  postcript,  although  written 
for  explanation,  pleased  me  less  than  any  part.  I  felt  a  thrill  of  joy 
dart  through  me,  as  the  recollection  of  our  last  interview  came  back 
fresh  to  mind. 

And  this  simple  bit  of  paper,  with  these  small  characters  traced 
upon  it,  had  the  effect  to  relieve  my  spirit,  which  was  nigh  on  the ' 
verge  of  madness.  Here  was  humanity  interposed  between  me 
and  the  fiend.  A  young,  beautiful,  and  almost  unprotected  girl 
claimed  something  at  my  hands — at  least  friendship ;.  and  whatever 
was  or  was  not,  either  in  heaven  above  or  in  hell  below,  if  hell  or 
heaven  there  were,  yet  here,  upon  the  round  earth,  something  real, 
something  delectable,  something  (as  I  thought)  holy  pTeaented  itself, 
not  for  my  contemplation  —  I  had  had  enough  of  that — but  for 
positive  thought  and  action  and  feeling.  Something  objective, 
something  real,  something  true. 

[Bear  in  mind,  thus  I  reasoned  then.] 

Of  course  I  knew  not  when  I  should  hear  from  Leila  again.  It 
did  not  matter  much,  so  long  as  I  was  assured  of  the  tie  between 
us.  I  could  now  resume  my  studies ;  I  could  look  more  minutely 
into  De  Lisle's  theory  of  life.  Strange  to  say,  I  felt  less  repugnance 
to  it  than  beforjs.  I  began  to  take  a  deeper  interest  in  things  about 
me.  Nature  seemed  more  joyous ;  and  when  De  Lisle  exclaimed, 
in  his  tranquil,  quiet  tone,  *  See  you  not  God  stirring  through  all 
this  1  —  hero  and  there  ]  above,  around,  every  where  1  All  is  God, 
and  God  all !'  I  murmured  %n  almost  satisfied  assent 

Yet  I  was  not  happy. 
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SEEDS. 


■  1.     FBbAY.     oy     JOiiM     u      r.  uexM. 


When  the  third  morning  of  Creation  shone, 
And  from  the  naked  earth 
Roee  the  green  herb,  and  grass,  and  branching  tree  full-growD, 
*T  was  thus  decree'd 
By  the  Eternal  Mind 
And  Voice  of  God  that  called  them  into  biitb. 
That  they  should  grow : 
<  The  green  herb  yielding  seed. 
The  fruit-tree  yielding  fruit  after  his  kind, 
Whose  seed  is  in  itself,  upon  the  earth : 
And  it  was  so.' 

Thus  sprang  that  living  verdure  into  bomg, 

Whose  annual  generations  reach 
Beyond  the  birth  of  Adah.    All  agreeing, 
A  lesson  of  obedience  do  they  teach  ; 
Obedience  to  the  voice  that  brought  them  forth : 

For,  whether  all  alone  they  grow. 

Scattered  by  breezes  to  and  fro. 
Or,  side  by  side, 
They  cover  fields  or  spread  in  forests  wide, 
Or  struggle  heavenward  in  the  frozen  North, 
Or  clothe  in  endless  green  the  burning  Line  ; 
From  age  to  age,  with  faith  that  never  sleeps, 
The  vegetable  world  unbroken  keeps 
That  Law  Divine. 

But  never  to  the  curious  eye 
Do  they  unfold  their  hidden  mystery ; 

Nor  any  seed  e'er  tells 
How,  in  itself,  its  life  mysterious  dwells. 
While  in  thy  hand,  or  in  the  light  of  day. 

It  seems  an  inert  Uiing, 
All  dry  and  dead  ;  nor  life  nor  motion  shows 
Within  its  rounded  ring ; 
But  bury  it  away 
Down  in  the  dark  damp  earth,  it  dies  and  grows. 
The  blade  comes  first. 
Soon  the  green  leaves  are  shown  ; 
Then  buds  appear,  that  shortly  buret, 
And  opening  sliow  the  tinted  flowers  full-blown» 
Of  purple,  white,  yellow  or  orange  hue. 

Of  pink  or  bright  carnation, 
Or  velvet  brown,  deep-red,  or  purer  blue. 
All  this  is  beauteous  preparation ; 
But  now,  at  length. 
And  all  unseen. 
The  plant  mature  puts  forth  its  chiefest  strength. 

Within  the  pod  of  tender  green. 
Or  stronger  sphere  o'ertopped  with  crown  imperial, 
Under  the  shag-bark's  1 
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Or  veiled  'neath  gauzy  wings  for  flight  adrial, 
Deep  in  the  swelling  womb  of  pulpy  fruit. 

Or  housed  within  the  rugged  cone, 
Or  tough-ribbed  shell,  or  hollow-chambered  stone  ; 
The  plant,  with  patient  care 
And  instinct  rare. 
Gathers  from  every  fibre  of  its  frame 

The  express  idea  of  the  same  ; 
(Ideas  which,  like  those  withiA  the  brain, 
Seem  to  maintain 
A  certain  place, 
Yet  occupy  no  space  ;) 
Slowly  with  sap  the  ripening  globes  it  feeds, 
And  in  the  germ  of  all  the  thousand  seeds 
Within  its  teeming  cup, 
Stores  its  own  image  up, 
Even  to  the  seed  wherein  that  image  lies ; 
And  m  their  memories. 
With  wondrous  power,  stamps  both 
The  time  and  order  of  thehr  birth  and  growth. 

And  all  the  while  the  secret  cell. 
Where  this  mysterious  labor  is  perfecting. 

Is  guarded  well. 
By  prickly  beard  its  pointed  spears  erecting, 
Or  shielded  by  tough  rind 

Or  tangled  furze. 
Or  els"  entrenched  behind 
A  rampart  bristling  thick  with  barbed  burrs ; 

Or  stinging  thorns  do  guard  the  approach, 
Or 't  is  perchance  by  waxy  husk  defended, 

Lest  insect  foes  encroach 
Ere  Nature's  last  and  greatest  work  is  ended. 

Life,  wondrous  Life,  hath  here 
Begotten  wondrous  Life  ;  yea  manifold, 

In  silence  dark,  and  secrecy ; 
And  these  heirs,  in  th^ir  tiny  bosoms,  hold 
The  hoarded  life-spring  of  another  year. 
And  yet  no  mortal  eye 
Hath  seen  the  mode,  nor  listening  ear 
Hath  heard  the  story  told ; 
While  boastful  Science,  like  the  mole, 

With  microscopic  eyes 
But  burrows  in  the  dark  and  cannot  rise 
To  see  the  ethereal  spirit  that  informs  the  whole. 

Here  is  the  grand  climacteric 
Of  this  their  annual  life.    And  now  for  them 
No  more  is  left  but  gradual  decay. 
The  shrunken  stem, 

Erewhile  so  vigorous  and  thick. 
Like  cord  umbilical,  in  tune  gives  way. 

And  drop|i  the  fruit  to  earth. 
Again  to  die ;  and  dying,  to  bring  forth 
Another  generation  to  the  birth. 
Soon  fade  the  leaves  to  shades  of  IifeleflB  brown  ; 
Awhile  they  shiver  in  the  frosty  air, 
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When  the  third  morning  of  Creation  shone, 
And  from  the  naked  earth 
Roee  the  green  herb,  and  grass,  and  branching  tree  fall-grown, 
*T  was  thus  decree'd 
By  the  Eternal  Mind 
And  Voice  of  God  that  called  them  into  birth, 
That  they  should  grow : 
<  The  green  herb  yieldmg  seed. 
The  fruit-tree  yielding  fruit  after  his  kind. 
Whose  seed  is  in  itself,  upon  the  earth  : 
And  it  was  so.' 

Thus  sprang  that  living  verdure  into  being. 

Whose  annual  generations  reach 
Beyond  the  birth  of  Adam.    All  agreeing, 
A  lesson  of  obedience  do  they  teach  ; 
Obedience  to  the  voice  that  brought  them  forth : 

For,  whether  all  alone  they  frow. 

Scattered  by  breezes  to  and  fro. 
Or,  side  by  side. 
They  cover  fields  or  spread  in  forests  wide. 
Or  struggle  heavenward  in  the  frozen  North, 
Or  clothe  in  endless  green  the  burning  Lme  ; 
From  age  to  age,  with  faith  that  never  sleeps. 
The  vegetable  world  unbroken  keeps 
That  Law  Divine. 

But  never  to  the  curious  eye 
Do  they  unfold  their  hidden  mystery  ; 

Nor  any  seed  e'er  tells 
How,  in  itself,  its  life  mysterious  dwells. 
While  in  thy  hand,  or  in  the  light  of  day, 

It  seems  an  inert  thing. 
All  dry  and  dead  ;  nor  life  nor  motion  shows 
Within  its  rounded  ring  ; 
But  bury  it  away 
Down  in  the  dark  damp  earth,  it  dies  and  grows. 
The  blade  comes  first, 
Soon  the  green  leaves  are  shown  ; 
Then  buds  appear,  that  shortly  buret, 
And  opening  show  the  tinted  flowers  full*blowu> 
Of  purple,  white,  yellow  or  orange  hue. 

Of  pink  or  bright  carnation. 
Or  velvet  brown,  deep-red,  or  purer  blue. 
All  this  is  beauteous  preparatk>n  ; 
But  now,  at  length. 
And  all  unseen. 
The  plant  mature  puts  forth  its  chiefest  strength. 

Witliin  the  pod  of  tender  green, 
Or  stronger  sphere  o'ertopped  with  crown  imperial. 
Under  the  shag-bark's  ravet  suit. 
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Till,  one  by  one,  are  alJ 
The  loved  ones  carried  forth  to  meet  the  call. 

Nor  are  we  eyer  left 
Alone  with  happineai,  while  here  below ; 

Nor  are  our  feeble  souk  bereft 
Of  all  the  aids  of  pam  and  grief  and  wo. 

That  wean  our  lingering  hearts  away 
From  glittering  dust  and  bubbles  of  a  day. 

We  ne^  this  rough  and  thorny  hedge 
To  keep  the  base  defiling  world  aloof, 
Lest  our  bright  Spirit-sword,  of  heavenly  proof, 
Should  cloud  its  beaming  Made,  or  blunt  its  edge. 

Nor  all  alike  can  sow 
The  holy  seed :  some,  like  a  fruitful  tree, 
May  live  to  see 
The  germs  they  scatter  bud  and  grrow, 
Till  far  and  wide,  all  round, 
The  rising  forests  shade  the  fertile  ground. 
Others,  like  annuals  frail, 
At  earlier  ages  fail, 
Die  ere  they  conquer  in  the  fruitless  strife, 
And  dying,  quicken  some  loved  soul  to  life. 

Thus  from  the  time 
When  first  that  Sower  went  forth  to  sow, 
lu  every  age,  in  every  clime, 
The  Holy  Seed  hath  grown,  and  still  doth  grow. 
Each  generation  as  it  rose,  receiving 
The  precious  germs  from  those  that  went  before, 
Planted  them  deep  in  hearts  believing ; 
While  these  the  burthen  bore 
To  sons  and  daughters,  who  again  brought  forth 
Auother  generation  to  the  birth. 
And  yet  no  eye  hath  seen,  nor  listening  ear 

Hath  heard,  nor  mortal  mind 
Can  comprehend  that  life-birth  heie. 
*T  is  like  the  wind, 
That  where  it  listeth,  bloweth ; 
We  hear  the  sound  thereof,  yet  no  man  knoweth 
Whence  it  hath  come,  or  whitherward  it  goeth. 

Thus  it  hath  been,  and  still  shall  be, 
Till  He  that  sowed  the  seed  again  shall  come, 
And  angel-reapers,  both  from  land  and  sea, 
Gather  the  harvest  home ! 

Another  Sower,  at  the  time 
When  righteous  Abel  fell,  went  forth  to  sow. 

And,  from  the  world's  young  prime 
Even  until  now, 

His  never-resting  hand  hath  sown 

Seed  for  an  harvest  not  his  own. 
Chamels  and  catacombs,  churoh-yards  and  graves 

He  fills  ;  nor  only  these, 
But  on  all  hills,  vales,  plains  and  momitains  high, 
Or  inland  far  or  washed  by  ocean-waves. 

He  strews  the  ripened  grain ; 
While,  buried  in  the  furrows  of  the  sea. 
Deep  down  the  bosom  of  the  sounding  i 

His  countless  myriads  lie. 
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Then  flatter  down 
To  rise  no  more, 
Leaving  the  face  of  Nature  drear  and  bare ; 
And  all  is  o*er ! 

A  Sower  went  forth  to  bow  : 
The  field  wherein  he  sowed. 
The  wayward  heart  of  man  while  here  below ; 

The  Seed,  the  Word  of  God. 
That  living  Word,  which,  to  the  worldly  eye, 
Or  on  the  cold  anfeeling  tongue, 
Long  powerless  and  dead 
Ai^ears  to  Ue, 
Like  bread 
For  naught  upon  the  waters  flung. 
Will,  when  the  heart  is  soft  and  young, 
Or  its  tough  soil  is  broken  up  by  wo. 
Or  by  sharp  anguish  wrung, 
Take  root ;  and  soon  the  tender  fibres  g^w. 
Spreading  like  silvery  threads  in  every  part, 
Until  their  heavenly  net-work  fills  the  wounded  heart. 

Repentance  first  appears. 
Scarce  rising  from  the  ground  through  humble  fear ; 
Drying  her  bitter  tears. 
Soon  child-like  Faith,  with  vision  clear. 
Beholds  things  yet  unseen  by  mortal  eye  ; 
Hope  like  the  bud  of  promise  swells ; 
And  crowning  Charity 
Openeth  like  the  flower  in  perfect  bloom. 

Within  whose  bosom  are  deep  wells 
Of  sweets,  where  not  in  vain  the  hungry  calls, 
Wherehi  the  thirsty  findeth  drmk, 
And  round  the  brink 
The  dew  of  gentle  pity  softly  falls ; 
While  universal  love,  like  rich  perfume, 

For  ever  breathing  forth. 
Rises  to  heaven,  and  floats  along  the  earth. 

But  yet  a  higher  eflTort  of  the  soul 
Is  needed  to  impart 

The  good  seed  to  another  heart 

For  this  great  end,  the  whole 
Of  grace  and  nourishment  md  power  divine 
is  dniwn  to  secret  action  ;  while  without  — 

A  faithful  sign 
Of  love  — the  heart  is  warded  all  about 

With  trials  and  afflictions  sore ; 

Heart-weariness  we  feel,  and  pain ; 
Gaunt  Poverty,  with  all  his  hungry  train ; 

Aod  o'er  and  o'er 
Our  hopes  are  crushed,  our  longings  blighted ; 
Friends  that  once  loved,  now  love  no  mote ; 
Envy  and  malice,  m  close  league  united. 

Sting  with  envenomed  tongues  our  name^ 
And  feel  no  shame ; 
Diseases,  slow  or  sudden,  waste  the  framie, 

And  where  they  go  before, 
Death  follows  after,  knocking  at  the  door> 
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Till,  one  by  one,  are  alJ 
The  loved  ones  carried  forth  to  meet  the  call. 

Nor  are  we  oyer  left 
Alone  with  happineai,  while  hero  below ; 

Nor  are  our  feeble  eoula  bereft 
Of  all  the  aids  of  pam  and  grief  and  wo. 

That  wean  our  lingering  hearts  away 
From  glittering  dust  and  bubbles  of  a  day. 

We  ne^  this  rough  and  thorny  hedge 
To  keep  the  base  defiling  world  aloof, 
Lest  our  bright  Spirit-sword,  of  heavenly  proof. 
Should  cloud  its  beaming  blade,  or  blunt  its  edge. 

Nor  all  alike  can  sow 
The  holy  seed :  some,  like  a  firuitful  tree, 
May  live  to  see 
The  germs  they  scatter  bud  and  g^w. 
Till  far  and  wide,  all  round, 
The  rising  forests  shade  the  fertile  ground. 
Others,  like  annuals  frail, 
At  earlier  ages  fail, 
Die  ere  they  conquer  in  the  fruitless  strife, 
And  dying,  quicken  some  loved  soul  to  life. 

Thus  from  the  time 
When  first  that  Sowbr  went  forth  to  sow, 
In  every  age,  in  every  clime, 
The  Holy  Seed  hath  grown,  and  still  doth  grow. 
Each  generation  as  it  rose,  receiving 
The  precious  germs  from  those  that  went  before, 
Planted  them  deep  in  hearts  believing ; 
While  these  the  burthen  bore 
To  sons  and  daughters,  who  again  brought  forth 
Auother  generation  to  the  birth. 
And  yet  no  eye  hath  seen,  nor  listening  ear 

Hath  heard,  nor  mortal  mind 
Can  comprehend  that  life-birth  heie. 
'T  is  like  the  wind. 
That  where  it  listeth,  bloweth ; 
We  hear  the  sound  thereof,  yet  no  man  knoweth 
Whence  it  hath  come,  or  whitherward  it  goeth. 

Thus  it  hath  been,  and  still  shall  be. 
Till  He  that  sowed  the  seed  again  shall  come, 
And  angel-reapers,  both  from  land  and  sea, 
Gather  the  harvest  home ! 

Another  Sowsa,  at  the  time 
When  righteous  Abkl  fell,  went  forth  to  sow. 

And,  from  the  world's  young  prime 
Even  until  now, 

His  never-resting  hand  hath  sown 

Seed  for  an  harvest  not  his  own. 
Chamels  and  catacombs,  churoh-yards  and  graves 

He  fills  ;  nor  only  these, 
But  on  all  hills,  vales,  plains  and  momitains  high. 
Or  inland  far  or  washed  by  ocean-waves. 

He  strews  the  ripened  grain ; 
While,  buried  in  the  furrows  of  the  sea, 
Deep  down  the  bosom  of  the  sounding  mtm. 

His  countless  myriads  lie. 
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But  are  not  these  all  dead  ? 

How  can  they  then 
Be  made  to  rise  again  ? 
Long  before  Egypt's  days  of  glory  fled, 

And  when  her  swarthy  sons 
Embalmed  for  buriali  in  the  fond  conceit 
,  That  so  their  loved  ones 
All  incorrupt  might  slumber, 
Till  they  should  rise  to  meet  . 
Their  final  judgment,  when  the  mystic  number 
Of  this  world's  age  should  be  complete ; 

A  single  com  of  wheat, 
Grown  in  her  Nile -enriched  glebes. 
Was  in  a  deeul  man's  spicy  shroud  enclosed, 
And  buried  in  the  catacombs  of  Thebes ; 

There  undisturbed  reposed, 
Till  after  thrice  a  thousand  years  had  flown, 
Ab  if  arisen  from  the  dead,  behold 

That  seed  was  disentombed  and  sown, 
»  And  grew,  and  brought  forth  fruit  an  hundredfold. 

Now  shall  our  Father,  who,  in  love  for  all 
His  wondrous  works,  doth  mark  the  sparrow's  fall. 
Shall  He  remember  this  one  little  seed. 
That  its  frail  life  shall  be  for  ages  kept. 
And  perish  never ; 

And  yet  hath  He  decreed 
That  the  marCa  body,  by  whose  side  it  slept. 
Shall  lie  forgotten  in  the  bonds  of  Death  forever? 

Nay,  shall  his  hand  thus  clothe  the  grass, 

Whose  fading  glories  quickly  pass, 
And  not  much  more  clothe  us,  when  we 
Though  mortal,  put  on  immortality  ? 

Soon  shall  the  trumpet  sound. 
Whose  piercing  note  proclaims  to  earth  and  ocean 

The  Spring-time  of  the  Dead. 

Then  shall  we  see 
These  mortal  seeds  of  immortality. 

No  longer  winter-bound 
By  that  corruption  wherein  they  were  sown. 
But  raised  incorrupt  to  life  and  motion 

Forth  from  their  earthy  bed. 
Swift  as  the  light,  behold  them  high  upgrown ; 

They  lift  their  heads  to  heaven ;  their  leaves 
Glance  in  the  beams  from  Zion's  Teuple  shed ; 
And  as  the  quickening  Spirff  gently  breathes, 
The  waving  harvest  bows  the  adoring  head. 

In  this  their  perfect  glory  clad. 
The  whole  round  world  and  all  that  it  contains 
Burst  forth  in  triumph  glad. 
Hills  nod  to  hills,  and  plains  to  plains 
Their  answering  salutation  fling ; 
For  now  the  praises  of  the  Lamb  employ 

New-tun^d  voices ; 
The  swelling  chorus  bounds  firom  lands  to  lands ; 

The  valleys  laugh  and  sing, 
The  sea  makes  merry  with  her  liquid  noises. 

Floods  clap  their  hands. 
And  hoary  mountains  leap  and  shout  aloud  for  joy ! 
BmrliftgUm,  VU,  Oct,  1846. 
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HOPEFUL      VIEWS. 


Kai  croy;^avov    Xeyorv,  voXXat  gat  raXai  cXvi^r  i}|iiy  ccfy  tvSatfMin 


I  OPENED  a  Greek  book  in  the  room  of  a  college  student  to-day, 
and  I  chanced  upon  the  words  of  my  motto :  '  And  I  happened  to 
say,  many  and  beautiful  hopes  ought  to  make  us  happy.'  Yes,  in- 
deed !  happy  and  brave  to  bear  our  trials,  to  rejoice  m  the  contest 
of  life.  In  all  my  practice  I  am  convinced  that  men  need  medicine 
for  the  mind  more  than  for  the  body.  How  often  does  the  timely 
visit  or  letter  of  a  friend  drive  away  nervous  pains  ! '  What  refresh- 
ment to  the  spirit  is  there  in  a  hearty  graspine  of  die  hand  ! 

There  are  men  who  walk  our  streets,  bestowing  happiness  aU  alon^ 
their  path,  by  the  benevolent  approval  they  smile  upon  the  high  and 
the  lowly.  They  feel  human  brotherhood.  It  is  no  affectation  of 
sympathy,  no  patronizing  air,  but  a  real  feeling  from  die  heart,  beam- 
ing out  from  the  countenance,  and  doing  good  Mike  a  medicine.' 
They  are  full  of  hope  for  human  nature.  They  believe  that  God 
made  man  and  still  regards  the  work  of  His  hands ;  that  our  world 
is  under  the  direction  of  a  Father  and  not  of  the  Devil. 

Let  me  not  be  rough  in  what  I  have  to  say  in  this  paper ;  but  I 
cannot  help  remarking,  that  from  the  way  many  stagger  through  life, 
afraid  and  doubdng,  dodging  and  cowering,  it  womd  seem  that  the 
universal  belief  is,  that  some  malicious  and  powerfril  demon  sits  at 
die  helm  of  affairs  and  directs  events.  Distrust  of  themselves, 
anxiety  and  fear  take  hold  of  men,  and  diey  stumble  from  their  want 
of  confidence.  '  BiU  many  and  heauHfid  hopa  might  to  make  us 
happy,'  This  want  of  confidence  in  God,  in  the  course  of  events 
that  happen  to  us,  as  the  best  for  us  possible,  upon  the  whole ;  this 
want  of  a  faithful  acquiescence  in  the  will  of  God,  is  die  cattse  of 
almost  all  unhappiness  and  discontent. 

See  how  necessary,  my  dear  reader,  confidence  is  to  you  as  you 
walk  the  pavement.  Could  you  take  the  same  steps  you  now  do 
as  you  go  to  your  place  of  business,  if  your  path  was  over  a  deep 
black  gulf,  with  no  more  space  to  walk  in  than  diat  which  you  occnpy 
in  your  path  in  the  way  f  Why  cannot  you  take  die  same  steps  t 
You  fear  to  fall ;  and  your  fear  makes  you  weak  and  riddy.  The  Doy 
walks  on  the  top  of  the  fence ;  but  if  it  were  ten  feet  higher  he  could 
not  do  it.  So  men  blunder  along  through  life,  distracted  and  ener- 
vated by  unmanly  fears  and  want  of  confidence.  Do  we  not  know 
Trumperly,  a  very  regular  man  and  a  most  respectable  shop-keeper  t 
He  taketh  his  Sabbath  walk.  He  looketh  round  upon  a  wide  ex- 
panse. The  heath  is  illuminated  with  flowering  fiirze.  He  stands 
upon  a  veritable  field  of  cloth-of-gold.  He  is  about  to  smile  upon 
the  natural  splendor,  when  again  he  recollects  the  bad  half-dollar 
taken  ten  days  ago,  and  at  the  extremest  comerB  of  his  mondi  the 
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smile  dies  a  death  of  suddenness.  And  Grizzleton  1  Did  he  not 
travel  for  enjoyment,  and  did  not  some  past  particular  wrong  always 
blot  out  and  destroy  the  present  beauty  1  He  made  a  pilgrimage  to 
Niagara.  He  was  about  to  be  very  much  rapt,  astounaed  by  its  ter- 
rible grandeur,  when  the  spray  fell  upon  his  new  hat,  and  he  could 
not  but  groan  for  thq  cotton  umbrella,  price  one  dollar,  that  he  had 
lost  at  New- York.  And  in  this  way  do  we  often  shadow  present 
pleasures  with  the  thought  of  some  sort  of  counterfeit  money,  some 
sort  of  departed  umbrella. 

It  would  seem,  I  say,  that  men  believe  in  a  4emon  rather  than  a 
God.  From  youth  it  is  taught  that  sorrow  is  our  lot,  and  every  smile 
of  joy  is  seized  as  a  happy  exemption  from  the  common  fate.  What 
a  miserable  appearance  does  the^vorld  present  as  we  look  at  it  strug- 
gling for  the  very  means  of  livelihood ;  friend  overreaching  friend 
m  a  sharp  bargain ;  each  intent  upon  warding  off  want  and  penury; 
as  if  to  live  were  to  eat  and  drink  and  wear  fine  clothes  and  seem 
to  others  to  be  happy !  What  a  miserable  state  is  that  when  every 
thing  is  done  for  appearance  !  —  and  people  cheat  themselves  into 
the  belief  that  they  are  happy,  when  they  can  impose  upon  the  wc^ld 
with  an  appearance  of  happiness  !  Here  is  mean  fare,  stingy  fare, 
sordid  clothing,  and  no  books  at  home,  that  the  daughters,  to  be  mar- 
ried, may  appear  at  church  in  fif^-dollar  shawls  and  feathers  in  their 
hats.  They  believe,  such  people,  that  the  devil  is  king,  and  virtue 
a  physical  state  of  the  person.  Their  hopes  are  not  many  nor  beau- 
timl.  They  bound  their  life  by  a  narrow  object,  and  are  willing  to  be 
miserable  themselves,  so  they  appear  to  be  happy  in  the  eyes  of  others. 

Let  the  father  and  mother  answer :  What  are  your  hopes  for 
your  children  1  Do  you  look  forward  to  the  time  when  they  shall 
fulfil  beautiful  hopes? — become  cultivated,  religious  and  elevated 
beings  1  No ;  you  are  rather  anxious  that  your  daughters  should 
marry  rich  men  ;  that  your  sons  should  amass  money  and  become 
independent.  You  look  not  beyond  the  present  life  ;  you  bound 
your  view  by  a  narrow  span  of  years.  You  are  not  happy,  for  you 
do  not  make  the  most  of  life ;  you  indulge  not  in  those  many  and 
beautifiil  hopes  that  might  make  you  happy. 

It  is  a  fair  presumption  thatGt>D  made  man  to  be  happy.  Every 
thing  in  the  outward  universe  seems  made  to  minister  to  his  felicity. 
The  firmament  alone  ought  to  dispel  all  doubts  of  an  unhappy  fate 
to  him  who  strives  to  obey  the  laws  of  his  being.  Here  seems  to 
be  a  theme  for  many  and  beautiful  hopes.  Who  made  those  shining 
stars,  distant  worlds,  now  moving  in  their  appointed  orbits,  while 
they  seem  all  motionless  to  us  1  There  will  be  a  time  to  you,  mor- 
tal, when  all  the  mysteries  of  your  own  being  and  the  laws  of  those 
silent  planets  shall  be  unfolded !  How  can  any  one  be  unhappy 
and  distrustful  for  whom  such  a  fate  is  in  store  1  What  matters  it 
to  you  whether  you  live  in  splendor  or  poverty  for  a  few  years ! 
Your  condition  now,  your  outward  condition,  cannot  affect  your 
claims  to  a  place  in  the  world  of  God.  All  these  invidious  distinc- 
tions will  vanish  in  a  few  years,  and  you  will  only  be  known  for  what 
you  were  morally.     Who  will  take  this  view  1     How  many  are  able 
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to  rise  to  a  sense  of  the  beautiful  hopes  that  belong  to  us  as  immor- 
tal beings  1 

As  a  country  practitioner,  my  words  may  not  have  the  weight 
they  would  if  I  drove  a  curricle  and  livery ;  but  it  verily  seems  to 
rae  that  the  world  needs  now  the  simplest  common-places  of  wisdom. 
It  has  groped  after  wisdom  and  power,  and  thought  them  great  and 
distant  objects,  when  they  were  to  be  sought  in  the  heart,  and  were 
nigh  to  us,  even  in  our  very  homes,  while  we  have  been  looking  out 
of  the  window.  It  has  thought  that  influence  and  wealth  were  only 
to  be  attained  by  unusual  means ;  as  if  God  had  made  success  the 
exception  in  human  affairs,  while  the  majority  of  the  race  were 
made  to  pine  in  hopeless  despondency,  tt  is  appalling  and  dis- 
tiessing  to  me  in  the  last  degree  to  see  the  laborer  going  to  his  work 
like  a  whipped  dog ;  to  see  widows  and  orphans  bowing  to  their 
fate  as  if  it  were  an  awful  dispensation  of  Providence ;  to  see  nine- 
tenths  of  my  fellow  mortals  broken-hearted  and  weary,  and  only 
living  because  they  are  afraid  to  die.  It  breaks  my  heart  to  see  a 
man  of  vigorous  frame  and  honest,  simple  mind,  drop  his  eye  be- 
fore some  apology  for  manhood,  dressed  in  showy  attire.  Poverty 
and  want  and  habitual  degradation  have  killed  out  the  finer  emo- 
tions in  many  a  human  being,  and  the  luxurious  and  idle  live  upon 
the  blood  of  their  fellows. 

Every  man  lives  by  somebody's  labor ;  if  not  his  own,  then  an- 
other's. Yonder  vagabond,  a  cumberer  of  the  ground,  is  living 
upon  the  sweat  and  toil  of  a  man  who  died  a  thousand  years  ago. 
He  thinks  it  is  his  fate  to  live  a  life  of  ease.  There  is  no  such  per- 
mission. The  idler  thrives  upon  human  sweat ;  he  lives  upon  some- 
body. No  wonder  he  is  enervated  and  desponding;  living  a  false 
life,  he  has  no  beautiful  hopes  to  make  him  happy. 

The  absence  of  hope,  the  belief  that  any  one  entertains  that  ho 
is  fated  to  lead  a  dark,  obscure  and  gloomy  life,  I  say,  is  the  cause 
of  much  of  the  disease  and  ill-health  in  the  world.  Sorrowful  and 
despondent  views  derange  the  digestive  organs,  and  soon  the  springs 
of  life  are  undermined.  Men  need  hope  as  much  as  they  need 
bread  ;  man  lives  not  by  bread  alone.  He  needs  heart,  hope  in  his 
work  ;  and  an  approving,  encouraging  word  nourishes  him  more 
than  a  biscuit. 

The  same  ought  to  be  done  in  morals  as  we  are  doing  in  physics. 
We  are  coming  back  to  the  simplest  elements ;  cold  water  exter- 
nally and  internally,  sleep  and  quiet,  pure  air  and  no  medicine. 
We  reach  the  seat  of  the  disease  through  the  mind.  We  exorcise 
the  devil.  We  do  not  drive  him  out  with  calomel  and  other  purges, 
but  with  that  power  of  resistance  which  exists  in  every  frame  to  ex- 
pel foreign  matter,  things  prejudicial  to  its  being.  The  faculty  now 
but  clear  away  the  rubbish  and  give  nature  a  chance  to  act,  as  the 
gardener  rakes  the  leaves  from  the  flower-beds,  and  the  sun  and  the 
internal  fires  of  the  earth  throw  out  the  violets  and  daisies. 

Let  every  man  then  rest  in  his  reserved  rights,  and  be  happy  in 
the  beautiful  hopes  that  belong  to  him  as  an  immortal  being ;  and 
the  first  thought,  it  seems  to  me,  which  ought  to  be  in  every  body's 
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mind,  as  a  constant  presence,  is  tbis  :  What  you  do,  you  do  forever. 
Be  it  sin  or  be  it  sacrifice,  what  you  do,  you  do  for  a  long  pufi.  The 
thought,  the  act  of  to-day  will  never  cease  in  their  influence  over 
your  being.  Now  if  this  was  understood  and  believed,  as  it  ouebt 
to  be,  it  would  do  away  with  severe  laws  and  penalties,  and  be  like 
the  return  to  cold  water  in  the  healing  art.  Hannng,  like  calomel, 
would  soon  be  out  of  fashion.  Imprisonment  for  life  would  be 
thought  as  unnecessary  as  sleeping  in  a  feather-bed  to  cure  a  fever. 
Fines  would  disappear  with  fees,  and  beautiful  hopes  would  sway 
mankind  and  produce  peace  and  an  elevated  state  of  society. 

Almost  all  intemperance  is  an  attempt  to  get  up  by  steam  hope- 
ful views.  As  things  are  going  on,  men  must  intoxicate  their  brauu 
before  they  can  entertain  hope.  Thb  is  not  true  ;  but  they  think 
so.  For  no  poverty,  no  sickness,  no  deformity,  no  misfortune,  can 
shut  a  man  out  from  having  then  '  many  and  beautiful  hopes  which 
ought  to  make  us  happy.' 


DIRGE. 

'ABOUIBBOAT       I  V      PAOS.' 

A  DIRGE  for  the  flower  that  'b  lying  theiroi 

Down  in  the  low  moBB  laid ! 
Iti  leaves  are  emmpled  and  growing  sere  j 

O  !  dim  is  their  lesson  made ! 
GUd  its  grave  with  a  prayer,  as  scholars  their  books 

Edge  with  gold  when  the  letters  fade. 

Fall  back  and  pf ay,  for  it's  spirit's  gone ! 

O'er  the  dust  of  its  once  sweet  fame. 
Ranged  thickly,  are  crossed  its  speais  of  thorn. 

To  shield  its  grave  from  shame ; 
Hung  up  like  the  lances  and  sacks  that  deck 

Each  tomb  of  old  knightly  name. 

With  thee,  poor  rose !  I  lay  down  this  sad  heart. 
Its  beanty  crushed  by  harder  fate  than  thine  ; 

Thy  time  was  come,  and  thou  had'st  played  thy  part ; 
Uadst  won  fair  ladies'  praise  ere  thou  didst  pine. 

E*en  thus  would  L    But  when  my  Spring  did  shine 
Rich  in  its  flushing  pride,  a  cruel  maid 

Envied  my  grace,  and  struck  me  with  her  eyne ; 

Down  at  her  bidding  sinks  this  broken  heart  of  mine ! 

Round  my  fresh  mound,  sweet  lady !  twine  one  wreath. 

Over  the  glory  thou  hast  ruined  so 
Shed  but  one  tear,  or  murmur  but  one  breath 

Binding  in  prayer !     It  will  not  bring  thee  wo. 
May  bring  thee  mercy.    Lest  from  my  dwelling  low 

Alas !  some  thorn  should  sprinc^  to  make  thee  know 
Requiting  angels  watch  the  hearths  hard  death  ; 

Y  es,  and  fc^yond  its  grave  their  influence  will  go ! 

Ave  Maria! 
Requiescat  in  Pace! 
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XOKBSa    TWO. 

2ettet  m  #Cfl|* 

VBOU    ABD'  AI.I.AB  OMAR.   TO    8XZD    AHHMAD    BX.    KAJX.   OBTZV    BBOKBrAAT    0»    TKB   OtfADAS   AT   OAIJ16. 

A  MARKED  difference  is  observable,  dear  Ahhmad,  between  the 
way  youth  ure  brought  up  in  this  country  and  in  Erypt.  I  refer 
chiefly  to  domestic  education,  or  rather  manners.  %¥ith  us,  you 
know,  the  first  precept  given  to  children  is  obedience.  We  are 
taught  to  look  upon  our  parents  not  only  with  respect  but  with  awe ; 
to  consider  their  command  as  law  and  their  aovice  as  the  oracles 
of  wisdom.  We  speak  only  when  we  are  spoken  to,  and  then  in 
few  and  respectful  terms.  As  a  mark  of  reverence,  we  receive  in-^ 
struction  in  a  kneeling  posture,  and  never  presume  to  address  a  su- 
perior unless  the  head  be  covered.  You  would  be  astonished  to 
observe  in  this  country  .h6w  differently  youth  (I  speak  now  of  the 
male  sex,)  are  allowed  to. behave  themselves.  They  treat  their 
parents  with  the  same  familiarity  they  would  straneers,  their  equals ; 
reply  to  them  in  thevBame  language ;  sit  down  in  their  presence, 
and  appear  before  thefn  without  their  turbans.  They  are  permitted 
to  range  at  large  and  eat  with  them  at  the  same  table ;  and  herd  in 
an  especial  manner  is  exhibited  the  unbounded  liberty  in  which 
children  are  indulged.  Not  unfrequently  they  are  seen  serving 
themselves  to  such  of  the  meats  as  are  near,  or  if  at  a  distance, 
reaching  unceremoniously  to  those  dishes  for  which  they  have  meet 
relish.  It  is  the  custom  for  each  person  to  have  before  him  a  flat- 
tened piece  of  baked  clay,  on  which  his  meal  is  put ;  and  such  an 
assemblage  as  may  there  be  seen  is  quite  disgusting  to  all  those 
who  conform  to  the  precepts  of  our  holy  prophet 

Fish,  flesh,  vegetables  of  two  or  three  difierent  kinds,  apples  or 
other  fhiit  made  into  a  pulpy  substance,  the  whole  floating  in  the 
juice  of  the  meat,  made  rich  by  the  addition  of  various  condiments 
to  render  the  whole  exciting  to  the  palate  \  and  as  if  this  were  not 
BufiBciently  gross,  many  persons  spread  layers  of  butter  on  pieces  of 
bread,  which  they  eat  at  the  same  time.  This  heterogenous  mass 
is  swallowed  with  little  labor  of  mastication,  varied  by  an  occasional 
pause  to  drink,  when  the  mouth  is  seldom  wiped,  and  frequently 
a  portion  of  the  meat  rests  on  the  edge  of  the  drinkiDig  cup,  for  the 
purpose  probably  of  marking  where  they  may  drink  a^m.  The 
boys  can  hardly  be  blamed  for  these  practices,  for  they  have  before 
them  the  example  of  their  fathers ;  and  indeed  some  <n  the  mothers 
are  not  more  delicate.  There  are  exceptions  to  this  ass^rtiony  bat 
they  are  not  numerous. 

VOL.  xzvni.  63 
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You  will  admit  with  me  that  our  own  method  is  much  better,  by 
being  more  cleanly.  When  we  take  our  food  with  the  fingers  they 
have  always  been  previously  washed,  and  at  our  repasts  the  hands 
are  dippea  into  water-cups  several  times ;  so  that  none  of  the  eat- 
ables remain  upon  them.  Our  holy  religion,  as  well  as  our  native 
purity,  enjoins  a  rigorous  attention  to  personal  cleanliness.  But, 
alas  !  this  benighted  people  are  for  wise  purposes  left  to  their  own 
ways,  and  we  must  bow  to  the  decrees  of  Providence. 

It  is  hot  at  meals  alone  that  the  rude  habits  of  children  are  most 
visible  :  in  the  streets  they  brush  by  without  reverence  for  age  or 
sex,  and  in  their  homes  they  are  often  supremely  annoying.  Parents 
expect  all  visitors  to  take  notice  of  their  children ;  indeed  it  is  re- 
garded as  an  affront  or  want  of  good  breeding  if  they  do  not.  This 
might  be  passed  over ;  but  if,  to  ingratiate  himself  with  the  parents, 
a  stranger  to  their  youthful  ways  should  attempt  to  be  particularly 
attentive,  he  becomes  at  once  a  victim  to  their  boisterous  mirth. 
They  almost  pull  his  clothes  from  his  back ;  overwhelm  him  with 
questions,  which  they  do  not  give  him  time  to  answer ;  interrupt 
him  in  conversation,  or  when  he  can  speak,  drown  the  sound  of  his 
voice  by  the  noise  of  their  own.  All  this  time  the  delighted  parents, 
unknowing  or  unwilling  to  know  the  pain  that  is  inflicted,  look  on 
without  chiding  this  impertinence,  while  the  poor  visitor,  instead  of 
the  agreeable  converse  which  he  came  to  enjoy,  is  made  a  victim  to 
relieve  the  mother  from  the  burden  of  maternal  care.  Children  are 
always  interesting  objects ;  no  one  can  help  being  delighted  with 
their  artless  ways ;  and  in  America,  where  they  are  very  beautiful, 
one  is  irresistibly  attracted  toward  them ;  but  a  close  contact,  by 
showing  the  unrestrained  freedom  in  which  they  are  indulged, 
weakens  the  impression  of  their  loveliness. 

With  this  negligence  of  the  cultivation  of  manners  in  early  life, 
comes  a  roughness  of  deportment,  which,  as  boys  advance  to  man- 
hood, they  seldom  leave  off.  A  few,  by  an  effort  of  good  feeling,  or 
by  better  knowledge  derived  from  travel  abroad,  where  good  man- 
ners form  a  part  of  education,  converse  and  act  as  men  of  good 
breeding  do  in  all  countries ;  while  those  who  remain  at  home  with- 
out good  models  for  imitation,  or  natural  disposition  to  be  gentle, 
preserve  a  coarseness  of  manners  which  to  strangers  is  very  repul- 
sive. 

When  a  young  man  of  the  present  day  begins  to  mingle  in  so- 
ciety, which  he  does  very  early,  the  first  object  of  his  regard  is  his 
hair,  especially  that  which  grows  on  the  face.  The  beard  is  not 
here,  as  with  us,  an  invariable  portion  of  costume,  if  I  may  so  spe^ 
fi>r  none  of  the  elder  part  of  the  community  wear  it ;  but  it  is  a 
fanc^  addition,  got  up  by  the  young.  I  must  say  it  is  very  unbe- 
coming when  seen  with  the  ill-made  tight  garments  worn  in  this 
country.  It  is  only  with  the  graceful  turban  and  the  full  flowing 
robes  of  our  Mussulmen  that  the  beard  adds  manliness  and  dignity 
to  the  figure.  The  beards  of  our  Sheyks  and  our  Imaaros  command 
respect,  while  those  of  the  elegants  of  our  city  of  Cairo  givea  charm 
to  tne  person  of  youth  which  no  one  can  behold  without  pleasure^ 
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Here,  it  is  the  mere  quantity  of  hair  that  excites  admiration ;  and 
he  who  can  exhibit  most,  rises  highest  in  the  favor  of  the  sex  which 
is  bom  without  this  appendage  to  the  face. 

How  long  this  fancy  will  last  no  one  can  tell ;  but  according  to 
the  present  fashion,  it  seems  to  be  a  passport  to  a  lady's  regard. 
It  is  believed  that  he  whose  face  is  coverea  with  the  greatest  quan- 
tity of  hair  has  his  head  the  best  stored  with  brains  ;  and  a  lady  will 
receive  with  great  complacency  the  attention  of  a  gentleman  trans- 
formed to  an  animal,  in  preference  to  the  addresses  of  a  sensible 
youth  who  can  only  present  a  smooth  chin.  A  beard  dispropor- 
tionate to  the  size  of  the  person  is  ridiculous,  even  in  Cairo : 

'  When  I  behold  thy  little  feet  '  A  man  like  thea  scarce  e*er  appeared ; 

After  thy  beard  ob^equioua  run,  I  A  beard  like  thine,  where  ahall  we  find  Ut 


I  alway  faucy  that  I  meet  I  Burelv  thou  eheriskeat  thy  beard 

Some  father  followed  by  his  son.  <  In  bopea  to  hide  tUyaen  behind  it  1' 

Ntw-York,JiAk  day  of  the  Moon  Skaubam,  I 

Year  of  tkeHegira,  IWO.  i    — 

letter  Shirty, 

Fl^OlI     THE     SAME     TO     THE     SA2£E. 

It  gratifies  me,  dear  Ahhmad,  to  bear  testimony  to  the  kindness 
of  the  people  with  whom  I  now  live.  They  not  only  treat  me  with 
civility,  but  are  friendly,  and  the  hospitality  they  show  in  their  dwel- 
lings, while  it  is  very  pleasing,  affords  me  an  exceedingly  good  op- 
portunity to  become  acquainted  with  the  character  of  individuals. 
It  is  only  by  long  residence,  mingling  freely  with  people,  and  being 
observant,  that  one  is  put  in  a  position  to  obtain  this  knowledge ;  and 
it  is  seldom  that  these  advantages  are  thrown  in  a  stranger's  way  at 
once.  Many  people  are  very  reserved,  and  treat  you  merely  with 
cold  civility,  so  that  from  them  you  learn  nothing ;  others,  who  are 
disposed  to  be  more  familiar,  are  yet  slow  in  bringing  you  into  their 
families  ;  but  here  in  this  hospitable  city  these  barriers  are  not  raised 
against  me,  and  I  have  free  admission  into  every  place  I  wish  to 
enter.  As  soon  as  I  make  my  appearance,  the  'Stranger  from 
Egypt'  is  announced,  and  I  am  admitted  at  once  into  the  immediate 
presence  of  the  owner,  even  when  he  is  surrounded  by  his  wife  and 
children.  This  facility  of  intercourse  not  only  shows  an  unreserved 
confidence  which  flatters  me,  but  serves  to  hasten  the  acquirement 
of  the  knowledge  which  is  the  principal  object  of  my  voyage  to  this 
distant  land  ;  and  I  am  already  so  far  identified  with  the  inhabitants, 
that  I  have  as  intimate  an  acquaintance  with  their  habits  and  man- 
ners as  if  1  had  been  a  resident  among  them  several  years. 

You  are  not  aware  that  females  are  not  secluded  here  as  in  the 
Hhareems  of  Egypt,  but  have  equal  personal  freedom  with  the  men, 
to  go  into  the  open  streets  at  all  times  of  the  day,  receive  and  make 
visits,  with  full  liberty  to  converse  with  any  person  whom  the  hus- 
band admits  into  his  house.  Knowing  this,  and  profiting  by  the  invi- 
tations oflen  given  me,  I  pass  many  hours  in  the  company  of  women ; 
and  I  must  confess  that  their  society  is  at  all  times  much  more  agree- 
able than  that  of  the  men.     They  are  more  affable  and  frank ;  more 
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willing  to  take  the  trouble  of  instructing  me  in  ways  of  the  New- 
York  world ;  more  indulgent  to  my  ignorance,  and  more  ready  to 
point  out  the  objects  that  are  most  worthy  of  my  attention  as  a 
stranger. 

From  what  I  can  perceive,  dazzling  beauty  is  not  common.  A 
woman  of  commanding  figure,  accompanied  by  great  personal 
charms,  is  rarely  to  be  seen  ;  but  pretty  women  are  very  numerous. 
The  females  are  generally  low  of  stature,  which,  though  a  physical 
property  favorable  to  comeliness,  does  not  produce  the  effect  to  en- 
force respect,  while  it  subdues  the  heart.  Their  moral  education  is 
strict,  which  makes  their  minds  pure  ;  yet  a  too  rigid  interpretation 
of  the  moral  code  gives  to  their  manners  a  tinge  of  stiffness  which 
at  first  is  a  little  repulsive.  Their  natural  temperament  is  cold ;  but 
this  produces  a  habit  of  reflection  from  which  springs  much  good 
sense.  When  they  show  ardor,  it  is  in  a  measured  tone,  showing  it 
to  be  more  of  manner  than  of  deep  feeling.  They  are  sprightly  in 
conversation,  without  however  the  warmth  of  the  French  or  the  self- 
possession  of  the  English.  They  are  quick  enough  in  their  percep- 
tion, but  deficient  in  the  experience  of  managin?  their  own  feelings, 
and  want  tact  in  discovering  and  obtaining  an  mfluence  over  those 
of  others.  They  are  possessed  of  excellent  natural  capacity,  but 
unfortunately  this  is  not  well  developed ;  their  education  well  beeun, 
is  lefl  half  finished ;  while  they  are  brought  so  early  from  school 
and  marry  so  young  that  they  have  not  sufficient  time  to  improve 
all  the  inherent  qualities  they  actually  possess.  When  once  married, 
the  cares  of  maternity  soon  absorb  all  their  attention,  and  study, 
when  no  longer  habitual,  ceases  to  be  a  pleasure.  If  they  are  pas- 
sionately fond  of  dress,  it  is  a  fault  for  which  the  men  are  chiefly  to 
blame.  Women,  like  all  the  rest  of  mankind,  are  fond  of  power, 
and  if  men  refuse  it  to  them  in  one  way  they  will  try  to  obtain  it  in 
another.  If  to  beauty  be  added  array  of  dress,  man  with  all  his 
pride  and  pretended  love  of  simplicity  is  oflen  subdued.  A  *  float- 
mg  robe'  has  softened  many  an  obdurate  heart,  and  has  on  many 
occasions  proved  an  '  appeaser  of  husbands.'  While  they  are  left 
to  consult  their  own  fancy  in  the  choice  of  their  apparel,  the  hus- 
bands leave  to  them  the  selection  of  furniture  for  their  houses  ;  and 
in  this  last  is  displayed  more  of  wealth  than  of  pure  taste.  Their 
persons  and  dwellings  are  apt  to  be  overloaded  with  ornaments,  and 
these  not  always  of  a  kind  befitting  their  station  or  fortune.  AD 
this  has  an  unfavorable  effect  upon  the  character.  It  leads  the  mind 
to  dwell  on  frivolous  objects,  by  which  the  conversation  is  rendered 
light  and  unsubstantial.  It  precludes  it  from  vi?or,  and  makes  the 
virtues  all  negative.  Hundreds  may  be  found  who  by  patient  endu- 
rance show  a  passive  heroism  that  few  men  can  imitate  ;  but  none 
are  seen  of  those  exalted  beings  that  lead  and  control  by  intellect 
alone. 

If  however  few  possess  those  commanding  talents  which  enforce 
the  respect  due  to  intellect,  or  those  high  personal  endowments 
which  exact  homage,  many,  very  many  exhibit  those  milder  attri- 
butes which  excite  admiration  and  win  affection.     As  matrons  theif 
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domestic  virtues  are  all  their  own  ;  and  in  no  country  are  they  sur- 
passed in  the  gentle  offices  of  regard,  or  in  the  warmUi  of  sympathy 
for  others*  pams ;  while  they  are  steadfast  in  their  friendship  and 
active  in  their  benevolence.  The  sphere  of  the  American  women 
is  especially  domestic ;  and  to  confine  them  more  closely  within  these 
bounds,  they  are  denied  many  privileges  held  by  females  in  other 
countries.  They  cannot  hold  property  in  their  own  name  while  in 
the  marriage  state  ;  if  they  possess  any  before  marriage,  it  falls  to 
the  husband  of  right,  unless  some  previous  leeal  provision  be  made 
to  secure  it  to  her ;  and  the  custom  of  society  does  not  permit  a  wife 
to  engage  in  any  pursuit  independent  of  her  husband,  or  to  become 
associated  with  him  as  a  partner  in  his  calling  or  profession.  Thus 
they  have  no  scope  for  practical  energy,  and  their  capacity  is  not 
allowed  to  develope  itself  in  the  active  and  rougher  pursuits  of  life 
wherein  their  power  of  usefulness  might  be  brought  into  practice. 
The  most  they  can  do  is  to  exert  their  abilities  as  writers  ;  and  even 
this  can  rarely  be  done  by  those  who  have  families  dependant  upon 
their  maternal  care.  These  customs  and  laws  are  of  very  ancient 
date,  and  were  most  probably  made  not  only  to  secure  the  supremacy 
of  the  men,  but  to  prevent  females  from  neglecting  duties  which 
nature  prescribes,  and  which  are  essential  to  the  formation  and  well 
being  of  all  human  society. 

Beside  these  legal  and  social  restraints,  the  women  of  America 
are  much  curbed  by  many  minor  checks,  which,  taking  their  origin 
in  mere  custom,  or  in  some  over-scrupulous  notions  of  propriety,  are 
not  less  burdensome  for  being,  many  of  them,  puerile.  These  have 
obtained  the  sanction  of  public  opinion,  a  despotic  power  created  in 
this  country,  to  which  the  people  oow  with  abject  submission,  while 
they  are  loud  in  their  boast  of  uncontrolled  freedom  of  thought  and 
action.  As  if  to  lighten  their  burthens,  and  render  women  forget- 
ful of  their  subjection,  they  are  treated  with  a  degree  of  respectful 
attention  not  observable  in  other  countries ;  as  beings  set  apart  for 
reverence,  and  regarded  as  goddesses  while  they  are  denied  the  at- 
tributes of  divinity.  These  various  restrictions  set  round  the  facul- 
ties, mental  and  physical,  of  women,  have  an  effect  to  deprive  the 
character  of  strength.  Never  being  permitted  to  start  forth  from  a 
secluded  sphere,  they  are  not  conscious  of  their  latent  powers ;  and 
when  assailed  by  misfortune,  they  exhibit  only  calm  resignation  in- 
stead of  the  vigorous  effort  which  might  throw  the  burden  from  their 
minds  or  create  resources  which  would  deprive  calamity  of  its  terrors 
by  a  bold  resistance. 

Notwithstanding  these  numerous  impediments  thrown  in  their  way, 
women  are  able  by  their  intrinsic  qualities  to  acquire  a  marked  in- 
fluence over  men.  The  foundation  of  this  influence,  is  in  this  coun- 
try above  all  others,  laid  in  the  position  they  hold  as  mothers,  on 
whom  devolves  the  duty  of  giving  the  first  impressions  to  children. 
It  is  they  who  guide  the  early  affections,  control  youthful  propensi- 
ties, and  give  to  the  character  all  those  softer  impulses  that  render 
the  future  man  tractable  and  prepare  him  for  the  enjoyments  of 
social  life.    They  may  make  mistakes  in  the  estimate  of  their  chil- 
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dren's  capecities,  but  rarely  do  they  fail  to  detect  the  bidden  motionB 
that  lurk  about  the  heart,  and  never  do  they  fail  to  instil  into  their 
mmda  Bound  moral  principles  and  religious  truths.  The  bold  thus 
acquired  over  the  children,  by  an  easy  transition,  extends  itself  in 
silence  over  the  mind  and  conduct  of  the  husbands.  No  being  can 
be  so  hardened  as  to  withstand  the  calm  persuasion,  the  disinterested 
council,  that  comes  from  the  mother  of  his  children ;  the  woman 
whom  of  all  others  he  most  loves.  And  the  clinging  affection  which 
binds  together  husband  and  wife  under  the  most  endearing  forms, 
deprives  man  of  all  his  sternness,  and  gives  to  the  weak  an  irresisd- 
blepower  over  the  strong. 

Ttie  quiet  influence  exercised  by  women  in  enlightened  countries, 
of  which  this  is  one,  is  miehty,  and  not  the  less  powerful  for  being 
visible  only  by  its  effect.  By  the  laws  of  nature  and  moral  culture 
they  are  removed  from  many  of  the  temptations  which  beset  men. 
They  are  not  sordid,  nor  rapacious ;  and  being  separated  from  the 
immediate  action  of  the  selfish  passions,  which  are  too  apparent  here 
as  el^where,  they  are  well  qualified  to  eive  wholesome  council  on 
subjects  within  their  comprehension.  However  much  the  state  of 
society  may  give  power  to  the  men,  and  retain  women  within  limits 
in  some  respects  too  strict,  the  marriage  state  seems  to  be  one  of 
contentment,  to  which  I  have  reason  to  believe  female  virtue  greatly 
contributes. 

Fmp-TvrK  tm^fth  im^^ilu  M0O*  Skmab^ii,  } 

nmr  ^  Uu  H0gira,l»O.  i    — 

Setter  debtnt^. 

PBOM  THE  SAME  TO  THE  8AMB. 

In  the  course  of  my  historical  studies  it  came  naturally  in  my 
way  to  read  of  the  customs  of  different  people  of  ancient  times ; 
and  however  singular  many  of  these  customs  were,  their  origin  could 
be  traced,  and  &e  reason  for  establishing  them  could  generally  be 
explained.  They  have  however  in  this  country  a  custom,  the  origin 
of  which  is  lost  in  the  mist  of  antiquity,  notwithstanding  the  people 
as  a  nation  are  of  very  recent  date.  The  custom  is  this  :  At  the 
end  of  every  fourth  year,  by  a  process  that  I  cannot  explain,  the  na- 
tion is  utterly  ruined.  You  may  think  this  is  accidental,  or  brought 
about  by  some  of  the  ordinary  vicissitudes  that  attend  human  affiurs ; 
not  so ;  for  the  catastrophe  is  expected,  and  the  coming  event  is  al- 
ways recorded  in  their  calendar  with  the  same  accuracy  of  calcu- 
lation as  if  it  related  to  the  changes  of  the  moon  or  the  return  of  an 
fBclipse. 

What  is  truly  remarkable,  this  melancholy  occurrence  appears 
never  to  produce  the  least  change  in  the  manners  or  habits  of  the  suffer- 
ers ;  indeed  it  does  not  depress  their  spirits.  They  eat,  drink  and  sleep 
quite  as  well  as  when  in  a  prosperous  state,  and  laugh,  dance,  go  to 
the  places  of  public  amusement,  and  keep  up  the  usual  gayeties  with 
quite  as  much  joy  as  if  the  country  had  overcome  an  enemy,  gained 
an  accession  of  territory,  or  the  Pasha's  family  was  increasedby  the 
birth  of  a  son.     In  imitation  of  this  periodical  misery,  cities,  towns 
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and  even  villages,  have  private  destruction  on  a  smaller  scale,  which 
comes  upon  them  at  shorter  intervals. 

You  must  know  that  this  government  is  elective,  and  that  every 
four  years  the  head  man  is  turned  out  of  office  and  another  person 
is  put  into  his  place.  Wherefore,  when  Saltan  Selim  is  tamed  out, 
the  country  is  ruined ;  in  like  manner  when  Sultan  Osman  is  put  in, 
the  country  is  ruined  again.  So  it  is  with  the  officers  of  cities  and 
towns ;  when  the  Sheykh  who  is  in  power  is  told  he  must  go  home, 
attend  to  his  personal  affairs,  get  wealth  and  relief  from  cares,  the 
city  or  town  over  which  he  presided  is  ruined  in  like  manner  as  is 
the  country  at  large,  and  the  inhabitants  express  their  wretchedness 
in  the  same  way.  How  universal  ruin  should  follow  all  this,  none 
but  the  people  themselves  can  give  a  reason,  and  even  from  them  I 
never  could  obtain  one  that  was  at  all  satisfactory.  Would  you  be- 
lieve also,  they  go  about  telling  each  other  that  the  eyes  of  the  whole 
world  are  upon  them  while  these  things  are  in  progress  1  "^hey  have 
an  idea  that  our  Pasha  Mohhammed  Ali  (may  he  always  prosper !) 
is  on  the  watch  to  see  their  actions,  and  is  pleased  or  an?ry  whenever 
they  do  well  or  ill.  It  is  in  vain  that  I  endeavor  to  undeceive  them. 
I  daily  tell  them  that  our  merciful  ruler,  if  he  ever  heard  of  them  at 
all,  looks  upon  them  with  as  little  concern  as  he  would  at  seeing  a 
Fellah  impaled  for  secreting  his  only  son  from  the  conscription. 

Singular  as  this  people  are  in  many  of  their  ways  of  acting,  I 
am  at  a  loss  to  imagine  how  they  get  possessed  with  this  periodical 
fit ;  for  wherever  I  go  the  signs  of  prosperity  are  visible.  New 
houses  are  constantly  in  progress,  which  when  completed  are  soon 
filled  with  expensive  furniture,  and  inhabited  by  persons  who  are 
far  above  want.  Ships  too  are  constructed  while  this  misery 
abounds,  to  carry  away  the  raw  materials  of  the  country  and  bring 
back  luxuries  from  other  climes ;  while  on  the  quays  and  in  the 
streets  the  same  activity  is  apparent,  and  every  person  follows  his 
accustomed  occupation,  as  if  the  world  was  to  last  forever.  We 
have  abundant  misery  in  Egypt,  but  it  arises  from  known  caused  j 
is  not  derived  from  custom,  but  rather  from  some  well-understood 
calamity.  For  instance,  a  sudden  call  of  men  to  fill  up  the  ranks 
of  the  army  or  to  man  the  fleet;  a  failure  in  the  inundation  of  the 
Nile  ;  or  when  a  person  has  lost  his  Hhegab,  (charm  against  the 
*  evil-eye  ;*)  these  are  real  miseries  which  come  home  to  all  classes.* 
Men  are  forced  from  their  abodes  into  a  service  they  dislike ;  agri- 
culture suffers,  and  people  are  pinched  for  food ;  while  the  last- 
mentioned  persons  are  exposed,  without  shield,  to  all  the  horrid 
treatment  Satan  knows  so  well  how  to  inflict. 

Here  however  no  such  evils  are  to  be  dreaded,  or  need  to  blB 
guarded  against.  The  country  possesses  very  few  armed  ships, 
and  the  number  of  men  required  to  man  them  is  very  small;  hardly 
troops  enough  to  be  called  an  army,  which  is  recruited  without  bur- 
den to  the  laboring  classes ;  and  the  agriculture  of  the  country  is 
not  dependent  upon  inundations,  though  rivers  abound ;  for  seldom 
a  month  passes  without  copious  showers  which  refresh  the  soil.  As 
to  the  cvil-eye,  they  learn  to  beat  this  of  necessity;  for  bow  ceb  a 
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people  who  know  not  the  Kooran  hold  any  chaiin  that  can  ward  off 
Its  malice  1 

You  know  I  am  much  giren  to  meditation  ;  of  course  this  sub- 
ject has  occupied  my  mind ;  at  times  I  have  thought  upon  it  in- 
tensely ;  still  1  am  not  able  to  arrive  at  the  source  of  this  mysterious 
influence.  I  often  hear  a  people  spoken  of,  who  lived  at  a  very  re- 
mote period  of  the  history  of  this  country,  who  are  called  by  die 
name  of  '  venerable  and  pious  ancestors,'  and  who,  it  is  said,  pos- 
sessed many  odd  notions.  It  is  probable  therefore  this  custom 
was  prevalent  among  them,  for  some  good  cause  which  does  not  now 
exist ;  this  people  continue  it  for  the  purpose  of  keeping  these  pa- 
triarchs in  remembrance ;  add  to  which,  climate,  education  and  habit, 
no  doubt  tend  to  confirm  the  observance. 

Peace  be  upon  you,  my  friend !  you  who  neither  sleep  on  the  bed 
of  indolence  nor  on  the  pillow  of  stubbornness  !  May  the  fevor  of 
the  prophet  be  shed  upon  you,  and  your  labors  be  lightened  [ 

Ntw-Tfk,  mmtUtnik  dsM  of  Uu  Moam  ShatAan,  I 
Tmr0ftk€Hegira,ian.  i 

letter   Sfglt). 

FROM  THE  SAME  TO  TEE  SAME. 

Aft  I  was  leaving  my  apartment  a  few  days  ago,  the  following 
letter  was  put  into  my  hands  : 

'  Stranokr  :  I  am  told  you  have  come  from  the.  country  where 
Pharaoh  once  lived  and  where  Moses  was  raised,  to  see  what  you 
can  pick  up  at  the  West ;  but  I  make  bold  to  tell  you  that  so  long 
as  you  remain  cooped  up  in  these  diggings  you  will  have  no  notion 
at  all  of  the  real  West.  1  now  write  to  offer  you  a  chance  to  see 
the  world.  I  live  on  the  Platte  River,  about  two  hundred  miles 
west  of  St  Louis,  and  a  few  of  us  want  to  make  up  a  party  to  go 
Wat;  so  if  you  would  like  to  make  one  of  us,  just  say  the  wonl. 
It 's  the  greatest  place  in  all  creation,  and  you  'U  think  so  too  when 
^ou  get  there,  it 's  only  about  two  thousand  miles  from  where  I 
live,  and  it  won't  take  you  more  than  six  months  to  go ;  and  when 
you  get  there,  you  may  do  what  you  like.  We  '11  make  you  a  justice 
of  peace  at  the  start ;  you  can  study  law  enoush  as  you  go  along ; 
and  as  soon  as  we  get  settled,  you  shall  be  made  head  judge.  You 
need  not  take  much  baggage.  As  you  never  shave,  you  won't  want 
razors ;  the  fact  is,  you  won't  want  hardly  any  thing  except  a  good 
rifle  to  kill  game  as  we  traveL 

*  We  should  be  glad  to  have  you  go ;  so  say  the  word,  quick. 

'  Yours,  Dan.  Tuckkb.' 

This  epistle  caused  me  much  surprise,  the  more  so  as  I  never  be- 
fore heard  of  the  writer ;  and  the  *  West'  he  speaks  of  is  a  region 
utterly  unknown  to  me.  I  have  certainly  come  already  an  immense 
distance  toward  the  west ;  indeed,  I  supposed  I  had  reached  the 
extreme  pointy  and  could  go  no  fistrther.    But  here  is  a  man  wbo 


h 


1846.]  The  Egyptian  LeUers,  495 

lives  fifteen  hundred  miles  west  of  this  city,  who  yet  talks  of  going 
two  thousand  miles  farther  on  a  party  of  pleasure  !  I  was  so^uch 
astonished  at  this  proposal,  that  before  answering  the  letter  I  deter- 
mined to  ask  my  friends  where  this  never-ending  West  was  situated, 
and  whether  it  would  be  advisable  to  go  so  far  from  home  among 
strangers.  The  honors  proposed  to  be  conferred  upon  me  were 
sufficient  to  tempt  many  persons,  yet  they  had  no  charms  for  a  quiet 
man  like  myself;  wherefore,  after  reflection,  I  respectfully  declined 
Mr.  Tucker  s  offer. 

I  have  reflected  much  on  this  subject,  and  am  at  a  loss  to  imagine 
what  induces  people,  comfortably  provided  for,  all  at  once  to  break 
up  fixed  habits,  pleasant  associations,  and  the  like,  to  travel  thou- 
sands of  miles  into  an  undefined  region  they  know  nothing  about. 
As  far  as  I  can  perceive,  it  arises  from  a  restless  spirit  that  is  not 
easy  to  check ;  it  seems  to  be  a  longing  desire  to  remove  some- 
where ;  and  no  other  place  than  the  West  presents  itself  to  their 
minds.  And  after  deep  consideration,  I  am  persuaded  that  wdth 
this  people  it  is  an  impulsion  to  which  they  are  forced  to  submit. 
In  yielding,  however,  they  have  ever  ready  some  plausible  excuse, 
which,  if  it  does  not  satisfy  people's  minds,  silences  inquiries.  The 
land  is  better  than  where  they  are,  say  they  ;  yet  this  is  not  the  case 
with  all,  for  many  go  whose  land  on  which  they  reside  is  good 
enough.  Rather  go  to  places  where  they  Twpe  to  do  better,  than 
try  to  improve  their  condition,  resting  where  they  are — thinking 
removal  brings  less  of  labor.  They  do  not  bring  sickness  and  pri- 
vations into  the  account. 

The  inhabitants  of  the  northeni  parts  of  Europe  migrated  because 
their  climate  was  unfavorable  and  Nature  was  slow  in  producing. 
The  climate  of  Southern  Europe  was  genial ;  the  soil  more  fertile, 
the  warm  season  longer.  When  the  northerners  got  sight  of  the 
land  they  would  not  go  back ;  they  were  not  a  little  stimulated  too 
by  the  thirst  of  plunder.  The  American  wanderers  have  none  of 
these  inducements.  The  people  of  Asia  came  westward  because 
their  country  was  over-populated ;  they  were  pinched  for  room  and 
pressed  hard  upon  subsistence.  According  to  old  records,  they 
left  their  homes  and  came  to  Egypt ;  which  country  becoming  in 
its  turn  over-peopled,  as  we  may  readily  suppose,  a  large  number 
emigrated  to  Canaan  and  Phcenicia,  while  at  the  same  time  other 
colonies  went  into  Greece.  The  same  cause  operating  on  these  last 
countnes,  drove  the  inhabitants  forth  into  the  southern  parts  of 
Europe.  Here  seems  to  be  abundant  cause;  to  which  may  be 
added  what  is  possible,  a  few  might  be  prompted  by  a  voluntary 
desire  to  better  their  condition.  The  people  of  America  are  not 
moved  by  the  first  cause,  because  they  have  room  enough ;  even 
more  than  is  quite  good  for  them  ;  they  seem  therefore  to  be  ac- 
tuated by  mere  love  of  change.  They  place  their  happiness  in  be- 
ing in  some  one  spot  where  they  do  not  happen  to  be.  The  fixed 
home  is  dull ;  they  pant  for  excitement,  sigh  for  the  unseen  and  un- 
known, and  want  to  be  founders  of  cities  which  they  soon  get  tilled 
of,  leaving  the  enjoyment  of  them  to  those  who  follow  in  their  track. 
VOL.  XXVIII.  64 
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Tbat  the  people  of  Asia  became  numerous  and  pressed  hard  on 
the  means  of  subsistence,  is  sufficiently  clear,  from  the  fact  of  their 
frequent  expeditions  into  Egypt  in  search  of  com.  This  produced 
then  the  same  effect  it  did  in  later  times,  and  many  bad  to  seek  a 
livelihood  elsewhere.     Here  was  a  necessity  for  emigrating. 

The  south  of  Europe  became  populous,  and  frequent  wars  raised 
up  a  body  of  men  who  were  no  longer  fit  to  cultiyate  the  soU ;  they 
became  restless  and  adventurous,  and  rather  an  incumbrance  to 
society,  which  was  willing  tp  reject  them.  This,  with  disorderly 
habits,  such  as  soldiers  acquire,  made  them  resist  the  restraints  sodal 
Hfe  imposes,  and  led  them  to  seek  a  place  where  they  could  enjoy  a 
wider  range,  and  where  they  could  live  uncontrolled ;  they  could 
mot  remain  at  home,  so  they  came  to  America ;  more  especially  to 
the  southern  portion  of  the  continent.  Here  was  a  tolerably  fiur 
cause  for  emigrating. 

The  Americans  of  the  present  day  have  none  of  these  reasons 
ibr  their  movements.  These  hordes  came  from  the  East  to  the 
West  from  a  sort  of  necessity,  more  or  less  strong,  while  the  Ame- 
ricans go  apparently  for  the  pleasure  of  going.  They  never  think 
of  trying  any  other  place  than  the  Westf  the  West,  The  propensity 
to  roam  may,  nay,  I  might  say  will,  never  subside.  The  Anglo- 
Saxon  race  is  destined  to  overrun  the  western  hemisphere,  and 
Mexico  and  all  the  southern  regions,  almost  boundless,  must  yield 
to  what  appears  to  be  destinv.  There  must  be  somb  hidden  cause 
that  drives  mankind  onward  m  this  direction,  or  it  would  not  be  go- 
ing on  as  it  has  done  for  five  thousand  years.  Do  the  inhabitants 
of  the  world  go  with  the  sun,  and  because  the  sun  comes  this  way  1 
Are  they  drawn  to  the  point  by  electricity,  animal  magnetism,  or 
chemical  affinity  ? 

Another  view  of  the  subject  may  be  taken.  When  mankind  con- 
gregate and  form  societies,  they  necessarily,  for  the  purpose  of  pro- 
motmg  harmony  with  each  other,  impose  certain  restraints  upon 
their  own  actions,  and  mutually  agree  to  make  sacrifices  of  personal 
liberty  so  far  as  is  requisite  to  maintain  order  and  prevent  the 
Strong  from  oppressing  the  weak.  In  short,  they  of  themselves 
make  laws  to  bind  themselves.  Now  your  seekers  after  the  Eldo- 
rado of  the  far  West  do  not  incline  to  this,  for  they  hate  restraint  of 
aU  and  every  kind ;  and  no  sooner  do  they  perceive  settlements 
thicken,  and  that  laws  of  control  beg^n  to  be  talked  of,  than  they 
fly  to  some  other  place  where  no  such  things  are  needed.  They 
wish  to  range  over  boundless  space,  to  know  no  law  but  their  own 
will*  to  live  after  their  own  fashion,  where  no  one  shall  be  near  to 
Boake  them  afraid.  This  is  one  of  the  inducements,  and  an  all 
powerful  one,  to  go  to  the  West. 

This  is  the  only  nation  that  does  or  ever  did  exist,  with  a  people 
who  move  in  large  masses,,  chiefly  for  mere  love  of  change.  Most 
people  prefer  staying  at  home ;  leave  it  with  reluctance,  and  not 
tin  they  are  oppressed  by  bad  laws,  burdened  by  heavy  taxes,  or 
straightened  for  the  means  of  support.  Settled  habits,  uncertain 
fortunes  and  change  of  elimate,  are  with  the  generality  of  w^M^wkind 
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obstacles  to  a  desire  to  remove ;  bat  there  are  no  hnpedinMiits  to 
diese  restless  far- west-seeking  folks,  who  go  onward  fearing  nothing 
and  hoping  every  thing. 

1£  there  has  been  a  tide  of  population  always  setting  to  thd  West 
firom  all  countries  in  the  East,  then  Japan»  China  and  Thibet  must 
have  come  from  America,  and  they  have  transmitted  their  know- 
ledge, civilization  and  arts  through  Ohaldee  to  Persia ;  thence  to 
Egypt,  and  thenqe  to  Europe,  till  it  has  reached  its  original  source. 
If  this  circular  movement  be  the  natural  coarse  of  things,  is  it  then 
wonderful  that  mankind  should  crowd  obward  to  the  West,  when 
it  seems  to  be  their  destiny  1  It  appears  to  be  so  uniform  that  it  can 
hardly  be  blind  chance  or  wayward  propensity,  but  must,  one  would 
think,  be  designed  in  order  that  the  world  as  it  turns  round  shall 
receive  on  each  part  its  due  proportion  of  the  rays  of  knowledge, 
the  light  of  science,  the  benefit  of  husbandry  and  advantages  of 
civilization,  or  other  things,  we  know  not  what. 

The  Millenarians  say  the  world  is  to  be  full  to  overflowing  of 
people.  It  may  be  so,  but  I  rather  think  in  a  difierent  sense.  The 
world  shall  be  fully  peopled,  but  not  all  parts  of  it  at  the  same  time. 
If  what  they  say  should  come  to  pass,  how  will  restless  spirits  find 
a  vacant  place  in  the  West,  when  the  West  as  at  other  points  of  the 
compass  will  be  full  1  A  spare  spot  must  be  left  where  rovers  may 
bestow  themselves.  Fill  up  all  parts,  and  the  inhabitants  of  the 
world  would  crowd  together  and  become  stagnant ;  or  what  is  more 
probable,  would  quarrel  for  elbow-room.  The  lion  and  the  lamb 
could  not  lie  down  together,  for  there  would  not  be  space  enough 
for  both,  and  the  strong  would  be  apt  to  kick-  the  Weak  out  of  bed. 
Let  there  be  then  a  safety-valve  ;  an  open  space  where  people  may 
breathe  freely  without  risk  of  suffocation. 

We  cannot  say  that  civilization  is  a  direct  cause  of  emigration, 
yet  there  is  a  connection  between  the  two  which  shows  that  they 
both  work  to  produce  the  same  ends.  Civilization  is  not  man's  pre- 
cursor in  his  progress  onward,  but  rather  a  companion  who  over- 
takes him  on  the  way  and  who  renders  the  travelling  agreeable. 
In  the  present  case,  civilization  is  not  an  active  principle  to  stimu- 
late man  to  exertion,  but  rather  a  passive  agenti  which  is  ready  at 
his  call  to  show  how  his  labors  may  be  lightened.  As  man  advances, 
civilization  is  not  far  in  the  rear ;  for  however  he  may  be  uncivilized, 
he  yet  carries  with  him  the  seeds  of  moral  and  physical  improve- 
ment ;  and  those  who  go  to  the  West  are  instruments  to  produce 
an  ultimate  good  they  do  not  dream  of  at  the  outset.  It  cannot 
therefore  be  denied  that  emigration  extends  the  boundaries  of  civi- 
lization, even  although  after  reaching  a  certain  point  it  has  its  de- 
cline, as  history  teaches ;  and  it  is  well  that  a  race  of  men  exists 
who  preserve  and  keep  alive  this  blessing,  that  it  may  be  transmit- 
ted to  future  generations,  who  like  their  predecessors  shall  emigrate 
to  the  West,  and  diffuse  it  over  every  part  of  the  globe.  On  the 
whole,  although  the  people  have  no  valid  reason  for  leaving  their 
homes,  if  they  are  impelled  by  their  destiny,  JtuAfotUhJ  (in  itie  name 
of  God,). let  them  go. 
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I  present  this  matter  to  you  in  all  its  bearings,  without  feeling 
sure  you  will  take  much  interest  in  it,  or  that  my  stray  thoughts  are 
expressed  in  a  way  to  give  you  pleasure.  The  subject  must  to  you 
be  novel,  and  we  all  like  to  learn  something  out  of  the  beaten 
track,  beside  being  amused  with  every  new  feature  of  character. 
For  myself,  I  am  not  linked  to  the  destiny  of  the  Americans,  and 
am  determined  not  to  follow  in  their  path  to  the  other  end  of  the 
world.  I  persist  in  this  seemingly  refractory  spirit,  although  by  so 
doing  I  forego  the  honor  of  bemg  appointed  to  a  high  office,  be- 
lieving it  will  be  time  enough  to  admmister  justice  when  I  learn 
that  justice  is  established  in  the  land. 

NnD-Tork^  ttomt^f-Hxtk  day  of  tJu  M9<m  I 
Skaabwn,  Year  of  HU  Htgira,  I960.       5 
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Thi  moon  behind  the  hills  had  sank, 
When  through  the  tall  gran  waving  rank, 

A  long  procession  led ; 
There,  side  by  side,  the  aged  sire 
The  stripling  in  his  youtUtd  fixe. 
Each  burning  with  a  fierce  desire. 

The  dreary  pathway  tread. 

And  peaceful  gleamed  the  stars  of  night, 
As  silent  they  ascend  yon  height. 

Unseen  by  foeman's  eye ; 
No  sounds  upon  the  breezes  float. 
Save  now  and  then  a  martial  note  , 
Came  mellow  from  the  trumpet's  throat, 

Like  spirit  passing  by. 

But  mom  their  giant  toil  reveals ; 
A  gun  along  the  water  peals, 

To  break  the  soldiers*  sleep ; 
Lo !  Freedom's  hills  have  found  a  tongue, 
And  the  defiance  back  is  flung. 
And  Freedom's  rally-shout  hath  rung 

In  echoes  long  and  deep. 

'T  is  noon  !  the  sun  in  torrid  heat 
On  movingr  columns  fiercely  beat. 

Or  sparkled  on  the  wave  ; 
Where  England's  thousands,  ferried  o'er, 
The  rolling  tide  should  cross  no  more. 
But  on  the  field  their  life-blood  pour, 

As  tribute  to  the  brave. 

Hark  to  the  shout !  the  trumpet-blast 
(  For  England ."  is  the  war-cry  passed, 
*  New  fame  to-day  she  reaps  r 
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Lo !  volleyed  round  on  round  has  pealed, 
But  from  the  hill  no  sign  revealed 
That  iu  its  crater-top  concealed 
Volcanic  fury  sleeps. 

But  look !  behold  yon  bursting  flame ! 
They  shrink  before  that  deaSy  aim  — 

Their  columns  are  overthrown ; 
Fancy  is  truth,  if  it  but  deemed 
That  where  that  fire  so  brightly  streamed 
Death's  scythe  in  the  bright  sunshine  gleamed, 

And  tlu'ough  their  rauLs  had  mown. 

The  eye  that  with  defiance  blazed 
In  cold  unconsciousness  is  glazed  — 

Its  lightning  glance  is  gone ; 
As  if  the  soul  for  freedom  yearned. 
And  through  the  eye  its  passage  burned. 
And  left  upon  the  clay  it  spumed 

The  lip-curled  mark  of  scorn. 

The  voice  that  rang  in  trumpet-tone 
Hath  melted  to  a  dying  moan. 

As  if  it  prayed  to  Death  ; 
While  on  the  brow  in  clammy  sweat 
His  dark  baptismal  seal  is  set ; 
Mortality  hath  paid  its  debt, 

And  yields  its  strugghng  breath. 

Now  darker,  fiercer  grows  the  fight, 
A.nd  bursting  on  the  'wildered  sight 

See  clouds  on  clouds  ascend  ; 
The  burning  town,  the  rising  flames, 
Britannia's  hard-earned  glory  shames ; 
Oppression's  funeral-pile  proclaims 

Her  boasted  triumphs  end  ! 

Oh  !  Freedom's  altar  is  a  land 
Not  by  the  low  horizon  spanned. 

But  stretchmg  far  and  wide ; 
Yon  rising  flames  that  scorch  the  skies 
Consume  the  votive  sacrifice  ; 
Yon  rolling  clouds  like  incense  rise 

To  God,  the  freeman's  guide  ! 

Now  England  triumphs  o'er  her  foes, 
But  heaps  on  heaps  of  dead  repose 

On  war's  red  mantle  spread  ; 
God  hath  rebuked  the  insatiate. 
And  granted  on  this  day  of  fate 
Their  triumph  to  commemorate, 

A  monument  of  Dead ! 

'T  is  night ;  the  holy  stars  look  down 
On  battle-field  and  ruined  town. 

Desolate,  sad  and  drear  ; 
But  where  the  cotter's  windows  glare 
The  wail  of  comfortless  despair. 
Or  the  half-uttered  voice  of  prayer, 

Proclaim  the  Dead  are  here ! 
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All  Lyons  was  astif .  The  public  halls  and  the  places  of  amuse- 
ment were  thrown  open,  and  the  happy  multitudes  turned  their  steps 
alternately  to  the  scenes  of  rejoicing  for  the  success  of  the  people 
in  the  past,  or  to  the  tribunes  where  revolutionary  orators  communi- 
cated tneir  own  wild  ardor  to  their  hearers,  in  the  contemplation  of 
the  future.  And  how  could  Lyons  avoid  sharing  in  the  general  in- 
toxication of  France,  induced  by  one  word,  so  universally  misunder- 
stood —  A  Republic  ! 

It  was  September,  1791,  and  the  choice  of  primary  electors  had 
just  been  followed  by  the  election  of  national  representatives  to  suc- 
ceed the  constituent  assembly.  There  were  not  a  few  however  who 
could  not  sympathize  in  the  general  joy,  for  their  sagacity  caught  a 

glimpse  of  an  unhappy  future.  But  among  the  successful  candi- 
ates  for  the  assembly,  was  Pierre  Augustb  de  Chabotte,  who  was 
descended  from  a  noble  family,  and  was  the  presumptive  heir  to  their 
possessions.     Legitimately  therefore  he  seemed  to  belong  to  the 

5 arty  of  the  royalists.  But  he  had  enjoyed  a  liberal  education,  and 
le  lives  of  the  classic  heroes  had  inordmately  excited  his  imagina- 
tion, while  the  vicious  philosophy  of  the  day  had  biassed  his  judgment 
Early  sent  to  Paris,  he  had  listened  with  enthusiasm  to  the  harangues 
of  Mirabeau,  and  the  conversation  of  La  Fayette  had  confirmed 
his  adhesion  to  the  popular  party.  The  city  of  Lyons,  never  Jaco- 
binical, although  republican,  had  welcomed  his  accession  to  them, 
and  he  on  his  part  rejoiced  in  a  victory  which  seemed  to  him  the 
presage  of  a  renewal  of  the  interrupted  national  prosperity. 

But  while  these  feelings  were  active  in  his  mind,  others  of  a  less 
agreeable  character  forced  themselves  upon  him ;  and  as  he  rode 
slowly  away,  amid  the  cheere  of  the  populace,  toward  his  chateau,  a 
league  from  the  city,  the  apprehension  of  a  father's  anger  made  him 
almost  regret  a  course  which  nothing  but  the  conviction  of  a  high- 
toned  mind  could  have  induced  him  to  adopt.  It  was  not  therefore 
without  painful  forebodings  that  he  entered  one  of  the  old  mansions 
which  adorned  the  environs  of  the  city.  Built  a  century  before,  the 
loyalty  of  the  owner  had  made  the  internal  arrangements  accord 
With  the  style  of  the  architecture,  and  both  carried  the  mind  back 
from  the  scenes  of  revolutionary  excess  to  the  serene  splendor  of  the 
monarchy,  in  the  days  of  Louis  le  Grand.  The  young  heir  sighed 
as  he  thought  of  the  necessitv  of  change,  and  for  some  time  he  wan- 
dered through  the  lonff  corridors  alone ;  until  opening  a  side-door, 
he  found  himself  in  a  little  oriel,  by  whose  curiously-carved  window 
sat  a  lady.  She  raised  her  head,  and  the  traces  of  grief  were  clearly 
manifest.     *  Sister,'  he  said,  sympathizingly ;  but  as  he  approached 
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her,  she  rose.     The  pride  of  the  daughter  of  nobles  was  in  her  mien^ 
and  as  she  vanished  she  said : 

*  Dishonorer  of  your  house,  soon  to  be  the  betrayer  of  your 
king,  go !     I  love  you,  but  I  leave  you  ;  thus  will  all  forsake  you.' 

He  did  not  answer ;  for  a  moment  he  staggered,  and  the  floor 
seemed  to  glide  away  from  under  him.  Then  his  own  pride  came 
to  his  aid.  It  nerved  as  well  as  conquered  him  ;  and  his  first  im- 
pulse was  to  seek  his  father  and  upbraid  him  for  thus  casting  him  ofi*. 
Thus  impelled,  he  strode  hastily  to  the  more  retired  suite  of  apart- 
ments occupied  by  him.  He  paused  in  the  ante-chamber  to  collect 
himself,  and  better  thoughts  came  over  him.  Filial  love,  and  the 
habitual  deference  of  education,  softened  his  injured  pride  a  little, 
and  he  resolved  to  part  in  peace  if  not  in  love. 

It  was  a  scene  for  tlie  pencil  of  genius.  The  mellow  light  was 
streaming  in  through  the  gilded  and  partially-darkened  wmdows, 
lending  a  soft  hue  to  the  antique  tapestry  which  covered  the  walls. 
The  setting  beams  rested  mildly  on  the  venerable  forehead  of  the 
old  baron.  He  leaned  upon  his  sword.  He  did  not  speak,  but  his 
whole  bearing  told  of  the  haughty,  high-bred  noble,  who,  trained  in 
the  palaces  and  battles  of  France,  had  been  accustomed  to  sustain 
her  honor  and  his  own  in  both.  Age,  while  it  had  diminished  his 
physical  vigor,  had  not  dimmed  his  eye,  and  had  increased  the  dig- 
nity of  his  aspect.  That  eye  now  rested  full  and  clear  upon  the 
intruder,  and  the  severe  but  dignified  displeasure  visible  upon  his 
features  gave  them  an  expression  much  more  stem  and  command- 
ing than  they  were  wont  to  exhibit.  Unaccustomed  to  govern  his 
feelings  or  restrain  their  expression,  his  son  stood  before  him  des- 
titute indeed  of  his  calm  self-command,  but  sustained  by  his  own 
convictions  of  rectitude  and  his  own  pride.  In  the  younger  as  in 
the  elder  descendants  of  the  family  could  be  easily  discovered  the 
indescribable  manner,  of  which  no  situation  can  deprive  its  possessor, 
and  which  a  mere  familiarity  with  refined  society  cannot  of  itselif 
produce. 

Thus  they  confronted  each  other  in  silence.  At  length  the  armed 
heel  of  the  young  Count  rung  on  the  oaken  floor  as  he  advanced  a 
step.     Kneeling  on  one  knee,  he  commenced,  *  My  father.' 

*  Call  me  not  '  father,'  boy  !'  interrupted  the  Baron.  *  When  your 
assembly  abolished  the  old  realm  upon  inheritance,  they  cut  you  off 
from  property,  as  the  previous  acts  robbed  me  of  title.  This  very 
morning,  as  I  heard -the  shouts  of  the  rabble  heralding  your  victory, 
I  swore  to  Heaven  that  you  should  cease  to  be  my  son  !' 

While  the  old  man  spoke,  the  youth  had  risen,  but  his  emotion  had 
vanished.  Strong  minds,  often  weak  before,  acquire  unwonted  for- 
titude in  the  moment  of  crisis,  and  his  eye  now  flashed  as  he  re- 
plied : 

*  I  seek  not  your  title.  Sir ;  I  do  not  want  your  possessions  ;  let 
them  solace  your  old  age,  and  then  go  where  they  belong,  to  the 
people.  '  I  sought  you  only  that  we  might  part  at  least  in  amity. 
The  Heaven  to  which  you  swore  is  witness  of  the  purity  of  my  mo- 
tives.    I  have  indeed  adopted  a  course  which  I  feared  would  deprive 
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me  of  your  favor,  though  I  could  not  anticipate  the  extinction  of 
your  love.  The  honors  of  high  lineage  too  1  knew  must  perish  in 
the  march  of  the  revolution.  But  I  saw  France  burthened  by  op- 
pression. A  privileged  order  monopolized  her  honors  and  emoln- 
ments.  Under  the  insolence  of  aristocratic  pride  and  unscrupulous 
exaction,  the  interests  of  the  multitude  were  neelected  ana  their 
energies^  crushed.  Industry  was  paralyzed  and  commerce  lan- 
guished, while  even  philosophy  and  letters  struggled  to  rise,  and 
gained  but  a  precarious  emmence  by  a  purchased  title.  Then  I 
looked  to  other  lands  and  other  times,  and  in  the  glories  of  ancient 
Athens  I  read  a  testimony  to  the  power  of  the  people's  energy  re- 
leased from  restraint.  Thus  I  saw  that  France  would  be  happy  only 
when  in  giving  freedom  to  all  orders  of  the  state  she  should  imitate 
the  republic  for  whose  liberty  she  so  lately  fought ;  and  then  from 
universal  activity  she  might  derive  unlimited  prosperity.' 

The  Baron's  face  flushed  as  he  spoke,  and  pointing  to  bis  armorial 
bearings  suspended  above. them,  he  rejoined  : 

*  On  the  field  of  Ivry  my  ancestor  won  his  spurs,  and  as  Ring 
Henry  dubbed  him  knight,  he  bade  him  strike  boldly  for  king  as 
well  as  kingdom.  This  sword  in  my  hand  the  Regent  Orleans  gave 
your  grandfather  as  a  tiibute  to  his  loyalty.  But  before  be  died  be 
warned  him  that  the  youthful  monarch  would  soon  need  all  his  true 
friends.  The  catastrophe  he  feared  has  been  averted  until  now ; 
and  now  his  son,  like  his  fathers  before  him,  will  live  or  perish  with 
bis  sovereign,  and  with  him  the  name  of  a  loyal  and  ancient  house 
shall  be  extinct.' 

*  Let  it  become  extinct !'  warmly  replied  Auguste  ;  *  I  too  will  peril 
all ;  but  it  will  not  be  in  the  cause  of  a  false  man,  but  of  an  injured 
people.  I  may  strive  to  emulate  the  deeds  and  the  virtues  of  a 
Harmodias  and  a  Brutus  ;  and  when  in  the  support  of  a  falling 
dynasty  your  fortunes  too  have  fallen,  I  will  win  a  historic  name 
from  nobler  sources  —  from  a  grateful  Nation  /' 

*  Say  rather,  vain  and  thoughtless  boy  !'  replied  his  father,  *that 
when  your  freed  rabble  have  overturaed  the  throne  and  trampled 
on  the  altar,  they  will  signalize  your  name  as  one  of  the  first  victims 
of  your  boasted  energy  of  the  people.  So,  traitor  to  the  memory  of 
your  ancestors ;  so,  representative  of  the  canille ;  the  success  of 
your  party  will  be  the  seal  of  your  doom.' 

Deeply  wounded  by  the  contemptuous  tone  of  his  father,  although 
sensible  how  keenly  the  old  royalist  felt  the  destruction  of  the  hopes 
he  had  reposed  in  him,  he  only  answered, '  May  God  pardon  you, 
my  father,  as  I  do !'     And  thus  they  parted. 

As  he  passed  the  little  oriel  to  which  we  have  referred,  he  heard 
his  sister's  voice,  and  he  lingered  long  enough  to  catch  her  broken 
tones  supplicating  the  blessed  Virgin  to  pardon  and  preserve  him. 
Then  he  turned  away;  he  was  firm,  though  his  heart  was  beatine  and 
his  pulse  throbbing  with  deep  emotion.  Possessed  of  all  his  feuier's 
character,  although  without  a  particle  of  his  loyalty,  he  looked  back 
on  the  turrets  of  his  house,  and  felt  conscious  of  a  resolute  determi- 
nation, not  unlike  that  which  animates  the  leader  of  a  forlorn  hope. 
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It  was  the  last  time  he  was  destined  to  see  those  towers,  for  ere  long 
the  silver  hammer  of  CoUot  d'Herbois  levelled  the  ancient  mansion 
to  the  ground. 

CHAPTER    SECOND. 

At  the  corner  of  the  Rue  Richelieu  and  the  Rue  St.  Honore  in 
Paris  there  stands  a  small  three-story  house.  It  appears  to  be  built 
upon  the  dilapidated  walls  of  its  predecessor,  and  show-mongers 
point  with  avidity  to  balls  imbedded  in  its  more  ancient  parts,  which 
have  been  there,  they  affirm,  since  the  tenth  of  August,  '92.  The 
present  building  however  is  nothing  to  us  ;  but  the  evening  before 
the  tenth  a  man  was  in  the  naked  atelier  of  the  house  which  stood 
there  then,  alone.  The  faint  light  which  struggled  in  through  the 
broken  and  slanting  window  showed  him  to  be  young ;  and  as  he 
walked  impetuously  up  and  down  the  creaking  floor,  the  full  deve- 
lopment of  his  ample  chest  and  swelling  muscle  contrasted  hap- 
pily with  his  otherwise  light  and  graceful  form.  His  features  were 
regular,  but  they  seemed  rather  too  bold  and  prominent  for  his  native 
district,  the  Lyonnois.  The  approach  of  darkness  did  not  cause 
him  to  intermit  his  walk  or  cease  his  irregular  gestures.  Now  and 
then  his  breast  heaved,  and  muttered  words  escaped  him  unwillingly : 
'Aristocrat!'  *  Sans-Culotte  !  Die,  fool  !*  and  the  like.  Anon,  other 
considerations  seemed  to  present  themselves,  and  in  a  moment  of 
tranquillity  he  murmured  a  woman's  name  :  *  Emilie !  Emilie  !  for 
her  sake,  for  her  sake,  live  !*  Thus  the  contest  of  love  and  hate  con- 
tinued until  the  bells  of  the  neighboring  St.  Roche  struck.  He  lis- 
tened. The  eleventh  stroke  warned  him  of  the  approach  of  mid- 
night and  aroused  him  to  other  things.  He  went  to  the  window,  and 
leaning  his  body  out,  looked  over  the  eaves  far  down  into  the  street. 
It  was  filled  and  noisy  as  at  noon-day.  Alas  !  it  was  not  the  ac- 
tivity of  peaceful  toil.  *  One  hour  more,'  he  said,  gloomily ;  then 
taking  a  mouldy  bit  of  candle  from  a  decayed  shelf  which  seemed 
scarce  able  to  sustain  it,  he  struck  a  light,  and  sitting  down  on  his 
little  cot,  placed  before  the  fire-place,  he  thrust  his  hand  up  the 
chimney  and  drew  out  some  papers,  a  book  and  a  portrait.  One  by 
one  he  burned  the  papers :  '  Thus  let  all  property  perish !'  he  ex- 
claimed, *  but  that  of  the  people.'  He  opened  the  book.  It  was 
one  of  the  inflammatory  productions  of  the  day,  a  parallel  between 
Brutus  and  Cromwell.  For  some  time  he  continued  absorbed  in  its 
perusal ;  at  length  his  eye  glanced  to  the  portrait  which  he  had  kept 
m  his  hand.  With  a  shout,  he  started  up  !  *  Jacque  Clement,  king- 
killer  ;  immortal !'  No  name,  ha !  ha !  Cromwell,  I  follow  thee !' 
And  so  saying,  he  sprung  out  of  the  room. 

He  had  hardly  gained  the  street  when  the  clock  struck  twelve  : 
midnight ;  there  was  stillness  for  an  instant.  The  pause  presaged 
the  earthquake  ;  the  next  moment  the  thundering  report  of  a  can- 
non shook  the  air.  The  clang  of  the  tocsin  followed  quick  aad 
sharp.  Drums  beat  in  all  quarters  of  the  city,  and  the  men  of  the 
sections  hastened   to  the  various  rendezvous  of  the  &ubourg8. 
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Amid  the  general  confusiot),  ferocious  bands  of  swarthy  and  half- 
naked  men  rushed  through  the  streets,  trampling  down  whatever 
opposed,  and  drowning  by  their  clamors  the  rattling  of  the  heavy 
artillery  wagons,  whirled  along  with  them. 

A  vast  crowd  soon  choked  up  the  Rue  St.  Honore,  while  a  tumul- 
tuous mob  forced  their  way  slowly  to  the  house  of  the  Jacobins, 
whither  Henri  Graubndr  directed  himself.  It  was  not  far  firom  the 
Rue  Richelieu,  but  it  took  him  more  than  an  hour  to  get  there.  The 
spectacle  there  presented  to  the  eye  was  a  remarkable  one.  The 
building  was  vast ;  it  had  been  originally  a  church.  All  vestiges 
however  of  its  consecrated  character  had  disappeared  except  the 
broad  and  sweeping  galleries,  extending  the  whole  length  of  the 
edifice.  The  few  lights  which  glimmered  here  and  there  in  the  ex- 
panse could  not  dispel  the  thick  darkness  above,  or  even  render  the 
dome  visible  ;  and  the  gloomy  feelings  naturally  excited  by  this  fune- 
real pall  were  not  diminished  by  the  inharmonious  voices  proceed- 
ing from  it ;  for  the  bats,  scared  by  the  tumult  from  the  vaults,  had 
taken  refiige  in  the  decaying  cornices,  and  flitting  about  in  terror, 
mingled  their  screams  with  the  din  below.  The  massy  pillars  were 
adorned  with  bruised  and  scorched  busts  of  revolutionary  heroes, 
and  the  faded  flowers  encircling  their  brows  evinced  their  respec- 
tive popularity.  Behind  the  fragment  of  black  marble  on  which  the 
president  sat,  two  large  pictures  of  Clement  and  Ravaillac  could  he 
mdistinctly  seen,  though  the  names  of  the  victims  and  their  euloeies, 
contained  in  the  inscription  below,  were  hardly  discernible.  The 
frames  of  these  paintings  had  been  appropriately  fabricated  by  some 
ardent  Jacobin  from  the  instruments  of  torture  which  hung  neglected  * 
on  the  wall.  Two  thousand  members  were  now  assembled  on  the 
floor,  and  their  numbers  were  momentarily  augmented  by  the  more 
audacious  of  the  people,  who  refusing  to  be  restrained  to  the  galle- 
ries either  burst  in  at  the  gates  or  clambered  down  the  great  pillars 
at  the  hazard  of  their  lives. 

For  a  long  time  the  cries  of  the  mob  in  the  galleries,  composed 
of  the  lowest  of  the  populace,  prevented  all  action,  and  the  out- 
rageous bellowing  of  the  chorus  of  the  *  Ca  Ira'  stunned  and  terri- 
fied the  deputies  themselves.  The  president  and  deputies  strove 
in  vain  to  still  the  clamor,  and  the  last  resort,  the  discharge  of  mus- 
kets into  the  vaulted  dome,  procured  no  cessation  of  the  tumult 
At  length  the  great  gates  were  thrown  open.  The  already  dense 
multitude  crowded  still  closer,  and  an  alley  was  thus  formed  through 
which  a  hundred  of  the  revolutionary  Marseillois  troops  marched  m. 
They  came  from  the  club  of  the  Cordeliers,  and  they  bore  with  them 
one  whose  voice  had  never  yet  failed  to  be  heard.  Ranging  them- 
selves behind  the  rough  scaflbld  which  served  for  a  tribune,  their 
torches  illumined  the  surrounding  space  and  brought  clearly  into  view 
the  atra-bilious  countenance  of  the  sanguinary  Jacobin  chief,  the 
president  Robespierre.  He  did  not  need  to  command  silence  again, 
for  Danton  had  mounted  the  tribune,  and  his  stentorian  voice  was 
echoing  in  every  part  of  the  house  :  '  Men  of  France !'  he  said, '  we 
are  betrayed  !  the  traitor  La  Fatettb  goes  free.     Already  the  Aus- 
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trian  armies  are  on  our  frontiers,  and  this  night  the  perjured  Louis 
gives  your  capital  to  carnage  and  conflagration,  while  you  and  I  per- 
ish as  he  embraces  his  allies.  To  arms !  to  arms  !  —^  no  other  chance 
is  left  us !' 

'  This  night  Louis  dies !'  shouted  a  voice  in  the  galleries ;  *  Jacques 
Clement!' 

Henri's  voice  Was  lost  in  the  answering  cries  of  thousands :  *  To 
arms  !     Let  us  march  !'  * 

The  drum  of  the  Marseillois  beat  the  '  Generile,'  the  mob  struck 
up  the  Marseilles  Hymn,  and  the  cannon  led  the  way  to  the  Tuil- 
Ieries< 


THE        FAIR        INCONSTANT  J 


BY     B.     ODRTIbA     BINB. 


'T  WAS  in  a  crowd  where  last  1  met  her  ; 

A  frown  was  on  her  snowy  brow. 
For  I,  who  long  had  worn  her  fetter, 

And  uttered  many  an  earnest  vow 
Of  love,  had  burst  the  chain  that  bound  me. 

And  learned  to  smile  as  cold  as  she ; 
Look'd  through  the  mists  she  'd  thrown  around  me,- 

And  set  my  heart  from  thraldom  free ! 

Though  long  hdr  fairy  form  Was  |>ainted 

In  glowing  colors  on  my  soul ; 
Though  long  I  deemed  her  angel  saintedj 

Who  o'er  my  senses  held  control ; 
l!he  rainbow's  hues  at  last  had  faded. 

And  left  the  heavens  black  with  night  *, 
Reflection's  cloud  my  star  had  shaded, 

That  star  could  never  more  be  bright. 

She  knew  the  power  was  gone  forever 

That  held  me  captive  in  her  train. 
And  that  her  syren  voice  could  never 

like  music  thrill  my  heart  again ; 
She  felt  the  spell  that  once  enchanted 

Was  swept  away,  and  passion's  thont, 
Which  in  my  boyish  breast  she  'd  planted^ 

Was  dead,  and  flowerets  there  were  bom. 

'T  was  in  a  crowd  where  last  we  parted. 

Coldly  as  in  that  crowd  we  met ; 
I  saw,  while  tears  of  anguish  started. 

That  tears  were  in  her  eyes  of  jet : 
But  mine  were  shed,  that  one  so  gifted 

No  more  could  reign  my  bosom's  queen/ 
And  her's,  because  the  veil  was  lifted. 

And  that  her  imnost  heart  wa0  leeii^ 
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THE     MAGNETIC     AGE. 


TXHTRIVOK. 


In  the  enlightened  nineteenth  century,  when  knowledge  has  be- 
come intuitive,  and  even  the  children  are  bom,  Minerva-like,  with 
a  matured  judgment,  it  would  be  alike  irrelevant  and  impertinent 
to  bring  proofs  of  the  truth  of  animal  magnetism  to  a  people  who, 
through  the  gifls  of  nature  alone,  possess  such  an  uncommon  capa- 
city that  they  can  march  directly  up,  and  at  a  glance  pronounce 
instanter  an  infallible  decision  on  the  most  complicated  questions 
in  science,  morals  and  politics  ;  in  fact,  on  all  those  momentou3  sub- 
jects which  in  less  favored  ages  required  years  of  study  for  their 
comprehension.  We  are  dumb  from  amazement  at  the  natural 
proficiency  and  attainments  of  the  present  generation.  Men  who 
all  their  lives  have  sat  with  their  legs  under  a  table  know  Bonaparte 
to  have  been  a  coward,  and  women  who  have  only  been  taught  to 
torture  music  into  innumerable  discords,  and  distress  worsted  into 
grotesque  libels  on  nature,  lisp  oracular  decisions  upon  all  things, 
in  the  blaze  of  this  universal  illumination,  antiquity,  experience 
and  evidence  are  but  a  breath  blown  npon  glass ;  and  we  doubt 
whether  it  were  an  amusement  worthy  of  even  the  children  of  the 
present  to  draw  their  own  figures  over  these,  and  then  rub  all  out 
together.  So  without  stirring  dusty  proofs  or  old  worm-eaten  re- 
collections, we  will  at  once  ride  triumphantly  into  the  science  of 
Animal  Magnetism.  Who  would  not  rather  soar  with  a  new-bom 
phoenix  than  grub  among  its  ashes  1  The  entire  perfection  of  mo- 
dem popular  judgment  has  buried  old  Empiricism ;  therefore  what- 
ever the  aforesaid  judgment  pronounces  to  be  true  must  henceforth 
be  considered  and  recognized  as  established  science.  This  being 
the  case,  we  will  say  nothing  about  the  sorcerers  of  India  or  Egypt, 
nor  of  the  convent  that  was  suppressed  on  Mount  Athos  in  the  four- 
teenth century  for  practising  clairvoyance. 

But  one  request  we  cannot  refrain  from  making,  the  justice  of 
which  is  self-evident  on  the  surface ;  and  this  demand,  for  it  is  a  de- 
mand in  equity,  imperatively  calls  for  a  reversal  of  that  decision 
which  the  present  century  has  so  unjustly  recorded  against  their 
fathers  for  the  punishment  of  witchcraft.  Witchcraft  and  animal 
magnetism  are  one  and  the  same  power  in  essence,  although  prac- 
tically the  efiects  may  differ  according  to  the  will  of  the  magnetizer ; 
and  it  is  certainly  not  to  be  wondered  at,  if  in  a  comparatively 
ignorant  age,  wielded  by  illiterate  old  women,  it  should  have  pre- 
sented itself  under  a  different  aspect  from  the  present,  when  prac- 
tised by  skilful  doctors  and  learned  professors.  Perhaps  nothing 
has  occurred  in  the  whole  march  of  civilization  so  strongly  illustra- 
tive  of  moral  progress  as  the  immense  improvement  in  uie  employ 
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ment  of  this  mighty  social  and  intellectual  fiilcran),  which  is  destined 
ultimately  to  upheave  and  remodel  society  on  an  entirely  different 
basis ;  so  that  when  perfected,  mankind  will  be  able  to  dispense 
with  the  greater  part  of  labor,  study,  and  all  that  train  of  mean 
and  vulgar  virtues  which  have  hitherto  restrained  free  and  generous 
impulse,  and  made  them  slaves  to  circumstances.  How  trul^r  pro- 
vidential, and  likewise  what  a  testimony  of  its  truth,  that  this  im- 
mense power  was  not  entirely  trusted  to  and  understood  by  man, 
until  he  had  become  so  vdse  and  pure  that  his  native  goodness  con- 
strained him  to  use  it  for  general  benefit ! 

Hurry  !  hurry !  Assemble  quickly  a  World's  Convention,  and 
re-baptize  this  mundane  sphere ;  it  is  gross  sacrilege  to  call  it  earth, 
and  the  illuminated  specks  that  corruscate  on  its  sur&ce,  men  and 
women :  unawed,  we  must  be  in  heaven,  walking  among  favored 
angels,  for  surely  to  no  lower  beings  would  the  great  Creator  ab- 
dicate the  moral  government  of  immortal  souls.  We  trust  that 
prejudice  and  ignorance  have  entirely  vanished ;  but  if  a  vestige 
of  those  old  dark  feelings  should  unhappily  linger  in  the  bosom  of 
any  human  being,  behind  his  or  her  age,  let  them  not,  blinded  by 
their  benighted  judgment,  exclaim,  'Why,  angels  would  never 
have  ran  away  with  the  wives  and  silver-spoons  which  these  Ani- 
mal Magna ts  have  now  and  then  attracted  from  out  of  their  leriti- 
mate  orbits  !'  Such  persons,  if  any  there  be,  must  remember  that 
they  know  little  about  angels,  and  like  the  lawyers,  put  in  a  demur- 
rer that  at  that  time  the  world  was  not  perhaps  as  perfect  as  at  pre- 
sent ;  and  these  scientific  professors  who  read  futurity  might  from 
the  fulness  of  their  generosity  have  troubled  themselves  with  the 
care  of  these  chattels  to  prevent  future  strife,  which  might  have  led 
to  bloody  murders  too  horrible  {o  contemplate,  and  to  Uie  pawning 
of  silver-spoons  for  glasses  of  those  liquid  poisons  which  were  for- 
merly used  for  the  purposes  of  intoxication.  We  are  told  that 
charity  requires  us  to  put  the  best  construction  on-all  things ;  there- 
£ore  the  better  we  can  make  a  bad  act  look,  the  greater  our  charity ! 
But  on  this  account  let  us  not  indulge  in  self-complacency ;  for  if 
we  could  hear  the  '  Old  Scratch'  plead  his  own  cause,  it  is  likely 
that  he  would  put  a  better  construction  upon  his  evil  deeds  than  any 
of  us  would  be  able  to  do  r  hence,  according  to  the  aforesaid  den- 
nition,  the  devil  has  more  charity  than  man. 

By-the-by,  this  old  gentleman — for  every  one  who  holds  officf, 
let  him  behave  or  misbehave  as  he  may,  is  now  considered  a  gen- 
tleman— is  one  of  the  most  reliable  proo&  of  the  antiquity  of  ani- 
mal magnetism.  For  in  earlier  ages,  when,  as  geologists  tell  us, 
the  surface  of  the  earth  was  much  warmer  than  at  present,  and 
there  was  not  that  danger  of  catching  cold  from  too  sudden  a 
change  of  climate.  His  Satanic  Majesty  sometimes  vouchsafed  a 
personal  inspection  of  his  subjects;  but  his  courtiers,  unlike  all 
others,  though  they  did  the  bidding  of  their  monarch,  endeavored 
to  keep  a  respectable  distance ;  for  in  his  manipulations  to  subject 
their  wills,  which  were  exactly  like  those  of  anmial  magnetism,  his 
sharp  claws  would  approximate  rather  nearer  than  was  quite  com* 
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fortable  to  their  skins ;  and  from  this  circumstance  arose  the  other- 
vdse  inexplicable  name  of  '  Old  Scratch/  Wonderful  as  the  power 
and  effects  of  animal  magnetism  have  shown  themselves  to  be,  yet 
these  are  but  as  the  dawn  compared  ¥rith  noon-day  in  relation  to  its 
future  efficacy ;  which  in  a  short  time  is  no  doubt  destined  to  reno- 
vate and  regenerate  the  whole  moral  state  ;  as  it  must  infallibly  in- 
terfere and  subvert  all  the  laws  which  have  hitherto  been  called 
those  of  nature,  overturn  every  recognized  system,  and  assume  an 
uncontrollable  and  irresponsible  agency  over  dl  human  affairs,  from 
the  highest  offices  of  state  down  to  the  minutest  ramifications  of 
social  life. 

We  confidently  anticipate  the  time — although,  like  all  good,  it 
may  be  achieved  throu^n  conflict,  bloodless  we  trust,  as  toUUy  not 
bodies^  are  to  be  engaged  in  the  contest — when  freemen  will  not  he 
under  the  disagreeable  necessity  of  subscribing  their  money  to  bribe 
voters  to  elect  members  of  legislature,  and  senates  to  oppose  cor- 
rupt government ;  and  then  what  really  must  be  done,  wnen  these 
governments  have  any  private  profitable  speculation  in  view,  for 
which  blood  and  treasure  must  pay,  supply  funds  a  second  time  to 
re-purchase  from  themselves  those  members  whose  election  they 
haa  previously  boueht ;  so  that  they  may  aid  in  levying  a  third  con- 
tribution to  carry  mto  effect  the  very  object  that  they  were  origi- 
nally purchased  to  oppose.  We  do  not  say  that  this  could  be  the 
case  at  present ;  but  from  mere  curiosity  we  should  like  to  see  a 
list  (and  by-the-by,  it  could  be  quite  as  regularly  kept  as  the  '  Red- 
Book,')  of  all  the  members  of  the  different  le^lative  bodies,  firom 
Walpole's  parliament  up  to  the  present  time,  with  adjoining  columns 
of  the  prices  paid  for  each,  under  separate  headings  of  '  Elections,' 
*  Government  Bribes,'  and  *  Votes  for  Useless  and  Injurious  Expen- 
diture.' It  would  be  a  valuable  historical  document,  and  would 
specify  the  price  that  the  people  have  been  willing  to  pay  for  free- 
dom ;  thus  exalting  them  exceedingly  in  the  eyes  of  posterity. 

The  magnetic  telegraph  wires,  about  which  the  world  has  made 
such  a  fuss,  are  but  strings  on  the  fiddle  of  Animal  Maenetism ; 
and  not  till  they  are  stretched  from  pole  to  pole  can  a  perfect  tune 
be  expected ;  then  will  it  raise  its  immense  fiddle-bow  wide  as  the 
heavens,  and  strike  a  harmonious  movement  that  shall  rock  all  earth 
into  a  slumber.  This  they  have  imparted  to  us  as  their  future  plan 
of  operation.  But  the  communication  with  which  we  were  honored 
does  not  (and  it  is  a  matter  of  especial  regret,)  disclose  whether 
the  power  is  to  be  directed  under  the  republican  form  of  an  orches- 
tra, or  by  the  reeal  hand  of  a  monarch ;  and  we  hope  when  more 
definite  proceedings  are  rendered  necessary,  that  there  may  be 
neither  delay  nor  disagreement  on  this  head,  but  that  they  may  keep 
in  mind  the  old  adage,  *  Between  two  stools,'  etc. ;  for  the  height 
would  be  bone-smashing  to  fall  from  ;  far  worse  than  a  fat  boy 
plunging  from  between  high  stilts ;  it  would  be  a  real  avalanche  of 
lead  into  a  dark  measureless  profound.  But  in  our  over-anxiety, 
for  sensitive  people  always  tremble  most  when  their  hopes  are 
strongest,  we  have  for  a  moment  let  slip  the  thread  of  communica- 
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tion.  Hitherto  the  efforts  of  the  Animal  Magnats  have  been  rather 
to  display  the  wonders  of  the  science  than  to  reap  from  it  pecuniary 
benefits  ;  but  now  a  magnetic  alliance  has  been  effected,  which  em- 
braces all  civilized  countries ;  and  such  a  perfect  system  has  been 
adopted  by  the  members  that  they  can  all  at  the  same  moment 
of  time  feel  the  pulse  of  the  moral  world,  and  instantly  com- 
municate with  each  other  the  most  effectual  remedies  for  its  varioos 
diseases ;  and  this  union  and  understanding  is  no  doubt  the  sole 
(hough  concealed  cause  of  our  late  improvement.  They  calculate 
also  to  discover  and  explore  all  the  valuable  mineral  treasure  that 
lies  toncealed  in  the  earth ;  designate  its  various  situations,  and 
draw  correct  maps  of  all  lodes  and  veins,  so  as  to  save  the  Future 
that  enormous  expenditure  of  toil  and  money  which  has  been  lav- 
ished from  time  immemorial  on  ever-flittin?  El  Dorados. 

This  moral  transit  will  no  doubt  overwhelm,  and  perhaps  entirely 
abolish,  many  professions  that  have  been  considered  of  vital  import- 
ance to  the  social  state ;  such  as  law,  physic  and  divinity.  For 
what  a  complex,  clumsy  contrivance  courts,  witnesses,  lawyers, 
judges  must  seem,  in  comparison  with  the  employing  of  one  single 
simple  clairvoyant,  who  is  capable  of  entering  all  places  and  every 
mind,  and  instantly  seeing  all  that  has  ever  been  done  in  the  one,  or 
thought  of  and  executed  by  the  other ;  and  who  can  reveal  this 
with  a  clearness  and  certainty  far  transcending  all  le^l  compre- 
hension 1  They  will  also  possess  the  same  advantage  m  medieme, 
as  they  can  detect  and  apply  remedies  for  every  disease,  and  may 
possibly  make  known  new  ones  that  physicians  have  never  thought 
o£  If  ever  man  can  conquer  old  Death,  rely  upon  it  that  it  will  be 
through  their  means. 

They  will  also  be  able,  it  is  confidently  thought,  to  resolve  historical 
questions  and  dates  which  have  provoked  so  many  learned  quarrels ; 
and  our  informant  assured  us  that  he  had  actually  seen  sevei^  pieces 
of  Greek  music,  pricked  off  as  sung  from  the  lips  of  a  clairvoyant ; 
and  that  he  confiaently  anticipated  the  entire  recovery  of  that  won- 
derful harmony,  the  loss  of  which  the  world  had  so  long  deplored. 
Our  informant  stated  that  they  had  invented  a  social  guage,  or  b» 
they  called  it, '  Maralametery'  by  which  they  were  able  to  measure 
and  ascertain  the  exact  state  of  morals  among  any  people ;  and 
they  propose  that  each  nation  shall  select  a  ponderous  and  profound 
Animal  Magnat,  whose  especial  business  it  shall  be  to  consult  this 
*  moralometer*  once  in  every  twenty-four  hours ;  and  when  any 
moral  deficiency  is  observable,  magnetize  that  national  bump  until 
it  rises  to  the  required  height. 

And  here  it  is  that  the  science  will  interfere  with  the  profession 
of  the  clergy.  The  Magnetic  Alliance  say,  in  proportion  as  they 
gain  influence  and  power  in  human  affairs  it  most  become  obvious 
to  every  intelligent  mind  that  the  same  amount  of  physical  force 
will  not  be  necessary  that  is  requisite  at  present ;  and  as  nothing  has 
been  created  in  vain,  but  every  thing  with  reference  to  some  espe- 
cial purpose  of  usefulness,  they  suppose  that  the  material  part  of 
man  will  decrease  in  the  same  ratio  as  mind  increases ;  fior  as  a  phi* 
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losophical  Animal  Magnat  pertinently  observed,  '  Why  send  bodies 
into  the  world,  when  Will  alone  can  do  its  work  V  At  Munich,  in 
Bavaria,  they  have  discovered  a  most  ingenious  mode,  by  means  of 
which  the  future  can  be  actually  read,  and  with  unerring  certainty. 
Every  one  in  this  country  is  aware  that  in  Germany  were  exists 
able  Animal  Magnats  who  are  capable  of  suspending  animation  for 
days,  weeks,  months,  years  or  centuries  ;  so  that  the  magnetees  lie 
in  a ^tate  exactly  resembling  that  of  death;  but  with  this  difference, 
that  at  the  termination  of  the  time  specified  they  will  aveake  alive 
and  in  full  vigor,  just  as  the  seven  sleepers  did  many  long  years 
ago,  or  the  *  Sleeping  Beauty'  in  more  modem  times. 

Last  year  there  resided  in  Munich  a  lady,  young,  beautiful,  grace- 
ful, wealthy  and  noble,  whose  desire  to  see  the  future  so  strongly 
overcame  her  love  of  the  present  that  she  turned  from  all  the  most 
valued  enjoyments  of  life  and  sought  in  the  magnetic  trance  a  sus- 
pension of  sense  and  soul  for  five  hundred  years.  She  may  there 
be  seen  lying  in  an  alabaster  sarcophagus,  her  beautiful  hands  folded 
across  her  breast ;  on  the  third  finger  of  the  left  hand  sparkles  a 
most  singular  magical  ring,  which  it  is  said  was  given  to  an  ances- 
tress of  the  tranced  lady  by  Paracelsus  himself  It  looks  like  a 
small  eye  of  red  and  green  flame,  and  possesses  a  wonderful  and 
unaccountable  power  over  all  who  gaze  upon  it.  They  feel  as  if 
held  by  the  hand  of  fate  under  the  spell  of  a  demoniac  fascination ; 
a  cold  chill,  like  that  of  death,  passes  between  the  bones  and  flesh, 
and  the  trembling  nerves  relax  with  the  languor  and  faintness  of 
expiring  life. 

tersons  before  entering  are  warned  not  to  fix  their  eyes  too  dar- 
ingly on  this  magnetic  gem.  The  perfect  beauty  of  her  features,  and 
their  seraphic  expression  of  peace  and  purity,  have  given  her  the 
name  in  Munich  of  '  The  Sleeping  Angel,*  and  she  is  known  by  no 
other  designation.  But  while  the  mass,  struck  dumb  by  romantic 
admiration,  were  merely  worshipping  her  beauty,  the  searching 
minds  of  the  Animal  Magnats  have,  through  her  means,  opened  out 
a  wide  field  of  discoveries,  through  which  Science  can  lift  the  veil 
from  off  the  hitherto  shrouded  future.  Their  mode  of  effecting 
this,  and  the  vast  stores  of  curious,  unexpected  and  startling  know- 
ledge which  they  have  gained,  are  under  compilation,  and  will,  with 
the  sanction  of  the  most  renowned  Magnats,  soon  be  presented  to 
the  inspection  of  the  public. 


CHRrSTMAl 


Sii,  the  dawn  from  Heaven  is  breaking. 

On  our  Bight, 
And  Earth,  from  sin  awaking, 

Hans  the  light ! 
See  those  groups  of  angels,  winging 

From  the  realms  above. 
On  their  brows  from  Eden  bringing 

Wreaths  of  Hope  and  Love. 


Hark,  their  hymns  of  glory  pealinf  » 

Through  the  air, 
To'mortal  ears  revealing 

Who  lies  there ! 
In  that  dwelling,  dark  and  lowly, 

Sleeps  the  Heavenly  Son, 
Hb  whose  home 's  above — tlM  Holji 

Ever  Holt  Owe. 
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THE        SONG       OF        NIGHT, 


BT     A     M«W     OOMTRIBUTOR. 


1  coMBi  I  come  from  the  land  of  dreatni, 
And  shadows  I  throw  on  the  day's  last 
t  come  at  the  grentle  twilight  hoar, 
And  softly  close  the  hright-leaf' d  flower. 


I  steal  from  the  lake  and  Wmdfaig  stream 
The  silvery  glow  of  the  snn*s  last  gleam ; 
I  breathe  on  the  oieet  of  the  goigeous  olond^ 
And  its  gilded  head  is  in  dim^ss  bowed. 


The  fleecy  foam  of  the  ocean  wave^ 
As  the  sandy  shore  its  watera  lave. 
Bat  sparkles  dim,  as  sea  and  land 
Are  curtain'd  by  my  sable  band^ 


On  the  violet's  breast,  on  the  beeehen  tieoi 
I  fold  the  wing  of  the  mnnnoring  bee  ; 
I  check  the  bound  of  the  graceful  fawn, 
And  his  bright  eye  close  tul  the  opening  dawai. 


The  liquid  notes  of  the  woodland  bird 
At  my  approach  are  faintly  heard ; 
As  sinking  'oeath  the  dark  green  leaves/ 
Her  parting  song  she  sweetly  breathe* : 


My  finger  still  on  the  infant  I  lay, 
And  close  his  lids  in  the  midst  of  play  ; 
And  I  gently  steal  on  the  maiden  fair, 
As  she  softly  murmurs  her  evening  prayer'. 


At  my  coming  the  peasant  seeks  hk  eot, 
And  in  peacenil  dreams  are  his  eares  forgot  f 
While  the  sons  of  toil  their  labors  dose. 
And  a  refuge  find  in  deep  repose. 


My  shadowy  mantle  around  me  I  fbM, 

As  the  mountain  mists  are  backward  nDfled ; 

When  morning's  light  o'er  my  pathway  is  eiMt,- 

I  vanish  from  earth — a  dmm  of  tiio  pM*.  c  a  d 
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lOME     THOUGHTS     ON     CRIPPLES. 


BT     A.     MBW    COMTRIBUTOr. 


Cripples  always  interest  me  strangely,  whenever  and  whereyer 
I  see  them.  I  have  been  most  impressed  with  their  appearance  when 
I  have  met  them,  as  one  often  does,  in  the  business  streets  of  our 
populous  cities.  In  such  places  the  contrast  is  more  striking  be- 
tween the  activity  of  whole-limbed,  sound-bodied  business  men, 
and  the  painful,  snail-like  halt  of  cripples,  than  in  villages,  where 
business  moves  slowly,  and  every  one's  pace  corresponds  with  it 
How  often  have  I  stood  in  my  old  observatory,  the  door-way  of  my 
New-York  life,  and  watched  the  two  opposine  currents  of  people 
rushing  up  and  down  Broadway,  each  strugghng  for  precedence ; 
and  in  the  midst  of  the  whirling  stream  would  be  seen  a  shapeless 
body,  heaving  slowly  along,  now  half-hidden  by  the  waves,  and  then 
rising  to  the  surface,  till  coming  nearer,  the  body  takes  enough  of 
human  form  to  show  that  the  nobler  part  of  humanity  still  remains. 
You  look  upon  his  shattered  frame  with  that  kind  of  respect  which 
one  feels  for  the  tottering  ruins  of  some  ancient  castle.  You  cannot 
believe  that  the  cripple  has  lived  only  the  ordinary  length  of  time 
allotted  to  mortals,  liis  disfigured  members  show  like  old  mutilated 
statuary.  He  has  lived  in  another  world,  or  in  a  state  of  the  world 
differing  from  that  in  which  Qther  men  spend  their  days.  His  expe- 
riences have  been  more  various  and  of  longer  duration.  His  scars 
are  venerable.  They  must  have  been  caused  by  some  convulsion  of 
nature  in  times  long  gone  by.  His  limbs  are  rent  asunder  as  a  tor- 
nado will  sometimes  rend  the  limbs  of  a  mighty  oak  that  has  long 
been  old.  His  dress  is  near  enough  the  present  fashion,  but  it  has 
an  antique  look.  You  cannot  believe  it  to  be  a  modem  dress.  In 
the  constant  changes  of  fashion,  one  may  fancy  that  the  present  style 
has  before  prevailed;  and  that  with  an  admirable  foresight,  this 
dress  had  been  carefully  boxed  up  by  some  provident  great-grand- 
father, f»)r  the  use  of  one  of  his  descendants  who  might  live  when 
the  revolving  wheel  of  fashion  had  carried  the  same  style  into  modem 
times.  Ana  the  old  clothes  have  fallen  into  gobd  hands.  While 
he  occupies  them  they  will  never  look  older  than  they  now  do.  You 
may  meet  him  a  hundred  times ;  still  the  same  dress,  unchanged. 
It  is  as  durable  as  his  weather-beaten  frame.  His  clothes  cling 
about  him  like  moss  about  a  rough  old  tree-trunk.  Why  should  they 
wear  out  ]     He  is  not  a  business  man. 

I  am  speaking  now  of  those  who  are  cripples  in  the  strictest  sense 
of  the  term ;  those  beings  who  naove  s^bout  the  world  on  two  stumps 
instead  of  legs,  and  pick  up  with  one  hand  whatever  good  things 
Fortune  or  their  more  fortunate  neighbors  are  pleased  to  favor  them 
with  ;  or  those,  still  more  unfortunate^  whose  withered  bodies  are 
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(shained  to  a  pair  of  trundle- wheels  by  the  strong  arm  of  Adyersity; 
as  the  Roman  emperors  used  to  chain  cantiveB  to  their  triumphal 
6ar8,  and  drag  them  through  the  streets  of  toe  imperial  city.  There 
is  another  class  who  walk  on  crutches ;  and  still  Another,  more  com- 
mon«  who  use  canes,  not  for  fashion's  sake,  but  compelled  by  their 
lameness.  I  hardly  know  whether  it  is  strictly  proper  to  include 
under  the  general  denomination  of  cripples  those  who  have  sought 
out  many  inventions  to  remedy  their  aefects;  such  as  cork  legs, 
wooden  legs,  etc. ;  for  they,  by  bringing  Art  to  the  help  ef  Nature, 
have  almost  placed  themselves  beyond  the  pale  df  crippleism. 

There  are  two  grand  divisions  of  cripples ;  those  who  are  lame 
from  their  birth,  and  those  who  become  lame  by  accident  The 
former  may  be  styled  the  '  ancient  and  l^onorable'  order  of  cripples ; 
who  are  accustomed  to  regard  the  latter  in  the  light  of  interlopers. 
We  cannot  withhold  our  respect  from  either  class ;  but  we  confess 
there  is  some  show  of  reason  in  the  slighting  manner  which  natural 
cripples  adopt  toward  accidental  ones.  The  pedigree  of  the  former 
seems  to  be  better  established  than  that  of  the  latter.  We  fbel  the 
^ame  instinctive  reverence  for  them  that  we  do  for  an  ancient  barony, 
which  has  kept  its  titles  unchanged  and  its  honor  untarnished  through 
a  long  succession  of  generations. 

In  this  age  of  hurry  and  excitement,  cripples  attract  unusual  at- 
tention, from  their  antagonism  to  the  prevailing  characteristics  of 
the  times.  This  also  wms  for  them  an  increased  respect  from  all 
who  look  below  the  surface  of  things.  They  form  a  conservative 
principle  in  society.  Calmly  but  steadily  do  they  oppose  their  slow 
motion  to  the  hurry  of  business.  They  are  ripples  in  life's  swifd- 
rushing  stream^  checking  its  impetuosity.  Their  maimed  limbs  are 
realities/  and  as  such  serve  to  ofl&et  the  falsities  of  a  life  where 
Kttle  else  is  real.  They  have  their  mission,  and  it  is  one  not  to  be 
despised ;  that  of  keeping  us  constantly  reminded  that  adversity 
may  one  day  take  any  of  us  by  the  hand,  lead  us  for  a  season  into 
Mb  dark  domain,  and  then  send  us  back  into  the  world  te  tell  our 
taperience  and  show  our  scars  to  old  associates. 

A  little  incident  occurred  the  other  day,  which,  as  having  some 
connection  with  this  subject,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  relate  here.  I 
ifas  riding  over  one  of  our  rail-roads  toward  Boston ;  and  as  we 
passed  through  the  outskirts  of  a  small  village,  I  noticed  an  ased 
cripple  seated  on  a  sloping  bank  near  the  rail-road  track,  watchrag, 
with  great  apparent  interest,  the  swift  motion  of  the  ears  as  they 
|>as8ed,  headed  by  their  panting  iron  horse,  which  seemed  tired  of 
ihe  stillness  of  green  fields,  and  eager  to  join  its  more  noisy  city 
mates.  The  cripple  had  laid  his  crutches  down  by  his  side ;  and 
although  he  was  a  poorly- dressed  man,  and  not  of  that  station  in 
life  from  which  we  are  apt  to  expect  more  than  common-place 
bought,  still  it  was  evident  to  me  that  both  memory  and  fency  were 
busily  at  work  in  that  old  man's  brain.  What  would  I  not  give  16 
know  his  thoughts,  as  that  mighty  contrast  to  all  his  past  and  present 
life  swept  by  him  on  the  lightning  win^  of  modem  hfventkm !  Hn 
lameness  was  evidently  cirased  bf  accident^  andyeartf  igo^iflieii'd 
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boy»  he  was  doubtless  as  active,  as  any  of  his  playmates.  But  there 
were  no  rail-roads  then.  Men  had  not  then  dreamed  of  the  won- 
der-working power  of  steam ;  how  that  in  a  few  years  that  great 
agency  was  to  wake  up  the  drowsy  world,  and  give  a  new  impetus 
to  all  civilized  life.  As  he  grew  older,  and  the  march  of  improve- 
ment began  to  tramp  along  with  hastier  steps,  a  strong  grasp  was 
laid  upon  him,  and  an  unwelcome  voice  called  to  him  to  stand  aside 
and  let  the  procession  pass.  He  might  gaze  at  them  as  they  went 
by,  but  his  step  had  become  too  slow  and  feeble  to  keep  pace  with 
them.  And  thus  this  great  drama  of  life  was  being  enacted  before 
his  eyes,  while  he  sat  a  passive  spectator,  gazing  in  deep  meditation 
upon  the  shifting  scenes.  At  times  he  had  vainly  essayed  to  join  the 
crowd,  and  bury  the  remembrance  of  his  cares  beneath  the  troubled 
waters  that  heaved  around  him.  He  had  clutched  at  the  skills  of 
the  passing  world,  but  had  been  rudely  shaken  off;  for  his  part  was 
not  to  do,  but  to  *  suffer  and  be  strong.'  Slowly  and  painfully  had 
be  leaiiied  this  lesson,  and  the  study  had  not  beten  lost.  It  had 
nerved  him  to  bear  up,  with  cheerful  heart,  whatever  burthen  might 
fall  to  his  share,  and  the  world,  when  it  ceased  to  sneer,  had  learned 
to  reapect  him. 

What  that  man  has  suffered  can  only  be  known  by  those  who 
have  shared  with  him  this  imprisonment  of  the  bodily  powers,  this 
blighting  of  life's  first-fi-uits.  O,  ye  of  the  sound  limb  and  robust 
frame  !  little  can  you  appreciate,  even  in  fancy,  the  feelings  which 
such  terrible  desertion  of  manly  energy  must  cause  in  a  hopeful, 
vigorous  mind  !  With  the  rough  pathway  of  life  stretching  far  be- 
fore him  ;  deprived  at  one  blow  of  the  strength  which  might  have 
aided  him  to  bear  up  firmly  against  misfortune  and  danger ;  old 
friends  fleeing  at  the  first  sign  of  trouble ;  if  he  yet  can  finish  his 
earthly  career  triumphantly,  he  must  be  formed  of  no  ordinary 
mould.  To  place  every  vain  regret  for  the  faded  hopes  of  youth, 
the  first  heartless  indifference  or  thoughtless  sneer  of  a  gaping 
world,  the  grim  phantom  or  more  dreadful  reality  of  want,  which 
always  haunts  the  unfortunate,  in  the  scale  of  human  destiny,  and 
have  a  noble  nature  outweigh  them  all,  this  demands  the  truest 
heroism.  It  is  the  fiery  ordeal  through  which  he  must  pass  who 
stumbles  in  the  march  of  life.  Nothing  but  a  real  unflinching  soul 
can  bear  him  bravely  through  it ;  and  if  he  conquers,  it  is  a  victory 
worthy  to  be  inscribed  in  letters  of  gold  on  his  after  life,  and  he 
may  well  be  ranked  among  the  nobility  of  the  human  race. 

Thinking  of  this  class  of  our  fellow-beings,  brings  thoughts  of 
that  terrible  scourge  which  so  much  increases  their  number ;  and 
with  it  comes  an  involuntary  shudder  at  the  recollection  of  how 
much  misery  war  has  caused.  Almost  every  year  this  terrible  de- 
stroyer sweeps  over  some  fair  land,  blighting  all  that  is  lovely,  and 
leaving  only  blackened  ruins  as  traces  of  its  mad  career.  Would 
that  the  sight  of  those  shattered  remnants  of  humanity  who  have 
shared  so  largely  in  the  spoils  of  war  might  infuse  a  more  peaceable 
spirit  among  our  belligerent  statesmen  and  politicians  !  Until  that 
desirable  time  shall  come,  let  us  gather  from  this  mass  of  evil  what 
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grains  of  good  we  may.  Let  us  profit  by  the  teaching  of  these  elo- 
quent ambassadors  whom  war  sends  out  into  the  world,  halt  and 
maimed,  but  bearing  always  a  gospel  of  patience  and  endurance  to 
men. 

What  a  perpetual  reminder  the  lame  man  carries  about  him !  He 
needs  no  lectures  on  humility.  That  lame  leg  is  worth  to  him  more 
than  a  whole  barrel  of  sermons.  His  crutcn  is  a  monitor  whose 
teachings,  although  inaudible  to  others,  sound  loudly  in  his  ears ;  a 
constant  warning  to  him  to  beware  of  pride.  It  teaches  him  also 
a  just  regard  for  others'  feelings,  for  it  shows  him  that  he  too  is 
mortal.  Our  pity  is  awakened  at  the  first  sight  of  a  cripple,  but 
on  farther  reflection  we  are  half  inclined  to  envy  him.  How  easily 
and  naturally  his  hobble-foot  pushes  its  way  through  the  flimsy 
web  of  custom  !  To  him  fashions  and  customs  are  mere  toys ; 
play-things  with  which  the  children  of  men  amuse  themselves  upon 
the  green  earth.  He  can  aflbrd  to  dispense  with  them  all.  He  has 
no  personal  charms  to  display!  Fashion  and  he  have  long  since 
ceased  to  exchange  goods.  She  cannot  add  a  new  grace  to  him, 
and  he  would  only  mar  the  splendor  of  her  train.  He  is  a  lone 
man  ;  independent,  original.  His  actions  spring  from  himself,  and 
are  governed  by  a  law  of  his  own  being.  He  pleases  himself;  and 
no  one  whose  good  opinion  is  worth  having  can  fail  to  be  pleased 
with  him.  He  is  respected  by  all ;  his  lameness  is  a  badge  of  au- 
thority. The  beauty  and  strength  that  once  resided  in  his  withered 
limbs  have  retired  into  his  mind,  as  fallen  autumn  leaves  impart 
their  richness  to  the  soil  from  which  they  sprung.  Hence  his  su- 
periority is  not  merely  admissive  ;  it  is  real.  His  great  soul  sits  in 
the  ruined  temple  of  his  body,  as  you  may  imagine  Marius  seated 
amidst  the  ruins  of  Carthage. 


Iftwmrk,  iV«o.,  184«. 


FADING      autumn:      A      SONNET. 


BT   MRS.    B.  O.  XntlTBT. 


Th'  aatamnal  gioriM  all  have  paned  away ! 

The  forest-leavee  no  more  in  hectic  red 
Give  glowing  tokens  of  their  brief  decay. 

But  scattered  lie,  or  mstle  'neath  the  tread, 

like  whispered  warnings  from  the  moaldering  dead  ; 
The  nuked  trees  stretch  oat  their  arms  all  day. 

And  each  bald  hill-top  lifts  its  reverend  head 
As  if  for  some  new  covering  to  pray. 

Come,  Winter,  then,  and  spread  thy  robe  of  white 
Above  the  desolation  of  this  scene ; 

And  when  the  sun  with  gems  shall  make  it  bri|^» 
Or,  when  its  snowy  folds  by  midnight's  queen 

Are  silvered  o'er  with  a  serener  .Iiffht» 
We  11  cease  to  sigh  fbr  •ommer't  Ihrnif  giMii. 
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B    A    I.    L    A    D 


JACK        RINGnoLT. 


Iir     J.M1K8     KEllMARD,    JR. 


Jack  Ringbolt  lay  atthe'Seaman'sHome, 

And  sorely  grieved  was  he» 
Lest  he  should  end  upon  the  land 

A  liCe  spent  on  the  sea. 

He  was  born  upon  the  ocean, 

And  with  her  dying  groan 
His  mother  gave  him  being, 

Then  left  him  all  alone. 

Alone  upon  the  desert  sea ! 
•  With  not  a  femaI6  hand 
To  nourish  him  and  cherish  him, 
Like  infants  on  the  land ! 

The  storm-king  held  a  festival  i 

Upon  the  deep  that  night ; 
His  voice  was  thundering  overhead, 

His  eye  was  flashing  bright : 

The  billows  tossed  their  caps  aloft,  | 

And  shouted  in  their  glee  ;  I 

Bat  oh  !  it  was  for  mortal  men  I 

An  awful  night  to  see !  j 

Among  the  shrouds  and  spars  aloft  : 

A  host  of  fiends  were  shrieking  ; 

And  the  pump-brake*s  dismal  clank  on 
Told  that  the  ship  was  leaking,    [deck  ' 

The  ship  was  lying  to  the  wind, 

Her  helm  was  lashed  a-lee  ;  j 

And  at  every  mighty  roller 
She  was  boarded  by  a  sea. 

The  doom-struck  vessel  trembled, 
As  the  waves  swept  o'er  her  deck ; 

She  rolled  among  the  billows, 
An  unmanageable  wreck. 


'  He  shall  not  perish  here  alone. 

Upon  the  ocean  wild  ! 
But  only  God  can  nourish  him. 

The  nfiotherlees  young  child  1* 

But  all  in  vain  his  kindness. 
Had  they  not,  at  break  of  day, 

Glad  sight !  beheld  before  them 
A  vessel  on  her  way. 

They  were  rescued,  and  on  board  her, 
As  the  passengers  drew  round, 

In  woman's  arms  the  orphan  boy 
The  needed  succor  found. 

He  lived  ;  but  to  his  immost  soul 
His  birth -night  gave  its  tone  ; 

The  spirits  of  the  stormy  deep 
Had  marked  him  for  their  own. 

He  lived,  and  grew  to  manhood 

Amid  the  ocean's  roar  ; 
His  heaven  was  on  the  surging  lea. 

His  hell  was  on  the  shore ! 


He  joyed  amid  the  tempest, 

When  spars  and  sails  were  riven  ; 

And  when  the  din  of  battle  drowncid 
The  artillery  of  heaven. 

He  often  breathed  a  homely  prayer, 
That  when  life's  cruise  was  o'er, 

His  battered  hulk  might  sink  at  sea, 
A  thousand  miles  from  shore. 

And  now,  to  lie  up  high  and  dry, 

A  wreck  upon  the  sand ! 
To  leave  his  weary  bones  at  last 

Upon  the  hated  land  I 


To  their  boats  they  took  for  safety. 
The  captain  and  his  men  ; 

And  the  helpless  new-bom  infant 
Was  not  forgotten  then. 


The  thought  was  worse  than  death  to  hun. 

It  shook  his  noble  soul ; 
Strange  sight !  adown  his  hollow  cheek 

A  tear  was  seen  to  roll. 


A  rough,  hard-featured  countenance 
The  storm-tossed  captain  wore ; 

Pat  his  heart,  lor  tender  innocence. 
With  love  was  flowing  o*er. 


Could  I  but  float  my  bark  once  more, 

T*  would  be  a  joy  to  me, 
Amid  the  howling  tempest 

To  sink  into  the  sea! 
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Then  turning  to  the  window,  | 

He  gazed  into  the  sky ;  I 

The  scud  was  flying  overhead, 

The  gale  was  piping  high :  { 

And  in  the  fitful  pauses 

Was  heard  old  Ocean's  roar, 
As  in  yain  his  marshalled  forces 

Rushed  foaming  on  the  shore. 

Look  now !  his  cheek  is  flushing, 

And  a  light  is  in  his  eye ; 
<  Throw  up  the  window  !  let  me  hear 

That  voice  before  I  die  ! 

•  They  *re  hailing  me,  the  crested  waves, 

A  brave  and  countless  band, 
As  rank  on  rank,  to  rescue  me, 
They  leap  upon  the  land  ! 

'  T  is  all  in  vain,  bold  comrades ! 

And  yet,  and  yet  so  near ! 
Ye  are  Ifit  one  short  league  away  — 

Good  God  !  must  I  die  here ! 

«No !  the  ship  that  brought  me  hither 

Is  at  the  pier-head  lying, 
And  ere  to-morrow  night  she  *ll  be 

Before  a  norther  flying. 

*  Now  bless  ye,  brother  sailors  2 

If  ye  grant  my  wisb,'  he  cried  ; 

'But  curse  ye !  if *  He  spake  no  more, 

Fell  back,  and  gasping,  died. 

PABT    SECOND. 

Tbst  sewed  him  in  his  hammock 
With  a  forty -two  pound  shot 

Beneath  his  feet,  to  sink  him 
Into  some  ocean  grot. 

Adown  the  swiil  Piscataqua 
They  rowed  with  muffled  oar. 

And  out  upon  the  ocean, 
A  league  away  firom  shore. 

'T  was  at  the  hour  of  twilight, 

On  a  chill  November  day, 
When  on  their  gloomy  errand 

They  held  their  dreary  way. 

The  burial  service  over. 

He  was  launched  into  the  wave ; 
Now  rest  in  peace.  Jack  Ringbolt  ! 

Thou  hast  found  an  ocean-grave. 

Down  went  the  corpse  into  the  sea. 

As  though  it  were  of  lead ; 
Bat  it  sank  not  twenty  fathoms. 

Ere  it  touched  the  ocean's  bed. 


Then  np  it  shot,  And  floated 

Half-length  abore  the  tidt ; 
A  lurid  flame  played  vouiid  the  hMMl» 

The  canvass  opened  wide. 

No  motion  of  the  livid  lips 

Or  ghastly  face  was  seen ; 
But  a  holtow  voiee  thrilled  tbxo'  thflir  ««is, 

*  Quarter  le«  ninetaen  f 

Then  eastward  sped  the  awfhl  dead. 

While  o'er  the  darkened  sea 
Upon  the  billows  rose  tod  fell  * 

The  corpse-light  fitfully. 

They  gazed  in  fearful  wondermcftit. 
Their  hearts  with  horror  rife ; 

Then,  panic-etricken,  seized  their  oars, 
And  rowed  as  if  for  life. 

Their  eyes  were  fixed  with  stony  stare 

Upon  the  spectral  light ; 
They  rowed  Uke  corpses  galvanized  — 

So  silent  and  so  white. 

They  darted  by  <  The  Sisten  ;* 

They  went  rushing  past  'Whale's  Baek ;' 
With  tireless  arms  they  forced  the  boat 

Along  her  foamy  track : 

Bnt  not  a  single  Aice  was  flashed, 
Not  one  long  breath  they  drew, 

Until  Fort  Ckmstitotloa 
Hid  the  ocean  firom  their  view. 


PART    THIRD. 

'T  WAS  midniffht  on  mid-ooeam 

The  winds  forgot  to  blow ; 
The  cloads  hong  pitchy  bladk  above, 

The  sea  rolled  Uaok  below j 
On  thequarter-deek  of  the  *  QVmimwf 

The  mate  paced  to  and  frot 


There  was  no  soond  npon  the  deepr 
To  wake  the  slnmbering  galeae 

But  the  creaking  of  the  swaying 
The  flapping  5t  the  sails, 

As  the  vessel  climbed  the  ocean's  hilk 
OrsankfaitoitSTalesL 


The  mate  looked  crer  the  staiboaidiail. 

And  saw  a  light  abeam ; 
The  lantern  of  a  ship,  mayhap, 

A  iaint  and  fliokcniig  gliM« : 
Was  it  beaminf  dsvn  on  Hie  < 

Or  did  thematc  bat  dmrn  7 
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A  phantom-ship  oa  a  breezeleae  night  i  It  broke  npon  the  Mtill  nigrht-air. 

To  tail  ten  knots  an  hour !  I       A  hoarM  sepulchral  soond : 

Now  on  the  beam,  now  quarteringr,  .    <  What  ship  is  that  T*     A  moment. 

Now  close  astern  it  bore :  And  the  mate  his  breath  has  feimd : 

All  silent  as  the  dead  it  moyed,  '  *  The  Glendoveer,  of  Portsmontb, 

A  light  —  and  nothing  more !  From  Cadiz,  homeward  bomid !' 

No  creaking  block,  no  mmbling  rope  A  livid  glare,  a  ghastly  face, 

Was  heani,  nor  shivering  sail ;  .   A  voice  —  and  all  was  o*er ; 

But  luffing  on  the  larboard  beam,  *  Report  Jack  Ringbolt,  sunk  at  sea, 

A  voice  was  heard  to  hail,  A  thousand  miles  from  shore !' 

That  made  the  hearts  of  the  Glendoveer     Silence  and  Darkness  on  the  deep 

Within  their  bosoms  quail.  Resumed  their  sway  onoe  more. 

P»rtra«Ha,  If.  H. 


A     BULL-  FIGHT     IN      PERU. 


I-T      JOHX 


During  my  residence  in  Lima,  in  Peru,  I  once  became  a  witness 
of  one  of  those  sporting  and  novel  exhibitions,  so  common  in  all 
Spanish  countries,  called  a  Bull-Fight.  This  was  in  the  summer 
of  1845  \  and  such  a  spectacle,  to  those  unaccustomed  to  such  scenes, 
was  peculiarly  appalhng.  The  deeply-agitating  sight  had  certainly 
enough  of  the  horrid  in  it  to  satisfy  the  sensitive  mind  for  a  life-time. 
For  one,  I  can  never  have  sufficient  curiosity  for  its  repetition.  The 
performance,  it  is  true,  was  full  of  excitement.  This  very  naturaDy 
arose  from  the  great  national  importance  that  seemed  to  be  attached 
to  it  on  this  occasion,  and  from  the  uncommon  display  with  which 
it  was  attended.  It  was  made  doubly  interesting  from  the  fact  diat 
it  was  given  in  honor  of  the  recent  elevation  of  General  Castilla 
to  the  presidency  of  that  republic.  This  of  itself  threw  around  the 
grand  occasion  an  additional  interest.  All  seemed  to  anticipate  its 
coming  with  deep  emotion.  Every  countenance  lightened  up  at  its 
approach.  The  public  offices  were  early  put  in  order  for  the  great 
festival ;  mass  was  said  in  all  the  churches ;  and  the  bells  chimed  a 
rapturous  welcome.  At  sun-rise  the  broad  banner  of  Peru  was 
streaming  from  the  palace  balcony,  and  the  flags  of  every  nation 
holding  any  commercial  relations  with  the  republic  floated  over  the 
official  departments  of  all  the  foreign  diplomatists  throughout  the 
city. 

Three  o'clock  p.  m.  was  the  hour  of  exhibition.  All  the  stores 
and  shops  were  closed.  The  day  opened  brightly  and  finely,  and 
the  dank  morning  dews  had  scarcely  been  borne  away  by  a  brilliant 
and  scorching  sun,  before  the  streets  were  thronged  with  a  bustling 
populace,  impatient  for  the  opening  scene.  A  few  hours  in  advance 
of  the  time  a  thronging  procession  paraded  the  streets,  composed 
of  all  sorts  of  people,  of  all  conditions  and  hues,  grades  and  colore, 
from  the  lusty  donkey-driver  of  the  mountains  up  to  the  rich  and 
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polished  Castilian  blood,  in  his  epaulettes  and  buttons,  robes  and 
lace.  These,  under  full  escort,  were  perambulating  the  city  at  an 
early  hour.  Thrilling  music,  the  proud  boast  of  Peru,  save  a  spi- 
rit-stirring movement  to  the  national  guards,  on  prancmg  steeds, 
and  the  arums  and  equipments  of  the  day  were  all  splendid  and 
gorgeous.  Here  the  embroidered  body>dress  of  the  victim  of  the 
slaughter  was  paraded,  and  here  too,  amid  sparkling  brocades  and 
glittering  pearls,  the  keen-edged  instruments  of  death  were  dis- 
played with  which  the  chivalrous  knights  of  the  ring  were  to  show 
off  their  adroitness  and  skill  in  the  impending  fight. 

Accepting  of  the  polite  invitation  of  that  accomplished  Spanish 
statesman,  General  Hocafubrte,  then  sojourning  in  Lima,  to  take 
a  seat  in  his  calisa,  we  arrived  before  the  openinff  g£  the  main  scene 
of  the  day.  To  the  gentleman  thus  accompanying  me  I  had  been 
under  many  obligations  while  in  Peru.  He  w€ts  one  of  the  great 
men  of  South  America ;  was  the  early  friend  and  companion  of 
Simon  Bolivar  in  his  noble  struggle  for  the  freedom  of  Cfolumbia ; 
was  subsequently  minister  from  Mexico  to  England,  and  for  many 
years  president  of  the  republic  of  Equator.  In  his  society  I  had 
many  advantages,  in  obtaining  a  knowledge  of  the  country,  its  re- 
sources, customs,  manners  and  habits  ;  and  I  tried  to  profit  by  his 
learning  and  intelligence.  As  we  approached  the  Plaza  del  Acho 
a  cloud  of  people  thronged  the  way.  Each  side  of  the  street  wba 
literally  lined  with  small  dealers  in  drinks  and  sweet-meats,  and 
most  bountifully  supplied  with  huge  goblets  of  Chin^a  and  the 
&mous  *  Nectar  of  Feru.'  Hilarity  and  joy  were  the  watch-words 
of  the  hour.  All  was  life  and  gayety.  Dashing*  bloods  flew  by  us 
like  the  wind,  and  Peruvian  belles,  beautifully  attired,  and  languish- 
ish  beneath  glittering  diamonds  and  costly  decorations,  were  all 
rushing  forward  with  impetuosity  to  the  grand  amphitheatre.  Wllat 
a  holiday  for  the  South  American  Spaniard !  But  I  f^lt  little  of 
its  inspiration,  and  had  no  foretaste  of  the  approaching  fesdvity. 

Crossing  the  main  bridge  leading  over  the  river  Rimac,  and  ar- 
riving early  at  the  Plaza,  nearly  a  mile  distant,  we  were  allowed 
leisure  for  a  hasty  glance  at  the  different  apartments  and  decora- 
tions. Ascending  a  narrow  stair-way  to  the  principal  tier  of  boxes, 
we  halted  for  a  moment  to  take  a  look  at  the  animals.  They  were 
in  an  adjoining  pen,  just  back  of  the  prefect's  station.  Here  six- 
teen beautiful  specimens  of  South  American  growth  were  huddled 
together.  They  appeared  to  be  almost  another  race  from  oiir  Eng- 
lish and  North- American  breeds.  They  were  tall  and  slender,  widi 
long  projecting  horns,  but  of  fine  shape  and  color,  and  of  remark- 
able agility  and  sprightliness.  One  at  a  time  they  were  to  be 
pushed  into  the  conflict  awaiting  them. 

Passing  rapidly  around,  I  readily  saw  that  the  principal  structure 
composing  this  vast  amphitheatre  was  a  shammv-built  concern,  rude 
and  rough,  except  perhaps  the  gallery  of  the  president,  which 
seemed  to  be  hung  with  ribbands  and  roses,  flowerB  and  festoons. 
The  great  circle  is  about  four  hundred  feet  in  diameter,  and  is  said 
to  be  of  sufiicient  capacity  to  contain  twentj  thooMiid  people;   The 
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outer  barrier  is  about  seven  feet  high.  Eight  inner  rows  of  benches, 
one  above  another,  stretch  around  the  arena.  From  the  immense 
size  of  this  edifice,  and  the  ground  it  encloses,  particularly  if  there 
be  any  correctness  in  the  estimate  of  its  capacity  for  the  public  ac- 
commodation, there  must  have  been  at  least  eighteen  thousand  peo- 
ple present.  Every  avenue  was  filled ;  not  a  vacant  space  was  to 
be  seen. 

Quietly  dropping  into  our  seats,  I  supposed  the  first  fight  was 
about  to  come  off;  but  a  queer  caper,  called  'the  Dance  of  the 
Handkerchief,'  was  then  performing.  This  was  a  real  '  darkey" 
affair,  black  as  South-Africa,  and  similarly  performed.  Such  a 
kick-up,  I  am  sure,  has  seldom  been  seen  this  side  of  Congo.  All 
sorts  of  pranks,  with  horrid  masks  and  contortions,  were  cut  up  in 
this  rough-and-tumble  mountaineer  fandango.  But  this  shining 
prelude  soon  passed  off.  An  evolution  or  two  from  a  platoon  of 
the  military  followed,  which  was  more  in  keeping  with  the  occasion. 
It  was  a  tasteful  performance  in  honor  of  the  president.  The  sound 
of  the  bugles  gave  out  the  orders ;  time  was  marked  with  great 
precision.  Every  movement  was  skilfiilly  executed,  and  with  such 
fidelity  and  faithfulness  as  would  have  done  credit  to  any  military 
school  in  Christendom.  On  marching  firom  the  ground.  President 
Castilla  found  himself  most  tastefully  complimented  by  seeing  his 
name  in  large  capital  letters  before  him,  lef):  by  the  military  in  their 
last  evolution ;  an  evidence  of  itself  of  the  consummate  perfection 
and  skill  of  the  Peruvian  soldiery,  and  of  the  national  attention 
paid  to  a  military  education  in  that  republic. 

The  grand  drama  of  the  day  was  now  about  to  open.  The  trum- 
pet sounded,  the  band  struck  up  a  national  air,  the  signal  flag  was 
hoisted,  and  the  excited  throng  were  all  in  a  blaze.  Near  the  centre 
stood  a  kind  of  safety-post,  to  become  the  resort  of  the  flying  vic- 
tim when  hotly  pursued.  It  was  of  simple  construction,  composed 
of  some  4ozen  or  more  posts  driven  mto  the  ground  just  wide 
enough  apart  to  admit  the  body  of  a  man,  and  to  give  him  an  ad- 
vantage over  his  antagonist.  The  insurgents  of  the  ring  were  often 
sheltered  here.  Contiguous  to  this  and  but  a  few  feet  from  it  was 
planted  the  kicking,  snapping  fire-image,  to  startle  and  annoy  the 
bull  in  his  furious  rounds.  When  all  was  in  readiness,  the  signal- 
rocket  whirled  through  the  air.  Bustle  and  confusion  reigned  for 
the  moment.  The  guards  were  all  stationed ;  ladies  flirted  their 
fans;  children  giggled  and  chattered;  plumes  waved;  diamonds 
glittered,  and  tens  of  thousands  of  bright  eyes  glistened  with  an 
intensity  that  nothing  but  a  scene  of  the  deepest  interest  could  have 
enkindled. 

Soon  a  'troop  of  six  horsemen  and  as  many  footmen,  bearing 
swords,  lances,  spears  and  flags  in  their  hands,  swept  into  the  ring, 
amid  the  cheers  of  the  multitude.  Bright  and  shining  armor  en- 
shrouded them.  In  a  moment  the  entrance-gate  flew  back,  and 
through  it  rushed  the  enraged  animal,  as  if  a  thousand  furies  had 
sent  him  ahead.  At  first  I  could  not  account  for  the  crazy  ferocit/ 
of  his  rapid  plunge  upon  his  foes.     M^  sympathies,  in  advance  had 
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been  all  on  his  side,  but  were  now  as  suddenly  reversed,  with  the 
natural  reflection,  that  if  this  was  the  way  he  was  disposed  to  poke 
his  curly  bull-head  after  human  flesh,  it  mattered  little  what  amount 
of  tribulation  and  suflering  he  might  be  doomed  to  endure;  but  a 
revulsion  just  as  speedily  came  over  me,  when  told  that  in  the  dark 
and  narrow  den  from  which  he  issued  he  had  been  purposely  cut 
and  gashed,  pricked  and  tortured,  to  enrage  him  for  uie  battle,  and 
that  the  enamelled  body-blanket  he  wore  upon  his  back  was  actu- 
ally fastened  there  by  being  sewed  through  his  hide ! 

A  chivalrous  horseman  received  the  first  attack.  They  flew 
around  the  arena,  the  bull  hanging  close  upon  the  horse's  flank, 
with  tremendous  spirit.  Others  came  soon  to  his  relief.  Crimson 
flags  were  now  flymg  in  all  directions ;  when,  dashing  suddenly  at 
one  of  these  provoking  symbols,  a  poor  footman  was  put  to  a  terri- 
ble chase,  and  came  near  paying  the  forfeit  of  his  prowess  upoii 
the  point  of  the  animal's  horns.  A  fatal  lance  had  already  struck 
the  bull  in  the  back,  and  he  writhed  with  agony  as  he  bouqded  after 
his  prey.  Here  the  red  flag  of  a  horseman  again'  attracted  his  fury, 
and  they  had  an  exciting  round  for  a  few  minutes,  the  horse  being 
finally  severely  gored  in  the  struggle,  and  the  scarlet  banner  borne 
triumphantly  away  upon  the  head  and  shoulders  of  the  bull,  amid 
the  thundering  applause  of  the  giddy  assembly.  Here,  too,  receiv- 
ing a  dreadful  plunge  from  a  short  sword,  he  soon  began  to  evince 
its  efiect.  Still  trotting  on,  however,  with  a  spirit  unquailing,  he  en- 
countered his  eager  pursuers  until  the  third  lance  brought  him  to 
his  knees,  when  he  was  soon  despatched. 

Four  beautiful  horses,  attached  to  a  pair  of  low  truck-wheels,  now 
pranced  into  the  arena,  to  which  the  head  of  the  fallen  victim  being 
made  fast,  the  body  flew  from  the  arena  through  the  great  gate  like 
a  whirlwind.  None  but  the  animal  fell  in  this  conflict  though  seve- 
ral had  pretty  narrow  escapes.  The  music  again  struck  up.  Hand- 
waiters  and  goblets,  loaded  with  a  profusion  of  sweetmeats  and 
drinks,  were  now  flying  all  around  us.  They  iseemed  to 'fill  up  the 
xbapsody  of  the  interlude,  which  was  but  short  The  drums  now 
agam  began  to  roll,  and  that  bright  ensign  of  the  occasion,  the 
blazing  sky-rocket,  foretold  that  the  second  scene  in  the  grand  drama 
of  the  day  was  about  to  open.  Impatience  had  already  began  to 
show  itself.  The  motions  of  the  turnkey  were  eagerly  watched. 
Refreshments  were  huddled  aside,  and  the  mock- warriors  were  all 
at  their  stations,  when  the  ferocious  animal,  rushing  wildlv  into  the 
ring,  soon  put  the  bravest  of  his  foes  to  flight.  A  bold  horseman 
ventured  at  length  to  give  him  battle,  but  he  soon  seemed  to  con- 
clude that '  discretion  was  the  better  part  of  valor.'  Pitching  first 
at  one  and  then  at  another,  all  were  soon  in  active  motion  around 
the  bull ;  but,  while  pressing  upon  his  victim  at  a  full  jump,  an  aged 
veteran  in  the  arena  plunged  nis  lance  full  half  its  lenffth  into  his 
body,  where  it  was  lefl  dangling.  For  this  intrepid  feat liandfuls  of 
money  were  showered  down  from  the  prefect's  gallery.  Bowing  in 
acknowledgment,  he  returned  to  the  attack  fbr  another  triumph, 
but  was  soon  foiled.    The  hand  of  one  more  fresh  and  Tigoroos' 
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bore  off  the  palm.  Hitting  the  bull  just  back  of  the  horns,  he  crip- 
pled and  fell.  The  next  moment  he  was  to  be  seen  at  the  heels  of 
the  prancing  steeds,  flying  rapidly  through  the  great  gate.  Again 
the  bugle  sounded,  the  band  played,  and  a  similar  round  of  hilarity 
mingled  among  the  throng. 

The  flaming  signal,  now  bursting  and  cracking  high  in  the  air, 
announced  that  the  third  combat  was  then  to  commence  ;  and  this 
proved  more  exciting  than  any  that  had  preceded  it.  It  was  most 
skilfully  contested  on  both  sides.  The  bull,  though  less  furious  at 
the  outset,  was  more  desperate  in  the  final  encounter.  On  entering 
he  stood  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  survey  the  armor  of  his  enemy.  He 
was  a  noble-looliLing  fellow^  of  a  dark  chesnut  color,  with  lofty  horns 
and  fine  symmetry.  In  waiting  to  receive  him  stood  a  sturdy 
*  darkey,'  in  yellow  satin  pantaloons  and  blue  undress,  who  had  pre- 
viously cut  some  pretty  successful  pranks  with  the  short  sword. 
This  precious  representative  of  the  Banjo  race  was  so  complete  a 
specimen  of  the  real  African  tha^  I  imagine  it  might  have  puzzled 
the  most  acute  anatomist  in  Christendom  to  have  told  which  end  of 
his  foot  held  the  balance  of  power,  or  whether  he  did  not  first  put 
his  shoe  on  the  heel  and  draw  it  over  his  toes ;  but  he  was  brave  as 
Julius  CsBsar.  He  fairly  grinned  defiance  to  his  foe.  His  ivories 
glistened,  and  he  turned  up  the  white  of  his  eye  most  furiously. 
He  seemed  to  stand  so  much  upon  a  par  with  the  bull  in  every  in- 
tellectual quality,  that  like  the  loving  wife  when  her  husband  was  in 
close  hug  with  a  bear,  no  one  seemed  to  *  care  which  whipped.' 
He  flourished  the  red  flag  so  provokingly  around  and  over  his  head 
that  the  enraged  animal  could  stand  it  no  longer.  Plunging  sud- 
denly and  furiously  upon  him,  for  a  few  moments  the  victory  seemed 
uncertain,  and  the  excitement  was  intense;  but  Cuffee  repulsed 
every  plunge  with  great  dexterity  and  success  ;  when,  watching  his 
opportunity  and  making  a  sudden  and  rapid  dash  at  the  buU,  he 
planted  his  weapon  to  the  very  hilt  into  his  vitals.  The  plaudits 
now  fell  thick  and  heavy  around  him ;  but  the  bull  became  still 
more  restive  and  enraged.  The  demonstrations  of  his  fury  were 
now  rapid  and  terrible.  Flying  at  one  of  the  horsemen,  he  ran 
him  full  half  around  the  arena,  to  the  very  top  of  his  speed,  finally 
tQSsing  the  horse  upon  his  horns,  and  prostrating  the  rider.  Still 
hot  in  the  pursuit  of  the  retreating  foe,  though  bleeding  and  panting 
and  jumping  and  flouncing  on  his  crazy  course,  he  made  sad  havoc 
of  every  thing  that  came  in  his  way. 

In  this  terrible  paroxysm  of  rage  and  agony,  and  when  bounding 
and  bellowing  around  the  arena,  he  pitched  wildly  and  madly  at 
one  of  the  flag-men  on  foot,  who  at  first  repulsed  his  attack  with 
sword  and  scarlet.  Soon  finding  however  from  the  desperation  of 
the  onset  that  he  must  fall  or  fly,  he  turned  heel  to  run  ;  but  so  close 
was  the  pursuit  of  the  bull  that  all  saw  the  fate  of  the  poor  fellow 
to  be  inevitable.  There  seemed  no  possible  chance  of  escape.  At 
every  jump  the  bull  was  gaining.  Loud  huzzas  for  the  bull  in  the 
Spanish  tongue  now  resounded  from  every  quarter.  Close  upon 
his  victim,  screams  and  screeches  reechoed  from  every  side.    *  There, 
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he  gains !'  'See  !  he 's  upon  him !'  '  He  'a  killed  !'  '  He 's  gone  I* 
At  this  thrilling  moment,  amid  smoke  and  dust  and  blood  and  car- 
nage, the  heels  of  the  fated  roan  were  seen  flying  high  in  the  air. 
He  fell,  and  in  his  fall  the  rapid  grapple  of  the  ^nimal,  jumpioff 
with  wild  fury  upon  his  prostrate  antagonist,  was  most  fearful  and 
horrid.  The  audience  in  an  instant  were  mostly  upon  their  feet. 
The  vast  amphitheatre  was  now  one  promiscuous  scene  of  noise 
and  confusion;  some  shouting  and  rejoicing,  some  siffhing  and 
groaning,  and  every  eye  sparkling  with  deep  animation.  AH  thought 
the  fallen  matador  was  torn  to  atoms  ;  but  it  proved  otherwise.  He 
escaped  with  his  life.  The  red  flag  was  so  skilfully  hurled  in  the 
face  of  the  crazy  creature  at  this  fatal  moment,  that  in  plunging 
upon  it  he  floundered  over  his  prey,  who  at  the  instant,  dexterously 
jumping  to  his  feet,  was  speedily  hustled  off*  to  a  port  of  safety. 
The  activity  and  adroitness  of  this  fellow  was  miraculous.  When 
hotly  pursued  in  the  race,  and  perceiving  that  to  escape  would  be 
impossible,  he  so  expertly  turned  back  his  eye  upon  the  bull  as  to 
slide  directly  between  his  horns ;  and  to  this  sudden  dexterity  of 
his  he  owed  his  life.  Though  somewhat  lacerated  and  wounded  in 
the  encounter,  I  believe  he  was  soon  enabled  to  make  his  reappear- 
ance in  the  ring. 

The  bull  was  still  on  his  round  of  desolation  and  ruin.  Mad  and 
furious,  with  several  bloody  weapons  then  in  his  body,  and  swinging 
from  bis  sides,  he  bad  a  desperate  conflict  with  an  expert  horseman 
on  his  way,  from  whom  he  barely  escaped  with  a  terrible  gash  in  his 
side.  Still  plunging  on  with  increased  desperation,  he  dashed  wildly 
at  every  opposing  obstacle  that  met  him  in  his  course.  Bounding 
rapidly  at  the  fire-image  standing  in  the  centre  of  the  arena,  he  rat- 
tled it  high  upon  his  horns,  where,  roaring  and  blazing,,  and  crack- 
ing about  his  ears,  be  bellowed  and  foamed  and  kicked  his  way, 
throuQ^h  horse  and  foot,  lances  and  flags,  to  a  distant  part  of  the  cir- 
cle. Here,  streaming  in  blood,  with  the  gay  ribands  hanffing  in  tat- 
ters from  his  boms,  and  several  of  the  fatal  weapons  still  clinging 
to  his  body,  be  turned  to  behold  the  scene  of  havoc  that  had  marked 
his  progress.  The  noble  animal  seemed  to  look  defiance  in  the  very 
face  of  his  pursuers.  He  raised  high  his  head,  first  turning  to  one 
side  and  then  to  the  other ;  and  surely  never  could  a  victorious  war- 
rior fresh  from  the  battle-field  and  flushed  with  the  panoply  of  suc- 
cess, when  the  smoke  of  the  conflict  had  cleared  away  from  above 
the  wounded  and  the  fallen,  have  evinced  more  heart-felt  exultation 
or  composure.  Such  a  scene  would  indeed  have  been  worthy  of 
the  finest  touches  of  the  painter ;  but  worn  down  with  the  struggle, 
faint  and  weary,  the  red  gore  rolling  in  torrents  from  his  sides,  be 
soon  began  to  writhe  and  tremble  with  pain  and  weakness.  Per- 
ceiving this,  two  valiant  horsemen,  fresh  in  the  attack,  now  rushing 
rapidly  upon  him,  suddenly  brought  him  to  the  earth.  The  poor 
creature  thus  lacerated  and  torn,  cut  and  mangled,  soon  rolled  upon 
his  side  and  was  at  peace. 

I  looked  around  me  to  see  if  any  bosom  seemed  to  b&at  respon- 
sive to  my  own  over  a  scene  so  repulsive  and  horrid ;  but  I  found 
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all  was  joy  and  gladness  throughout  the  assembled  throng.  A 
group  of  Limanian  ladies,  sitting  directly  in  front  of  me,  and  whose 
excessive  transports  of  delight  I  had  before  witnessed,  appeared 
now  to  have  come  to  the  very  climax  of  their  joy  and  exultation. 
They  giggled  incessantly ;  and  while  coolly  and  inhumanly  recount- 
ing to  each  other,  in  their  own  favorite  Spanish,  the  various  rounds 
of  torture  and  cruelty  they  had  witnessed  in  the  fight,  seemed  to 
evince  little  of  that  refined  delicacy  of  feeling  sa  becoming  to  their 
sex.  But  this  heartless  specimen  of  inhumanity,  though  more  or 
less  common  to  all  such  exhibitions  in  South  America,  is  by  no 
means  universal  among  the  giddy  and  the  gay  of  Peru.  Honorable 
exceptions  there  are,  and  such  as  reflect  the  highest  credit  upon  fe- 
male society  throughout  that  hospitable  clime.  Close  by  my  side 
sat  an  elderly  Spanish  lady,  whom  I  subsequently  found  to  be  the  wife 
of  a  distinguished  merchant  of  the  city.  She  was  evidently  of  high 
Castillian  blood,  proud  of  her  ancestry  and  of  herself.  Disposed 
to  see  how  she  seemed  to  enjoy  so  bloody  a  tragedy,  I  watched  her 
emotions  with  some  attention ;  and  I  was  pleased  to  discover  that 
she  often  turned  her  eyes  from  the  brutal  conflict  with  disgust.  She 
seemed  to  shudder  at  the  shocking  picture  before  her,  though  it 
might  be  diflicult  perhaps,  upon  any  principle  of  enlightened  hu- 
manity, to  account  for  her  ever  having  become  the  willing  patron 
of  such  scenes  by  honoring  them  with  her  presence. 

Here  ended  the  third  scene.  The  usual  preliminaries  of  the  in- 
terlude then  followed.  These  over,  the  fourth  victim  of-  the  slau^- 
ter  came  boldly  galloping  into  the  arena,  loaded  with  dazzling  tes- 
toons,  and  sparkling  with  gold  lace  and  ribands.  But  he  made  a 
bad  start  of  it.  At  the  very  outset  he  was  unfortunate.  Encoun- 
tering a  more  desperate  and  skilful  adversary  than  any  of  his  prede- 
cessors, the  bloody  poniard  was  wielded  with  too  great  exactness 
and  success.  It  struck  him  between  the  horns,  when  on  his  first 
round,  and  he  sunk  beneath  the  blow.  Struggling  still  to  recover, 
the  spears  and  lances  and  short  swords  flew  thick  and  heavy  around 
him,  piercing  his  very  vitals,  until  the  blood  flowed  in  streams  from 
his  head  and  sides.  The  next  moment  his  body  was  to  be  seen 
whirling  swiflly  through  the  broad  gate ;  after  which,  with  little 
pause,  the  fiflh  scene  of  the  day  opened  before  us ;  and  this  proved 
the  most  shocking  of  them  all.  It  was  the  last  I  witnessed,  though 
not  the  last  of  the  exhibition.  The  preparations  which  were  making 
gave  evident  signs  of  what  was  to  follow.  The  many  thousands  of 
sparkling  eyes  around  me  sufficiently  attested  that  some  unusual 
specimen  of  torture  was  now  about  to  come  off*.  The  tragic  instru- 
ment for  the  intended  execution  was  here  brought  into  the  arena. 
It  was  a  sharp  two-edged  lance,  of  about  the  width  of  a  man's  hand, 
and  some  eighteen  inches  in  length.  This  was  firmly  fixed  into  a 
substantial  stafl*,  apparently  from  twelve  to  fourteen  feet  in  length, 
and  about  three  times  the  size  of  a  common  hay-fork.  The  end  of 
this  staff  was  planted  against  a  projecting  timber,  driven  into  the 
ground  some  thirty  feet  from  the  gateway.  It  was  to  be  manned, 
as  I  was  informed  at  the  time,  by  a  convict  from  some  of  the  prisons, 
who,  if  he  escaped  with  bis  life,  was  to  be  set  at  liberty. 
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In  a  moment,  flag  in  hand,  he  was  at  his  post  Crouching  low 
upon  one  knee,  and  so  resting  the  staff  upon  toe  other  as  if  to  catch 
the  bull  on  his  first  plunee  into  the  circle,  he  awaited  his  destiny. 
Every  feeling  heart  must  have  bled  over  the  dreadful  picture.  The 
bull  was  of  a  jet  black,  rather  a  fit  emblem  of  the  dark  deed  about 
to  be  committed  upon  his  body.  At  the  whirl  of  the  g^te,  he  dashed 
furiously  at  the  flag  of  the  convict.  The  lance  struck  him  in  the 
under  jaw,  tearing  it  most  shockingly,  and  passing  dir^tly  through 
the  skinny  part  of  the  neck,  projected  about  two  feet  above  his  heu. 
With  this  dragging  and  dangling  at  his  side,  he  still  pressed  rapidly 
upon  his  antagonists.  The  poor  convict,  though  completely  run  over 
and  prostrate,  was  so  little  mjured  that  he  was  enabled  to  scramble 
to  a  place  of  safety.  The  noisy  throug  now  cheered  on  the  bull. 
Openmg  the  bowels  of  one  horse,  and  tossing  another  against  the 
ballustrade,  he  was  making  tremendous  strides  around  ue  arena, 
when,  fatally  struck  by  a  matador  with  a  spear,  he  writhed,  quivered 
and  fell.  A  severe  lunge  from  a  short  sword  here  ended  his  career ; 
and  with  it  I  returned  from  a  performance  which,  in  spite  of  myself^ 
had  worked  up  all  my  better  feelings  to  an  intensity  of  excitement 
before  unknown ;  perfectly  willing  to  leave  all  such  exhibitions,  finr 
all  time  to  come,  to  those  who  could  look  upon  them  with  a  smile  of 
pleasure. 

Turning  from  a  scene  so  exciting  and  absorbing,  and  yet  so  repul- 
sive and  revolting,  we  hurried  away  to  the  city.  AU  there  was 
serene  and  peaceful  as  the  shades  of  night.  The  sun  still  cast  its 
last  departing  rays  over  the  distant  horizon.  Vesper  prayers  had 
not  yet  been  said  in  the  churches,  nor  had  the  solemn  toll  of  the 
church  bells,  in  chiming  the  symphonic  Catholic  oraeUm^  lifted  the 
hats  of  the  scattered  few  in  the  streets  in  silent  reverence  to  Gt»D 
and  Heaven.  Everything  above  us  and  around  us  seemed  to  pro- 
claim that  the  festive  day  was  nearly  closed,  and  that  the  awakening 
inspirations  of  the  hour,  thoueh  mmgled  with  butchery  and  blood, 
were  still  lefl  to  warm  the  affections  of  the  human  heart ;  to  dxmw 
the  curtain  of  forgetfulness  over  the  past,  and  to  shed  around  our 
path  the  halcyon  light  of  encouragement  and  hope  for  die  future. 


A     PICTURB     POB     TOUNO     PABSKT8, 


VKOM  'A  ri.z.c  oy  PAaAOOAT.' 


Oh  !  UiM  for  them  when  is  tb«t  inftwt  turn 
They  now  the  mifoldiiig  foenltiet  descry, 
And  fondly  gazing,  tnee — or  tfamk  they  tnev— ' 
The  fint  famt  n>ecalation  In  that  eye, 
Which  hitherto  hath  rolled  in  vacancy  i 
Oh !  bliH  in  that  aoft  coantenance  to  seek 
Some  mark  of  reoogmtkm,  and  eipy 
The  qniel  anile  which  ia  tba  JMnnwt  obsili 
Of  kindncM  and  of  kiad  in  oeiMioHBiss  dolh  spsdL ! 


oSJG  A   Welcame  to   IVhUer,  [December, 


WEI.    COBIK        TO        WINTER. 


J«T     J.     HOKilwrX.!-. 


Bruuibrs  to  Winter  I    Winter  wild  and  weird, 

FroBt-crowned  and  peerless !    To  his  jocand  laugh, 
And  frolic  eye,  and  long  white  flowing  beard, 

Let  us  with  right  good  will  oar  bumpers  quaff! 
O  why  should  pofts  paint  the  jovial  sage 

So  fiercely  grim,  and  not  his  beauties  sing  ? 
Why  call  him  blear-eyed,  crabbed,  curst  with  age, 

And  slander  thus  the  good  old  roystering  king  ? 


Not  80  do  we  behold  him.    Glowing  hearts 

Welcome  with  joy  their  ancient,  loving  friend. 
While  he  ungrudgingly  to  them  imparts 

Pleasures  that  multiply  withouten  end. 
Who  brings  delight,  to  wile  the  evenings  long  ? 

Who  drives  on  cares  that  pained  the  summer  time  ? 
Who  crowns  long  months  of  toil  with  mirth  and  song. 

But  brave  old  Winter  in  his  lusty  prime ! 


HariL  to  the  sleigh-bells  on  the  snow -piled  plain, 

Whose  witching  music  charms  the  frosty  air ; 
While  riant  voices,  Uke  a  gay  refrain, 

Tell  that  red  lips  and  sparkling  eyes  are  there. 
And  mark  yon  skater  on  the  ice-bound  stream  ; 

Such  magic  circles  spring  beneath  his  heel, 
And  such  his  dext'rous  feats,  we  almost  deem 

Some  trickify  Ari£L  rides  the  ringing  steel. 


And  thou,  O  Winter !  bringest  us  again 

Our  harvest  home,  Thanksgiving !  ^Vhen  dear  friends 
Cluster  once  more,  to  biud  anew  the  chain 

Of  fond  affection  ;  and  to  make  amends 
For  absence  past.     Hearts  long  have  yearned  to  meet. 

That  now,  beneath  the  patriarchal  roof. 
Find  in  a  blest  communion,  brief  but  sweet, 

Assurance  strong  that  love  is  absence-proof. 


I  love  hoar  Winter  for  the  boisterous  glee 

With  which  he  ministers  to  young  and  old : 
A  bounteous  gentleman  indeed  is  he, 

Who  comes  with  joys  and  blessings  manifold. 
He  lends  new  beauties  to  the  maidens  fair, 

That  they  the  mere  may  captivate  our  hearts, 
And  he  it  is,  not  Cupid,  that  shouldi  bear 

The  twanging  bow  and  the  resistless  darts. 
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Where  should  love's  home  be,  but  around  the  hearth, 

Where  great  fires  up  the  ample  chimney  roar? 
When  care  is  banished,  and  light-hearted  mirth 

Flingeth  broadcast  his  long-time  hoarded  store. 
Grandsire  and  sire,  all  garrulous  with  delight. 

Their  rugged  features  brightening  in  the  blaze, 
Grow  young  again,  and  fill  the  ear  of  night 

With  tales  and  legends  of  the  elder  days. 

Though  winds  may  rave,  and  the  wide  drifting  snow 

Give  to  the  shrouded  world  an  aspect  drear, 
'T  is  home's  triumphal  hour ;  and  the  rich  glow 

Of  rosy  love  beams  all  around  us  here. 
Hail !  to  brave  Winter !  honored  be  his  name ! 

The  bard,  delighted,  lingers  o*er  the  theme, 
Forgetful  of  Ambition,  Fortune,  Fame, 

While  Love,  heart-throned,  sits  here  apd  reigns  supreme. 


A     CHRONICLE     OF     OUR     NAVY. 


Br      NBD      nCNTI.IHK 


*  Bless  your  starry  top-lights,  youngster !  how  are  you  1  Where 
are  you  from  and  where  bound  to  ]  I  have  n't  seen  you  for  a  year 
o'  Sundays  !     You  look  pale,  boy  ;  are  you  under  the  weather  1' 

Thus  was  I  hailed  a  few  days  since,  while  passing  down  Broad- 
way. I  looked  up  and  my  glance  fell  upon  a  comitenance  as  fami- 
liar to  me  as  the  face  of  old  ocean.  I  saw  the  bright  eye,  ruddy 
cheek  and  weather-beaten  figure-head  of  my  gallant  old  com- 
mander, Captain  J.  M.  M  ,  and  felt  the  hearty  grasp  of  his 

warm  right  hand.  While  I  responded  to  his  congratulations  and 
inquiries,  Memory  overhauled  her  log-book.  Many  and  varied 
were  the  scenes  she  brought  to  view.  How  often  with  him  had  I 
stood  upon  *  the  peopled  deck,'  and  gazed  forth  upon  the  wild  ma- 
jesty of  the  war  of  elements ;  how  often  in  the  southern  ocean, 
when  the  winds  and  waves  seemed  all  asleep,  and  the  stars  above 
winked  at  the  stars  in  the  sea,  have  I  with  him  paced  the  quiet  deck 
and  talked  of  home,  our  native  land,  and  loved  ones  there;  how 
often  in  those  sweet  climes 

'  Where  the  flowers  ever  blossom,  the  beams  ever  shiue. 
Where  the  virgins  are  soft  hs  the  roses  they  twine. 
And  all  save  the  spirit  of  man  is  divine,' 

have  we  wandered  together,  joining  in  the  banquet  or  the  festive 
dance!  Times  of  pleasure  and  scenes  of  .peril  have  we  shared. 
We  have  faced  death  together.  Time  hath  dealt  gently  with  thee. 
Thou  art  still  the  same,  brave  and  generous  friend  of  my  lonely 
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youth ;  thy  step  is  still  firm ;  thy  grasp  strong,  thine  eye  as  bright 
now  as  when  it  first  looked  up  in  the  pride  of  young  ambition  upon 
the  stripes  and  states  in  the  robe  of  liberty. 

From  that  same  log  of  Memory,  reader,  accept  an  extract.  It  is 
a  chronicle  of  a  cruise  made  long  years  age  witn  Captain  M . 

We  were  lying  at  Norfolk  in  18  — ,  in  the  schooner  Porpoise ; 

Captain,  then  Lieutenant  M ,  commanding  her.     Orders  came 

to  us  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  from  the  Navy  Department  to  fit 
out  for  sea  without  delay,  and  to  make  sail  for  the  vicinity  of  the 
Cape  de  Verd  islands,  in  search  of  a  piratical  schooner  which  had 
captured  the  American  merchant  brig  Mexican,  robbed,  and  then 
set  her  on  fire.  One  of  the  crew  of  the  brig  had  concealed  himself 
in  the  hold  at  the  moment  when  the  pirates  boarded  her,  and  there 
remained  undiscovered  while  his  shipmates  were  all  murdered.  The 
pirates  stripped  the  vessel  of  every  thing  valuable  and  then  set  her 
on  fire,  returning  to  their  own  vessel  and  making  sail.  The  poor 
fellow  who  had  been  hidden  in  the  hold  soon  began  to  feel  the  in- 
creasing warmth  of  the  climate  below,  and  cautiously  crept  from  his 
hiding  place.  When  he  got  above  hatches,  he  found  the  forward 
part  of  the  vessel  entirely  enveloped  in  fiames,  which  were  running 
up  the  spars  and  rigging,  and  rapidly  extending  aft.  He  cast  one 
hurried  glance  upon  the  bloody  figures  of  the  crew,  then  shuddering 
as  he  passed  them,  rushed  to  the  jolly-boat  which  hung  at  the  stem 
davits.  It  was  the  work  of  only  a  moment  for  him  to  cast  loose  the 
davit-falls  and  lower  her  down  into  the  water.  Another  instant, 
without  food  or  water,  and  with  but  a  single  oar  he  was  alone  in  her 
on  the  broad  Atlantic.  With  his  single  oar  he  sculled  his  boat  clear 
of  the  burning  brig.     Fortunately  he  was  not  discovered  by  the 

E irate,  who  was  crowding  sail  in  an  opposite  direction.  As  soon  as 
e  was  clear  of  the  brig,  poor  Jack  sat  down  and  watched  mast  after 
mast  fall  hissing  into  the  water ;  he  fancied  that  he  saw  the  crisped 
and  burning  bodies  of  his  dead  comrades  dance  around  the  flaming 
deck  ;  he  saw  the  red  fire  eat  the  noble  hull  of  his  vessel  down  to 
the  water's  edge,  until  it  was  nothing  but  a  black  and  shapeless  mass, 
and  then  it  vanished  from  his  sight. 

For  three  long  days  that  poor  fellow  drifted  to  and  fro  upon  the 
waters.  Hope  had  nearly  deserted  him  ;  he  began  to  feel  the  intol- 
erable fever  of  thirst,  when  his  wandering  glance  fell  upon  a  speck 
in  the  horizon.  At  first  he  thought  it  a  cloud,  but  soon  he  knew  it 
to  be  a  sail.  Her  course  happily  lay  athwart  his  track,  and  his  shirt 
hoisted  upon  the  oar  attracted  the  observation  of  her  crew.  He 
was  taken  on  board.  She  proved  to  be  an  American,  homeward 
bound,  where  she  amved  safely.  Poor  Jack's  story  was  told  to  the 
proper  authorities,  and  he  was  sent  in  person  on  board  of  our  craft, 
to  aid  in  recognising  the  pirate,  should  we  fall  in  with  her. 

We  sailed  in  seven  hours  after  our  orders  arrived,  and  after  a 
quick  but  very  rough  passage,  wherein  our  craft  proved  herself  as 
wet  as  the  fish  which  she  was  named  after,  we  arrived  at  Porto 
Grande  in  the  island  of  St.  Vincents.  Here  we  watered  ship  and 
then  stood  out  to  sea  on  our  cruise  after  the  buccaneer. 
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On  the  third  day  out,  when  we  were  not  far  from  Brava,  we  dis- 
covered a  sail  on  our  weather-bow.  She  was  a  fore-and-afi  schooner, 
very  rakish,  and  seemed  to  be  running  free,  heading  down  toward 
us.  The  vessel  which  took  the  Mexican  was  a  fore-topsail  schooner ; 
and  this  a  fore-and-after,  but  we  knew  how  easy  it  Was  to  send  down 
square  yards  and  change  a  two-masted  rig,  and  accordingly  hauled 
our  course  for  the  stranger,  hoisting  Portuguese  colors  at  our  peak, 
shutting  in  our  ports  and  showing  very  few  men  about  decks*  so  as 
to  try  and  disguise  our  schooner  until  she  was  in  gun-shot. 

As  the  stranger  neared  us,  our  suspicions  became  more  and  more 
excited.  Our  schooner  was  cleared  for  action.  Through  the  glass, 
the  strange  sail  showed  a  long  hull,  painted  black,  with  the  muzzles 
of  eight  ffuns  on  a  side,  run  out,  her  spars  were  taunt  and  very  heavy, 
and  her  deck  was  full  of  men.  The  survivor  of  the  brig,  as  soon  as 
he  saw  her  figure  head,  (a  Turk  with  a  ereen  tui'ban)  pronounced 
her  the  same  vessel  which  had  captured  me  Mexican. 

She  was  now  within  a  mile  ana-a-half  of  us,  rapidly  coming  inta 
range,  and  we  all  felt  that  a  fierce  and  bloody  struggle  was  at  hand. 
Our  arms  were  in  hand,  the  decks  sanded  down,  the  port  fires  alight ; 
all  was  ready,  the  crew  burning  with  impatience,  our  brave  skipper 
walking  up  and  down  the  quarter-deck,  calm  and  thoughtful,  imt 
firm  as  the  bright  sword  in  his  hand. 

Suddenly  there  seemed  to  be  a  strange  commotion  on  board  the 
stranger ;  she  flattened  in  her  sheets  and  hauled  on  a  wind,  heading 
in  for  the  islands.  She  had  evidently  discovered  our  character. 
We  had  been  standing  on  under  short  sail,  more  completely  to  deceive 
her,  but  now  we  saw  that  it  was  time  to  crowd  canvass,  for  the  build 
of  the  stranger  denoted  a  speed  which  even  our  fancy  clipper  might 
fail  to  exceed. 

*  Alofl,  topmen  !'  shouted  Lieut.  M  '■  ■  ,  •  lay  aloft  and  loose  top- 
gallant sails !  Another  pull  on  the  lee-braces ;  haul  out  the  bow- 
lin's  ;  keep  her  full  and  by,  quarter-master !  Itun  out  the  guns  t 
Tell  Mr.  Meade  to  try  a  shot  with  the  long  eighteen  forward,  and 
heave  it  across  that  rascaVs  fore-foot !' 

The  gun  was  fired  and  the  shot  fell  but  a  little  short  The  schooner 
fired  a  weather  gun  in  defiance,  and  then  out  from  each  mast-head 
floated  the  red  flag.  She  had  cast  away  deception  and  evidendv 
depended  upon  her  speed  to  escape  us.  We  soon  saw  men  at  work 
in  her  rigging,  and  in  an  inconceivably  short  space  of  time  sh6  had 
yards  crossed  and  a  top-sail  and  top-gallant-sailset.  On  the  first  start 
we  seemed  to  gain  upon  her,  but  as  she  made  uiate  sail,  she  etidently 
put  the  boot  on  the  other  leg. 

'  Mr.  Meade,  we  must  cripple  that  craft  in  her  spars  or  she  'II  get 
away,'  said  the  lieutenant  to  our  little  first  lutf,  than  whom  not  a 
nobler  fellow  ever  trod  a  plank. 

'  ni  try  her.  Sir  !'  was  the  reply,  *  but  it's  a  long  range  fof  us^ 
and  we  pitch  so  in  this  infernal  head-sea  that  it  ^II  1^  mote  a  mat* 
ter  of  chance  than  skill !' 

The  young  officer  carefully  levelled  the  long  gun,  and  after  a 
moment's  steady  sighting  applied  thematdL    As  rae  smoke  clesfad 
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up,  a  l^uge  rent  could  be  seen  in  tbe  main-sail  of  tbe  schooner. 
This  proved  her  still  to  be  within  range,  and  we  felt  sure  of  her. 
The  wind  was  very  fresh,  and  we  were  both  on  the  same  tack, 
heading  in  for  some  high  rocky  islands  that  lay  a  little  to  windward 
of  Brava.     Three  more  shots  were  fired  unsuccessfully  at  the  pirate. 

*  We  '11  try  a  broadside,*  said  our  commander.  *  Stand  by  the 
starboard  guns !  Quartermaster,  luff  her  up  in  the  wind  !  Ready, 
fore-and-aft!     With  the  weather-roll — fireV 

For  a  moment  our  little  craft  quivered  under  the  heavy  discharge, 
and  then  as  the  cloud  of  smoke  lifted  and  lefl  a  clear  view  of  me 
enemy,  our  crew  raised  a  cheer,  such  as  none  but  American  sailors 
can  give  in  the  hour  of  victory.  Both  top-masts  of  the  pirate  had 
gone  by  the  board  ;  her  crew  were  aloft  trying  to  clear  the  wreck. 

*  No  more  firing!'  cried  Lieut.  M ;  'we've  got  her  now! 

there  's  no  need  of  wasting  Uncle  Sam's  powder.'  , 

Scarcely  were  the  words  out  of  his  lips  before  we  saw  the  bows 
of  the  pirate  fall  off  before  the  wind ;  then  her  broadside  ranged 
fiill  upon  us,  and  as  we  saw  the  ^moko  from  her  guns,  crash !  whiz ! 
rattling  through  our  spars  and  rigging  came  the  iron  hail.  For  a 
moment  we  scarcely  knew  where  we  were.  The  pirate  had  fiilly 
returned  our  compliment.  He  had  literally  riddled  ohr  sails ;  our 
fore -yard  was  gone  in  the  slings  ;  the  main -top-mast  shot  off  close 
down  to  the  fid;  the  jib-stay  shot  away,  and  three  or  four  of  his 
•  shot  were  sticking  in  the  hull,  leaving  room  for  carpenters'  plugs  as 
big  as  a  man's  leg. 

We  at  once  set  to  clearing  the  wreck,  and  as  fast  as  possible 
made  sail.  The  pirate  however  was  ahead,  and  before  we  got 
under  headway  again,  rounded  the  high  rocky  point  of  an  island 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  to  windward  of  us.  We  still  felt  sure  of 
overhauling  him  before  he  could  get  clear  of  the  islands ;  but  when 
we  rounded  the  point  he  was  nowhere  in  sight.  For  three  days  we 
cruised  about  among  those  rocks,  keeping  a  bright  look-out  day  and' 
night,  but  we  never  caught  another  glimpse  of  the  schooner.  Some 
of  our  tars  would  shake  their  heads  and  talk  of  Flying  Dutchmen 
and  buccaneer  compacts  with  his  sulphuric  Majesty,  the  Devil,  when 
trying  to  account  for  the  sudden  disappearance  of  the  pirate ;  but 
we  never  saw  her  more.  For  three  weeks  we  cruised  about  in 
those  waters,  and  then  made  sail  for  Pensacola,  via  the  island  of 
St.  Thomas  and  the  old  Bahama  Channel. 

In  running  along  the  north  side  of  Cuba,  just  after  we  got  clear 
of  the  Banks,  we  had  very  heavy  weather.  One  morning,  just  at 
dawn,  when  we  were  under  close  reefs,  we  made  out  a  vessel  at 
anchor  close  in  under  the  land ;  and  as  the  light  cleared,  we  saw 
that  she  was  one  of  the  little  English  schooners  that  are  kept  cruising 
round  the  islands  to  intercept  the  slavers,  who  generally  run  this 
channel  on  their  way  ft'om  the  African  coast.  As^oon  as  she  saw 
us  she  weighed  anchor,  made  sail  and  stood  out,  hoisting  her  colors. 
Heading  across  our  forefoot,  she  fired  a  gun,  which  sent  a  shot  his- 
sing through  the  foam  but  a  few  fathoms  ahead  of  us.  Our  colors 
were  hoisted  at  the  peak,  as  also  our  man-o'war  pennant  at  the 
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main-truck  ;  therefore  it  was  not  strange  tbat  our  commander  should 
be  a  little  *  miffed'  at  this  act  of  impertinence. 

*Beat  to  quarters!'  shouted  he;  'I'll  heave  to  for  no  d — d 
Englishman,  who  talks  in  that  way !  Hold  your  course  steady, 
quartermaster !' 

The  Englishman  was  heading  across  our  bows  and  very  rapidly 
nearing  us ;  but  finding  that  we  did  not  regard  his  shot,  fired  again, 
and  this  time  his  shot  flew  right  between  our  masts,  but  touched 
nothing. 

*  By  Jupiter !  I  won't  stand  this !'  shouted  Lieut.  M ;  '  stand 

by  with  that  bow-gun  and  heave  a  shot  right  into  his  hull!  D — n 
him,  I  '11  sink  him  for  daring  to  insult  the  flag  of  my  country  !' 

The  shot  fortunately  struck  close  under  the  cutwater  of  the  Eng- 
lishman, but  did  no  injury.  Our  course  was  altered  for  her,  and  in 
a  few  minutes  we  were  in  hail  of  her ;  our  commander  and  bar's 
both  standing  on  the  hammock-nettines  of  their  vessels;  our  cap- 
tain as  mad  as  a  disappointed  old  maid. 

*  How  dare  you  fire  into  a  United  States  vessel,  Sir !'  shouted 
Lieut.  M ,  as  the  vessels  came  within  hail. 

'  Because  you  did  n't  show  your  colors !' 

'  You  lie,  you  bloody  Englishman !  My  colors  were  up  before 
your  dirty  dish-cloth  hung  at  the  peak  !' 

'  I  '11  make  a  personal  matter  of  it,  Sir !'  replied  the  English  cap- 
tain, now  quite  as  angry  as  our  own. 

*  Very  well.  Sir !  that 's  just  what  I  want.  We  are  within  ten 
hours'  sail  of  Havana ;  I  '11  run  in  there  and  wait  for  you.  I  'U  teach 
you  to  insult  the  flag  of  my  country!' 

The  whole  affair  might  easily  have  been  explained.  We  were 
running  down  the  channel  before  the  wind,  and  our  colors,  though 
hoisted,  were  becalmed  under  the  lee  of  the  main-sail,  and  did  not 
blow  out  where  the  Englishman  could  see  them.  He  at  first  had 
mistaken  us  for  a  slaver. 

On  that  evening  we  anchored  in  Havana,  and  had  hardly  dropped 
anchor,  before. our  brave  young  skipper  had  his  pistol-case  out, 
cleaning  and  preparing  his  weapons.  We  waited  mjport  a  week, 
but  the  Englishman  never  made  his  appearance  to  get  the '  personal' 
satisfaction  be  had  claimed. 

There  were  no  more  incidents  on  that  cruise  that  will  interest  the 
reader ;  but  there  are  other  chronicles  in  connection  with  Captain 
M and  my  later  cruisings  which  *  Old  Knick.'  will  hereafter  re- 
gister. Commander  M will,  I  hope,  pardon  these  reminis- 
cences, which  I  trust  will  not  fail  to  remind  him  pleasantly  of  the 
{)ast.  May  he  live  till  every  hair  of  his  head  becomes  a  sprig  of 
aurel  to  form  a  wreath  for  his  brow ! 

New-York,  Novtmber,  1846. 


THE  MI8ANTEBOPE:  AN  SPIOBAM. 

Hx  hM  a  grief  he  eaniiotipeak, 

H«  wean  hie  hat  awiyi 
He  blaeks  bia  booCa  bat  «m6  a  wMk, 

And  aaja  be  wiBli  to  die. 


532  Stanzas:   Look  Aloft. 


T^OOR        ALOFT. 

ADDRB88XO    TO    A    CIFTSD    FAIEND,  TOO    EASILY    DISBXAKTKlf SO. 


•Qoi  OMtout,  peat  tout  co  qull  oso."  —  Biksaru. 


GivK  not  thui  to  listleM  sadneis 
Houn  the  puiial  Muee  would  claim ; 

Up !  and  with  enthiuiast  madne» 
Stonn  the  ragged  steeps  of  fame ! 

Not  by  wishing,  but  by  wiUmff 
0*er  the  clouds  to  Uft  his  nag, 

Genius,  aim  with  act  fulfillinff, 
Proudly  climbs  the  laurelea  crag. 

Did  the  yonthfol  Swiss,*  long^dreaminir 
Europe's  topmost  round  to  scale. 

Sit  him  down  to  idle  scheming 
In  Chamouni*s  munnuring  vale  ? 

No ;  but  o*er  the  glacier  pressing. 
Up  the  granito's  icy  flank. 

Step  by  dauntless  step  progreanng, 
Trod  he  flnt  thy  scalp,  Mont  Blanc ! 

Be  like  him  a  bold  advancer, 
Nor  the  mocking  laggard  heed : 

Upward ! — from  me  summit  answer. 
They  who  win  may  laugh  indeed. 

When  the  Scottish  Jove's  mad  levin 
Laid  the  noble  minstrel  low, 

Swifter  tow'rd  the  Muse's  heaven 
Rose  he,  strengthened  by  the  blow. 

He  who  launched  at  eve  the  thunder 
On  the  young  aspirant's  name, 

Waked  to  see  him  throned  in  wonder 
On  the  Himmaleh  of  fame. 

Though  than  Newstoad's  bard  less  gifted» 
Tune  thy  harp  to  higher  strain, 

And  its  voice  for  Truth  uplifted 
Shall  a  n6bler  audience  gam. 

Ask  not,  daridy  musing,  whether 
Glory's  dawn  be  far  or  nigh. 

Clash  the  flint  and  steel  together. 
And  the  sparks  shall  flairii  reply. 

Chance  speeds  all,  the  weak  assure  us. 

On  or  from  the  lurking  shelf; 
Nay !  be  thy  own  Palinurus, 
Htw-York,  1846.  Be  thou  Fato  unto  thyself! 

*8avssvmi. 
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RuDiMSNTAL  LxssoKt  IN  Music:  oooulniiif  the  PrimftryUMtraeCMMi  raquiaite  Ibr  all  Wminttn 
in  Che  Art,  whether  Vocal  or  loBtrumeoUiL  By  Jaxbs  F.  Waiovsb,  tranilator  of  WkaBs't 
'Theory  of  Muticai  Compoeition,  KuBLXft's  *AaMUQf  stun  GenHhUaterriehto,'  ale.  !!•» 
York :  D.  Applxton  and  Coai?ANT. 

To  no  individual  probably  is  the  muacal  pobUc  more  indebtod  for  fifit-clMi  wwImi 
upon  the  science  of  music  than  to  Mr.  Waenbr.  And  althoogb  it  may  perii^pt  be 
regretted  by  some  that  instead  of  translatione  he  had  given  us  original  worim  of  hie 
own,  yet  the  merit  of  the  works  he  has  translated  renders  them  most  acceptable  to 
well-instructed  artists ;  and  we  may  doubt  whether  an  author  deeervee  more  credit  for 
writing  a  good  book,  or  for  selecting  one  equally  good  in  a  foreign  language,  and  givinf 
it  to  his  readers  in  a  correct  and  attractive  style.  We  hail  with  delight  any  thing  tlMt 
can  render  the  study  of  musical  elements  more  attractive ;  and  if  fimpiieity  of  plan 
and  clearness  of  statement,  combined  with  well-selected  exercisBs,  make  a  book  vahia^ 
ble  both  to  the  teacher  and  the  scholar,  then  we  may  eongratnlate  oar  musie-stndjrinf 
community  on  the  appearance  of  the  <  Rudimental  Leesens.*  The  author  baa  gHren 
us  an  elementary  book,  not  exceeded,  to  our  knowledge,  in  any  language.  His  aim  m 
a  teacher  and  writer  seems  to  have  been  to  combine  in  the  shortest  eompass  the  gieatei< 
amount  of  knowledge,  communicated  in  the  simpleet  and  clearest  manner.  Bring- 
ing to  his  task  a  highly-cultivated  intellect,  he  poseeesee  advantages  ui  the  power  of 
few  who  make  music  their  profession ;  for  among  the  children  of  song  there  are  net 
many  who  have  enjoyed  the  advantages  of  a  liberal  education  $  and  hence  in  pra- 
paring  musical  works  most  musical  authom  among  us  are  found  unequal  to  the  pro- 
duction of  what  will  bear  comparison  with  elementary  woike  on  other  sniijeetik  Baft 
Mr.  Warnbr's  general  scholarship  is  of  such  a  rank  aa  to  afibrd  him  every  | 
of  success  among  the  better  intellects  of  the  day ;  and  there  will  be  but  one  \ 
among  well-trained  artists  as  to  the  manner  in  which  he  baa  acquitted  himself  in  the 
work  before  us.  The  first  thing  in  musical  instruction  is  to  affiwd  a  dear  and  eotraflt 
idea  of  such  sounds  as  enter  into  the  formation  of  correct  melody.  Secondary  to  tfaii^ 
and  of  scarcely  less  importance,  is  the  skill  to  convey  clear  ideae  to  pupils  of  the 
same  sounds  when  represented  upon  the  printed  pagea  Whatever  will  aeeompiiA 
both  these  objects  soonest  must  be  the  best  Expedients  for  this  purpose  are  almoik 
innumerable  ;  and  each  has  its  advocates,  who  are  ready  to  bring  oertlficatea  horn 
the  four  winds,  each  to  show  that  his  own  system  is  the  only  one,  and  music  sbail  4te 
with  it  Thus  we  have  zealous  advocates  of  patent  noise  with  the  etaff ;  etfawi  aa 
zealous  for  the  disuse  of  the  staff;  othen  again  would  rednoa  all  fhii^  to  a  §m  Ml- 
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merals  with  marks ;  others  grlorify  the  method  of  fixed  syllables,  as  used  by  the 
French  ;  while  others  vary  the  syllables  with  the  pitch  of  the  scale,  and  use  only  fixed 
letters  to  denote  the  degrees  of  the  staff.  But  Mr.  Warner  has  aimed,  and  we  think 
SQCcessfnlly,  to  strike  out  a  middle  course,  by  which  he  avoids  all  extreme  and  exda- 
sive  views,  and  renders  musical  study  at  once  simple,  clear,  and  consistent  in  its  whole 
course.  The  first  chapter  of  his  work  treats  of  musical  sounds  as  they  exist  in  the 
practice  of  singing.  Jle  has  used  the  old  term  tones  for  the  notes  of  the  scale ; 
while  he  avoids  the  old,  and  to  beginners  scarcely  intelligible  distinction,  of  *  Tones* 
and  *  Semi-tones,*  by  treating  all  the  proximate  intervals  of  the  scale  as  either  great 
est  small  seconds.  As  the  basis  of  representing  sounds  upon  the  stafiT,  he  has  adopted 
the  German  method  of  marking  the  letters,  so  much  commended  by  Calcott,  but 
which  has  been  little  known  in  this  country.  The  writer  has  long  used  it  privately 
in'teaching  the  piano-forte ;  and  would  not  di^ense  with  it  upon  any  condition ;  but 
it  has  not  appeared  in  elementary  works  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  until  Mr.  Warnul 
brought  out  Weber's  theory ;  and  now  with  all  its  clearness  and  beauty  it  has  for  the 
fint  time  publicly  assumed  the  rank  due  to  it  in  an  elementary  treatise.  The  advan- 
tages of  this  over  the  method  of  fixed  syllables  cannot  be  estimated ;  as  it  gives  to 
every  key  or  stop  of  a  musical  Instrument,  and  also  to  every  place  on  the  stafiT,  a  de- 
finite name  that  distinguishes  it  from  all  others.  It  also  afibrds  the  best  method  known 
by  which  persons  not  used  to  keyed  instruments  may  be  taught  to  comprehend  the 
difiference  of  pitch  among  the  various  parts  of  vocal  music.  The  next  step  is  to  treat 
of  letters  as  aflTected  by  flats  and  sharps ;  after  which  the  stafiT  is  mtrodnced ;  m  treat- 
ing which,  his  method  is  remarkably  clear ;  although  we  could  have  wished  a  shorter 
and  simpler  method  of  naming  had  been  used  for  the  added  Unes.  The  article  on 
the  clefiB  is  all  that  one  could  wu^ ;  he  gives  all  that  can  be  useful  on  that  head. 
We  are  next  introduced  to  notes,  as  in  practice  substituted  for  letters  upon  the  staff 
to  show  the  relative  length  of  sounds  employed  in  a  movement.  The  whole  matter 
of  notations  is  treated  in  a  manner  clear  and  satisfactory ;  both  as  to  forms  and  the 
manner  of  their  presentation.  The  article  on  Measures  is  peculiarly  rich.  We 
would  venture  however  to  suggest  whether  the  subject  of  accent  should  not  precede 
that  of  measure,  as  it  is  the  basis  of  the  latter,  though  it  is  not  so  treated  in  any 
work  with  which  we  are  acquainted.  The  mode  of  naming  the  intervals  seems  to  be 
all  one  could  desire  for  correctness  and  clearness.  In  treating  the  now  much- neglected 
minor  scale,  Mr.  Warner  has,  we  perceive,  allowed  a  superfluous  second  between  the 
sixth  and  seventh,  while  most  authors  allow  of  no  such  interval.  In  this  however 
he  coincides  with  the  practice  in  Germany ;  though  it  were  to  be  wished  that  the 
minor  scale  might  bo  presented  as  it  sometimes  appears  in  practice,  without  acciden- 
tal sharps ;  but  with  the  remark  that  the  sixth  and  seventh  are  liable  to  be  elevated 
by  sharps  in  certain  cases.  The  article  on  transposing  scales  will  be  found  to  affi>rd 
to  our  elementary  teachers  many  views  of  importance  that  they  are  not  likely  to  find 
in  any  but  expensive  volumes,  with  which  most  musical  persons  are  not  likely  to  come 
in  contact  In  the  chapter  on  harmony,  as  a  branch  of  elementary  study,  we  are 
presented  with  a  concise  view  of  the  most  important  chords  and  their  successions. 
That  this  most  obscure  and  difficult  branch  of  musical  inquiry  can  be  made  plain  and 
comprehensible  to  learners  we  can  have  no  doubt ;  and  we  trust  Mr.  Warner  will 
attempt  the  task  more  in  full  hereafter.  Some  excellent  views  of  the  usual  modula- 
tions are  added  in  a  separate  chapter ;  and  the  work  closes  with  a  copious  list  of  ab- 
breviated forms,  and  some  excellent  remarks  on  style.  As  the  volume  beeeinca  known 
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to  teachen,  it  will  undoubtedly  be  adopted  aa  a  itandaid  woik ;  for  H  contains  more 
TalnaUe  matter,  and  is  <  got  up'  in  a  clearer  and  purer  style,  than  any  other  woik  in 
the  same  compass,  with  which  we  are  acquainted. 


Ubahia  :  A  RnnuD  Lxmon.    By  OLXvxa  Wmscu.  Houhs.    Proooimoed  before  the  BoeUm 
Mercantile  Library  Aafociatioe,  Oeteber  14, 18M.   Boaleo  t  W.  D.  Tioam,  AMD  Coicr Amr. 

Memory  is  an  excellent  critic  ;  trustworthy  always,  at  least  with  us,  in  designating 
the  natural  and  truthful  writer,  whether  of  poetry  or  pfooe.  And  this,  m  the  example 
of  Mr.  HoLMSB,  is  a  test  so  comt^ete,  that  we  scarcely  know  of  a  production  of  his, 
long  or  short,  in  which  some  striking  thought  or  rare  felicity  of  yersification  has  not 
fiied  itself  indelibly  upon  our  mind ;  and  in  several  instances  whole  passages,  almost 
at  a  single  perusal,  have  remained  fastened  as  with  hooks  of  steel  upon  the  memory. 
There  is  one  remark  in  relation  to  this  popular  poet  which  we  deem  it  proper  to  make 
here.  Because  he  has  on  many  occasions  wielded  the  polished  lance  of  ridicule  and 
satire ;  because  his  conception  of  the  buriesque  is  vivid,  and  his  wit  and  humor  pre- 
enunent,  he  is  by  many  poisons,  not  otherwise  acquainted  with  his  wiitingB,  held  to 
be  little  more  than  an  amusing  satuist  or  a  pleasant  faroeur.  This  is  a  great  enor. 
Mr.  Holmes  has  otherwise  exhibited  an  intensity  of  poetical  sensibility  and  a  depth 
of  poetic  power,  as  marked  as  those  of  any  American  poet  we  have  ever  encountered. 
His  natural  compass  of  thought  is  wide  and  various ;  and  whether  he  sports  with 
language  as  if  it  were  a  play-thing,  or  usee  it  as  a  medium  wherewith  to  wreak  upon 
expression  thoughts  that  breathe  or  bum,  he  leaves  upon  the  mind  an  inefiaceable 
impreesion  of  genius  united  with  the  highest  order  of  artistic  skilL  If  the  reader  has 
ever  heard  Mr.  Samuel  Lover  repeat  his  intensely  interesting  sketch  of  '  Shawmus 
0*Brirn,'  he  will  understand  our  impresnon  of  the  characteristics  of  Mr.  Holmbs^s 
poetry,  in  those  examples  where  external  Humor  and  internal  Pathos  jostle  each 
other  m  successive  stanzas,  as  in  <  The  Last  Leaf,'  and  many  other  poems  of  a  kin- 
dred character  from  his  pen.  In  a  late  number  of  this  Magazine,  in  a  notice  of  the 
beantifnl  London  edition  of  Bfr.  Hoxjos^s  writrags,  we  dwelt  ai  some  length  upon 
the  peculiarities  of  his  genius :  we  proceed  therefore,  m  the  pcewnt  instance,  to  segre- 
gate a  few  passages  from  the  <  Rhymed  Leeson*  before  us,  leaidng  our  readeisto  de- 
rive from  these  their  impression  of  its  character.  Hie  following  forvid  lines  remiiid 
us  of  a  passage  in  Carltle*s  <  Sartor  Reeartus,'  commencing  '  Who  am  1 7  What 
isthisMe?    Sure  enough  I  am,  and  lately  was  not ;  but  Whence?  How?  Wberetof 

etc: 

'  BcTWEXN  two  breaths  wkaC  crowded  nqrateriie  Ue-> 
The  first  short  fasp,  the  last  aad  hwf -drawa  sifh  I 
Like  phantoms  painted  on  the  magic  slide. 
Forth  from  the  darkness  of  the  past  we  gUde^ 
As  Urinf  shadows  Ibr  a  iMNBeat  seen 
In  airy  pageant  on  the  eternal  screes, 
Traced  bv  a  ray  from  one  nachanging  iasM^ 
Then  seek  the  dust  aad  sliUai 


'  But  whence  and  why,  our  tremblina  soids  iaqaire, 
Caught  these  dim  Tisions  their  awakening  ire  t 


O,  who  foifets,  when  first  the  piercing  thouglit 
""■         '  childhood's  mnsingsfo" 

When  the  dread  question,  *  wbat  bas  aaooaM*  ■■  ummm  f 
Burst  through  lilb's  twilifkt,  ae  before  the  saa 
Roll  the  deep  thnaders  or  the  Monrfsf  fsaP 


Thionsh  childhood's  musings  found  ito  way 
I  AX  1 1  Lxva  i    The  mystenr  and  the  four 
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'  NATUaE  hu  placed  thee  on  a  changreful  tide. 
To  breast  its  waves,  but  not  without  a  guide; 
Yet,  as  the  needle  will  forget  its  aim, 
Jarred  by  the  fury  of  the  elertric  flame, 
Ah  the  true  current  it  will  falsely  feel, 
Warped  from  its  axis  by  a  freight  of  steel ; 
So  will  thy  Conscience  lose  its  balanced  truth 
If  passion's  lightning  fall  upon  thy  youth; 
So  the  pure  impulse  quit  its  sacred  hold, 
Girt  round  too  deeply  with  magnetic  gold. 

'  Go  to  yon  tower,  where  busy  Science  plies 
Her  vast  anieniuB,  feeling  throvgh  the  tkiet ; 
That  little  vernier  on  whoso  slender  lines 
The  midnight  taper  trembles  as  it  shines, 
A  silent  index,  tracks  the  planets'  march 
In  all  their  wanderings  through  the  ethereal  arch; 
Tells  through  the  mist  whcie  dazzled  Mercury  banu; 
And  marks  the  spot  where  Uranus  returns. 
So,  till  by  wrong  or  negligence  effaced, 
The  living  index  which  thy  Maker  traced 
Repeats  the  line  each  starry  Virtue  draws 
Through  the  wide  circuit  of  creation's  laws ; 
Still  tracks  unchanged  the  everlasting  ray 
Where  the  dark  shadows  of  temptation  stray ; 
But  once  defaced  loritetji  the  orbs  of  light,  "* 

And  leaves  thee  wandering  o'er  the  expauso  of  night!' 

If  the  reader  would  enjoy  an  example  of  graphic  limning,  let  him  tun  to  p^gM 
twelve  and  thirteen  of  the  poem  before  us,  and  introduce  for  himself  this  admirable 
picture  of  metropolitan  church -going : 

*Sbk  through  the  streets  that  slumbered  in  repose 
The  living  current  of  devotion  flows; 
Its  varied  forms  in  one  harmonious  band, 
Age  leading  Childhood  by  its  dimpled  hand. 
Want,  in  the  robe  whose  faded  edges  fall 
To  tell  of  rags  beneath  the  tartan  shawl, 
And  Wealth,  in  silks  that  fluttering  to  appear, 
Lift  the  deep  borders  of  the  proud  cashmere. 

'See,  but  glance  briefly, sorrow-worn  and  pale. 
Those  sunken  cheeks  beneath  the  widow's  veil ; 
Alone  she  wanders  where  with  Am  she  trod, 
No  arm  to  stay  her,  but  she  leans  ou  God. 
While  other  doublets  deviate  here  and  there, 
What  secret  haudcufl'  binds  that  pretty  pair? 
Compactest  couple  I  pressing  side  to  side — 
Ah,  the  white  bounet  that  reveals  the  bride! 
By  the  white  neck-cloth  with  its  straitened  tie, 
The  sober  hat,  the  Sabbath-speaking  eye, 
Severe  and  smileUss,  he  that  runs  may  read 
The  stern  disciple  of  Geneva's  creed ; 
Decent  and  slow,  behold  his  solemn  inarch, 
Silent  he  enters  through  yon  crowded  arch. 
A  livelier  bearing  of  the  outward  man, 
The  light-hued  gloves,  the  uudevout  rattan, 
Now  smartly  raised  or  halfprofanely  twirled  — 
A  bright,  fresh  twinkle  from  the  week-day  world—- 
Tell  their  plain  story  *,  yes,  thine  eyes  liehold 
A  cheer  All  Christian  from  the  liberal  fold. 


'  Down  the  chill  street  that  curves  in  gloomiest  s 
What  marks  betray  yon  solitary  maid  ? 
The  cheek's  red  rose,  that  speaks  of  balmier  sir, 
The  Celtic  blackness  of  her  braided  hair; 
The  gilded  missal  iu  her  kerchief  tied  ; 
Poor  NoBA,  exile  from  Killamey's  side  I 
Sifter  in  toil,  though  born  of  colder  skies. 
That  left  their  azure  in  her  downcast  ay^Uy 
See  pallid  Maroa&st,  Labor's  patient  child, 
Scarce  weaned  from  home,  the  nursling  of  the  wild- 
fVhere  white  Kaiahdin  o'er  the  horizon  shines, 
And  broad  Penobscot  dashes  through  the  pines ; 
Still  as  she  hastes  her  careful  fingers  bold 
The  unfailing  hymn-book  in  its  cambric  fold. 
Six  days  at  drudgery's  heavy  wheel  she  standt. 
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The  seventh  sweet  morning  foldr  her  weary  hands ; 
Yc8,  child  of  suffering,  thou  may 'st  well  be  sure 
Hs  who  ordained  the  Sabbath  loved  the  poor!' 

We  regret  that  we  have  not  space  to  exhibit  the  libera]  and  catholic  feeling  mani- 
fested in  the  lines  which  follow  these,  inculcating  love  to  men  in  all  who  inculcate 
love  to  Goo,  and  the  banishment  of  sectarian  impulse  from  the  bosoms  of  those  who 
would  worship  Him  in  spirit  and  in  truth,  by  what  form  soever  their  outward  service 
may  be  distinguished.  But  oh  !  town-reader,  if  you  have  ever  been  bored  to  extinction 
in  the  public  thoroughfares  ;  if  any  prolonged  nothingarian  has  a  peck  or  so  of  your 
buttons  at  home  ;  if  you  have  been  tortured  by  the  man  who  with  a  double-stroke 
introduces  the  slow  auger  into  your  breast,  or  that  other  specimen  of  the  genus  bore 
who  twists  a  small  gimlet  into  you  in  divers  places,  removing  it  occasionally  to  blow  off 
the  chips  ;  if  a  large  piece  of  sticking-plaster  has  been  spread  over  your  too  suscep- 
tible person  in  Broadway  ;  pray  read  to  the  culprits  these  lines  when  next  they  en- 
counter you.  We  shall  carry  a  strong-bound  copy  of  Holmes*s  poem  about  us  as  a 
talismsm  hereafter,  whenever  we  go  forth  upon  the  street : 

*  I  TELL  in  verue — H  were  better  done  in  prose — 
One  curious  trick  thut  every  body  knows ; 
Once  form  this  habit, and  it's  very  strange 
How  long  it  siickb.  how  hard  it  is  to  change. 
Two  friendly  people,  both  disposed  to  smile, 
Who  meet,  like  other^i,  every  little  while, 
Instend  of  passing  witli  a  pleasant  bow, 

And  '  How  d'  ye  do  ?'  or  '  How  's  your  uncle  now  V 
Impelled  liy  feelings  in  their  naiure  kind. 
But  slightly  weak,  and  somewhat  undefined, 
Rush  ut  each  other,  make  a  Kuddeu  stand, 
Bcgiu  to  talk,  expatiate  aud  expand  ; 
Each  looks  quite  radiant,  seems  extremely  struck, 
Their  meeting  so  was  such  a  piece  uf  luck  ; 
Each  thinks  the  other  thinks  ho  's  greatly  pleased 
To  screw  the  vice  in  which  they  both  are  squeezed  ; 
So  ihere  they  talk,  in  dust,  or  mud,  or  snow, 
Both  bored  to  death,  and  both  afraid  to  go ! 
Your  hat  once  lifted,  do  not  hang  your  fire, 
Nor  like  slow  Ajax,  fighting  still,  retire  ; 
When  your  old  castor  on  your  crown  you  clap. 
Go  off;  you've  mounted  your  percussioo-cap!' 

We  have  always  contended  that  the  mouth  is  the  best  external  criterion  of  a  man's 
character.  While  we  should  always  suspect  the  person  who  could  not  look  one  in  the 
face,  we  should  yet  scan  the  lines  of  his  mouth  to  detect  insincerity  or  falsehood. 
Something  like  this  we  take  to  be  the  judgment  of  our  poet  in  this  regard : 

*  Our  cold  Northeaster's  icy  fetter  clips 
The  native  freedom  of  the  Saxon  lips; 

See  the  brown  peasant  of  the  plastic  South, 

How  all  hin  passions  play  about  his  mouth  I 

With  us,  the  feature  that  transmits  the  soul, 

A  frozen,  passive,  palsied  breathing-hole. 

The  crampy  shackles  of  the  ploughboy's  walk 

Tie  the  small  muscles  when  be  strives  to  talk; 

Not  all  the  pumice  of  the  polished  lown 

Can  smooth  this  roughnestt  of  the  barn-yard  down; 

Rich,  honored,  tilled,  ho  betrays  his  race 

By  thm  one  mark —  he  's  awkward  in  the  face  ; 

Nature's  rude  impress,  long  before  he  knew 

The  sunny  street  that  holds  the  sifted  few. 

'  It  can 't  be  helped ;  though  if  we  're  taken  yoany, 
We  gain  some  freedom  of  the  lips  and  tongue ; 
But  school  and  college  often  try  in  vain 
To  break  the  padlock  of  our  boyhood's  chain 
One  stubborn  word  will  prove  thi*  axiom  true  *, 
No  late-caught  rustic  can  enunciate  vims.* 
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*  SpMk  clearly  if  you  iip«ak  at  all : 
CuT%  aTary  word  before  too  let  tt  lUl; 
Do  n%  like  a  leetorer  or  dramatic  atir, 
Try  orer  hard  to  roll  the  ftritish  m ; 


Do  put  your  accentc  in  the  proper  spot; 

Do  n't— let  Be  beff  yoa—do  n't  aay '  Hovf  for '  Whatr 

And,  when  you  atick  on  converaatioii'*  hurra, 

Do  n't  atrew  your  pathway  with  thoae  dreadiVil  mn  P 

Mr.  Houf  ES  18  equaUy  authentic  in  his  opinionB  upon  dresB ;  and  when  one  findi  hii 


own  propennties  and  practicee  in  this  respect  entirely  descrihed,  he  has  but  to  i 
huntelf  that  good  taste  is  of  no  city ;  although  Philadelphia  may  turn  up  its  solemn 
nose  at  New- York,  New- York  taboo  Boston  <  habits,'  and  Baltimore  frown  upon  both. 
We  take  a  reluctant  leave  of  this  <  Rhymed  Lesson  i  but  yet  with  the  pleasant  re- 
flection that  those  readers  who  may  act  upon  our  advice  to  go  at  once  to  the  nearest 
book -store  and  secure  its  perusal  entire,  will  have  an  opportunity  of  enjoying  what 
would  not  have  been  new  to  them  had  our  space  been  commensurate  with  our  deare 
to  entertain  them. 


I^xrs  OF  SrxpBKf  Dbcatvk  :  a  Commodore  in  the  Nary  of  the  United  Statea.  By  Af.mriwma 
Slxdkxx  Mackkrzib.  Volume  Eleven  of  Spjjuu*  *  American  Biofraphy.'  la  one  irolBBe. 
Boston:  Charles  C.  Littxx  and  Javes  Bbown. 

BisiDE  ample  recorded  facts  in  the  public  chronicles  of  the  time,  the  author  of 
this  very  interesting  work  has  been  indebted  for  his  materials  to  Tarious  authentic  pri- 
vate sources,  embracing  a  wide  connection  of  those  who  had  the  best  means  of  being 
acquainted  with  the  personal  history  and  career  of  its  distinguished  subject  Thua 
the  incidents  connected  with  Decatur's  early  service  In  the  navy ;  details  in  relation 
to  the  burning  of  the  Philadelphia,  and  minute  information  concerning  its  capture, 
with  the  various  attacks  on  Tripoli ;  incidents  occurring  in  the  capture  of  the  frigate 
President  and  of  the  Algerine  frigate  Mashouda ;  original  letters,  detailing  circum- 
stances connected  with  the  closing  scenes  of  Decatur's  life,  etc.,  are  given  with 
much  fulness,  from  the  most  reliable  testimony.  The  author  has  been  indebted  also 
to  Mrs.  Decatur  for  all  the  public  papers  of  her  husband  that  remained  in  her  pos- 
session, and  for  freely  communicating  whatever  information  was  requested.  The 
minute  details  of  the  inception,  progress  and  final  result  of  the  fatal  duel  with  Com- 
modore Barron,  by  which  Decatur  lost  his  life,  are  very  interesting ;  and  all  whs 
read  attentively  the  correspondence  in  this  connection  will  be  satisfied,  that  in  the 
manner  of  either  antagonist,  previous  to  their  final  meeting,  there  was  much  that  do 
faithful  historian  could  conscientiously  commend.  *  The  painful  incidents  of  this  por- 
tion of  the  work,*  remarks  its  author,  *  were  found  not  a  little  embarrassing  in  the 
narration.'  Some  allowance,  he  is  quite  right  in  assuming,  should  be  made  for  the  in- 
herent difficulties  of  the  task.  We  have  full  faith  in  the  justice  of  his  claim  to  be 
considered  as  having  sought  diligently  for  truth,  from  every  source  within  his  reach ; 
but  as  he  himself  remarks,  the  search  for  truth,  however  sincere,  does  not  always  re- 
*  suit  in  its  being  found ;  experience  havmg  demonstrated  that  contemporary  history  is 
quite  as  fallible  as  that  of  the  past.  Various  errors,  he  adds,  which  he  has  had  occa- 
sion to  rectify  on  obtaining  information,  leave  him  without  the  hope  that  others  may 
not  yet  remain.  These  however,  whether  detected  by  the  indulgent  or  the  censorioos 
he  says  he  shall  be  happy  to  have  an  opportunity  to  correct  The  work  is  well  exe- 
cuted, and  embellished  with  a  fine  portrait  of  Dboatur  by  Suu«t,  with  a  fac-simile  of 
his  hand-writing. 
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MSMOIBS  OF  THS    COUST  OF  CHAMIXM  THB  SCOOIVOI     Bf  COOUT  GEAMMOHT.     With  BWMTOM 

Additiona  and  Dluttrmtions,  m  edited  by  Sir  Waltke  Boott.  LosdoB :  Bom.  New-Tink :  Babt- 

LBTT  AMD  WXLFOBD. 

Thb  enterprising  New-Tork  pnblishem  of  thk  very  handsome  and  comparatively 
cheap  volume  have  laid  us  under  obligations  to  them  for  affording  us  many  hofurs  of 
pleasurable  employment  The  <  Memoirs  of  Count  Geammoiit,'  *  which  paint  the 
chief  characters  of  the  court  of  Charlbs  tbe  Second  with  an  easy  and  exquisite 
pencil,'  are  enough  in  themselves  to  make  up  a  most  attractive  volume ;  but  to  these 
are  added  in  tbe  present  work,  (which  is  published  entire  as  revised  by  Sir  WALTxa 
Scott  in  1811,  with  all  the  notes,  and  a  number  of  illustrative  anecdotes,  gleaned 
from  the  most  authentic  sources,)  the  persona]  history  of  CHAaLBS  the  Second,  com- 
piled with  care  from  all  previous  authorities,  and  presenting  in  a  small  compass  the 
most  complete  picture  of  the  merry  monarch  in  dishabille  yet  given  to  the  public  If 
we  could  command  the  space,  we  should  be  glad  to  quote  largely  fkrom  the  King's  ac- 
count of  his  escape  after  the  battle  of  Worcester.  It  was  dictated  by  himself,  and  is 
one  of  the  most  romantic  pieces  of  English  history  we  have  ever  read.  Hie  minute 
and  personal  character  of  the  narrative,  its  lively  and  careless  style,  and  the  coQation 
of  it  with  other  accounts,  prove  it  to  be  unquestionably  genuine.  In  addition  to  this,  w» 
have  the  so-called  *  Boscobel  Tracts/  contemporary  narratives,  wiHten  in  the  quaiot 
language  of  the  time,  by  Thomas  Blount.  These  give  euiioas  variations  and  higUy 
interesting  additions  to  the  King's  own  narrative,  and  are,  to  use  the  words  of  the 
'  Retrospective  Review,'  *  now  among  the  most  scarce  and  highly-priKed  histoiioal 
pamphlets  of  the  seventeenth  century.'  A  beautiful  engraving  of  the  beantiftd  Nnx 
GwTNNR  fronts  the  title-page. 


A  TbBATISB   on  the  PraCTXCX  of  TBS  SUFBBMX  CoUBT  OF   TBB  BtAVB  OF   NSW-TOBK,  Wilh 

an  Appendix  of  Practicftl  Forms.    By  Albxandbb  M.  Bubbill,  Cosatellor  at  Law.    Becoad 
edition.    In  three  yolumes, Sra    New-York:  John  8.  Voobbos. 

Tms  second  edition  of  this  work,  laboriously  revised  and  greatly  enlaiged,  hee  jnet 
been  completed  by  the  publication  of  an  Appendix,  m  a  separate  volume,  oontainisf 
the  Forms  referred  to  in  the  first  and  second  volumes.  From  the  favoraUe  reoeptioa 
given  to  the  first  edition,  and  the  care  with  which  the  task  of  revision  appears  to  have 
been  executed,  we  should  think  the  present  publication  would  be  preferred  by  the  pro* 
fession  in  this  State  to  any  other  work  on  the  subject  of  which  it  treats.  The  ele*i 
mentary  explanations  and  historical  illustrations  of  the  various  rules  and  pioeeedlnfi» 
of  which  the  text  and  notes  are  full,  which  must  render  it  of  peculiar  interast  to  the 
law-student,  are  to  be  met  with,  to  the  same  extent,  in  no  other  treatise  of  the  Idnd, 
American  or  English  ;  while  the  practical  directions  which  are  Inter^Mrsed  through- 
out,  and  which  constitute  another  characteristic  feature,  recommend  it  as  a  valuable 
daily  manual  for  the  practitioner.  The  author's  attempt  to  produce  an  intelligible  and 
readable  book  on  a  subject,  which,  as  hitherto  usually  handled,  has  been  any  thhig 
but  attractive,  has  we  think  been  quite  successful ;  and  to  those  who  desire  to  know 
whether  true  practice  be,  in  fact,  the  <  mysterious  jaigon'  which  it  has  of  late  become 
fashionable,  in  certain  quarters,  to  designate  it,  we  -roeommend  an  attentive  peroMd 
of  its  pages.    The  work  is  deariy  and  correctly  ezecuted  by  Bfr.  Whuah  Omouu 
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•  Para,  or  Eight  Months  on  the  Banks  of  the  Amazon.' — We  resame  our  mr- 
▼ey  of  the  entertaining  manuscript  thus  entitled,  of  the  variety  and  pleasantneae 
of  which  our  readers  had  an  agreeable  foretaste  in  our  last  number.  We  pass  at 
once  to  extracts.  The  subjoined  is  one  of  the  writer's  jottings-down  at  the  island  of 
Marajo :  *  Beautiful  birds  were  very  plentiful,  such  as  Toucans,  Scarlet  Ibis  and  Ro- 
seate Spoonbills.  We  shot  them  for  amusement,  ate  them  for  nourishment,  and 
preserved  their  skins  as  ornithological  specimens.  Beside  these,  there  were  many 
gigautic  cranes  constantly  feeding  on  the  campas,  some  of  which  were  upward  of 
ten  feet  in  height.     One  day  I  heard  the  report  of  a  gun,  and  soon  after  the  voice 

of  Mr.  J ,  who  was  calling  me  as  lustily  as  he  was  able.     I  rushed  out,  gun  in 

hand,  to  ascertain  what  the  matter  was,  but  was  nearly  convulsed  with  laughter  when 
I  discovered  the  cause.  He  was  running  with  incredible  velocity  over  the  meadow, 
while  a  large  crane  which  he  had  wounded  was  in  rapid  pursuit  A  shot  from  my 
gun  soon  brought  the  bird  to  the  ground,  and  we  immediately  secured  him.  He 
was  a  most  formidable-looking  fellow,  and  I  should  have  been  almost  as  willing  to 
encounter  a  wild-cat  in  single  combat  as  him.  Theu'  beak  is  sometimes  mors 
than  a  foot  in  length,  and  they  use  it  with  wonderful  dexterity  and  power.*  Our 
correspondent  is  a  much  better  sportsman  with  his  gun  than  with  his  fishing-rod. 
Out  of  his  own  mouth  let  us  make  our  assertion  good :  *  On  one  occasion  I  went  out 
with  a  friend,  in  order  to  procure  a  few  delicate  little  fishes  for  supper.  After  walk- 
ing several  miles  through  groves  and  brooks,  and  over  the  campa,  we  at  length  ar- 
rived at  the  desired  spot.  Here  flowed  a  charming  rivulet ;  and  having  baited  our 
hooks,  and  made  all  other  necessary  arrangements,  we  sat  down  on  the  bank,  under 
the  shade  of  some  spreading  trees,  and  commenced  operations.  Little  did  I  imagine 
the  sequel  of  all  my  extensive  preparations !  Just  consider  for  a  moment  that  I  wae 
in  a  delightful  situation,  in  a  southern  forest ;  that  the  atmosphere  was  balmy  and 
sweet,  and  every  thing  conducive  to  quiet  and  repose  ;  and  you  will  not  be  much  sur- 
prised to  learn  that  I  involuntarily  fell  asleep !  From  this  state  of  inactivity  I  was 
suddenly  awakened  by  sliding  off  the  bank  into  the  water.  What  a  damper  upon 
farther  operations  !  Being  excessively  afraid  of  alligators,  I  jumped  out  of  the  stream 
as  soon  as  possible,  and  shortly  went  home,  comforting  myself  with  the  assurance 
that  although  I  had  caught  no  fish  yet  I  had  caught  a  decided  ducking.'  This 
would  never  do  on  the  banks  of  the  Mongaup  and  the  Callicoon.  Here  is  a  crowded 
sketch  in  the  *  animated  nature'  way.  The  writer  is  rowmg  slowly  up  a  stream  near 
Juncal,  in  a  little  montaria,  loaded  down  with  various  '  game'  to  the  water's  edge : 


.M 
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*  Now  and  then  we  would  shoot  a  brilliant  bird,  that  lackleariy  chanced  to  fly  a  perdi 
before  us,  and  sometimea  send  our  shot  rattling  against  the  mailed  tyrants  of  the 
stream.  As  we  were  glidmg  by  we  heard  a  considerable  noise  in  the  bashes,  and 
looking  in  the  direction  from  whence  it  proceeded,  we  perceived  a  large  tapir  running 
along  the  bank,  as  expeditiously  as  he  was  able.  We  both  fired  at  him,  but  although 
we  evidently  gave  him  the  entire  contents  of  our  guns,  yet  it  was  without  any  visible 
effect  He  was  an  animal  of  the  size  of  a  small  cow,  quite  corpulent  in  appearance, 
and  having  a  long  nose,  somewhat  resembling  the  trunk  of  an  elephant  We  also 
saw  many  monkeys  among  the  branches,  who  yelled  terribly  at  us,  appearing  to  bo 
irritated  at  our  invasion  of  their  premises.  A  flock  of  parrots  would  occasionaUy 
salute  US  with  their  discordant  notes,  and  sometimes  a  diminutive  and  glittering  hum- 
ming-bird, like  a  sprite  from  fairy-land,  would  gleam  for  a  moment  before  us,  then 
vanish  forever.'  •  •  •  *  Bright-winged  birds  of  every  hue  continually  flitted  before 
us  as  we  swept  along  the  flowing  tide  ;  and  anon  a  troop  of  monkeys  would  be  seen, 
playing  among  the  brandies  of  the  brook -side  forest  Occasionally  we  would  level 
our  gun  at  some  of  them,  who  stopping  suddenly  in  their  sports  and  looking  directly 
at  us,  as  if  fully  aware  of  our  intentions,  would  break  out  into  the  most  piteous  cries. 
Under  these  circumstances  we  were  not  able  to  shoot,  but  invariably  turned  our  gun 
aside  and  let  them  gambol  on.  He  who  can  listen  unmoved  at  the  call  of  mercy, 
even  from  the  mouth  of  a  dumb  animal,  deserves  not  pity  himselfl'  There  is  a  very 
fine  live  specimen  of  the  Tapir  in  Messrs.  Raymond  and  Wajuno's  menagerie ;  and 
it  is  justly  deemed  a  great  curiosity.    Here  is  another  snake-story :  <  The  greatest 

curiosity  to  us  was  a  boa-constrictor,  in  a  strong  box,  which  Mr.  C had  presented 

to  us.  It  was  under  the  charge  of  the  captain,  who  occasionally  gave  it  a  chicken 
or  duck  to  masticate.  On  the  passage  back  to  the  United  States  this  snake  forced 
himself  out  of  the  box  in  which  he  was  confined,  and  went  no  one  knew  whither. 
Some  supposed  he  had  gone  overboard ;  others  that  he  had  concealed  himself  in  the 
hold  of  the  vessel.  This  last  proved  to  be  the  case ;  for  while  the  vessel  was  bemg 
discharged  of  her  cargo,  the  boa  was  found  perfectly  stiff  among  the  goods,  and  as 
we  supposed,  dead.  We  put  him  however  in  a  tub  of  warm  water,  and  to  our  infinite 
surprise  aud  joy,  he  shortly  recovered  his  former  liie  and  activity/  What  pleasant 
thoughts  the  passengers  on  board  that  vessel  must  have  had  at  night,  when  they  re- 
flected upon  the  probability  of  a  visit  from  his  snakeship  before  morning  I  Bui 
here  is  a  longer  story  of  a  still  longer  serpent :  *  Having  proceeded  up  the  stream 
almost  as  f&r  as  possible,  and  being  about  to  change  my  course,  I  perceived  something 
tumbling  and  rolling  in  the  water  but  a  short  distance  in  firont  of  the  boat  Gazing' 
at  it  intently,  I  soon  discovered  that  it  was  a  large  amphibious  snake,  not  leas  than 
twenty  feet  in  length.  I  inunediately  levelled  my  gun  at  him  and  fired,  when  he 
at  once  floated  ashore,  apparently  without  sense  or  motion.  Being  little  anxious  ta 
meddle  with  his  snakeship  until  fully  convinced  that  life  was  extinct,  I  proceeded  to 
give  him  the  contents  of  my  remaining  barrel  Upon  the  receipt  of  this,  to  my  great 
astonishment,  he  suddenly  recovered  animation,  and  swam  quickly  to  the  opposite  side. 
But  he  appeared  to  be  considerably  'sick,'  and  opening  his  month  to  its  fullest  extent, 
out  came  a  Muscovy  duck,  of  the  largest  size^  which  evidently  had  but  recently  been 
swallowed !  While  in  the  act  of  ejecting  this  bird,  I  stationed  myself  withm  a  few 
feet,  directly  before  him,  prepared  to  fire  down  his  thvoat  the  moment  an  opportunity 
was  offered  by  the  exit  of  the  duck.  To  my  exceeding  chagrin,  howe?er,  th^  eap 
exploded  without  igniting  the  powder.    Indulgmt  reader,  the  wxiter  powewee  a  taet 
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deal  of  patience,  but  at  that  critical  moment  it  was  overcome,  and  he  was  ^ 
folly  proToked,  both  with  his  gon,  the  snake  and  himself.  Being  now  relieved,  the 
boa  plunged  into  the  water  and  appeared  to  be  entering  a  hole  in  the  bed  of  the 
stream.  The  extremity  of  his  tail  alone  remained  above  the  snrftuse.  Feaiiag  lest 
he  might  escape,  in  my  desperation  I  seized  hold  of  this  dishonorable  part  of  his  pw- 
son  and  gave  it  a  powerfol  poll.  In  a  moment,  to  my  great  consternation,  the  head 
of  the  snake  emerged  from  the  water,  thus  proving  that  he  had  merely  been  lying  on 
the  bottom  in  the  mud.  A  third  and  last  discharge  from  my  gun  broke  his  neck,  and 
he  floated  again  ashore,  as  I  then  conjectured,  to  die.  Bat  in  this  supposition  I  was 
altogether  mistaken.  More  than  an  hour  had  elapsed,  and  still  the  snake  was  aKve 
and  evidently  gaining  strength.  I  had  nut  a  single  serviceable  cap  left,  and  was  coo- 
seqnently  unable  to  molest  him  more.  At  length  he  slowly  began  to  ascend  the  bank, 
and  finally  vanished  among  the  bushes.* 

A  melancholy  instance  of  somnambnlism  occurred  in  the  house  in  which  our  cor- 
respondent was  living  at  Para,  of  which  he  gives  the  following  acconnt :  *  I  was  re- 
siding in  one  of  the  loftiest  houses  in  Para,  and  tenanted,  in  company  with  a  yoong 
man  of  about  my  own  age,  a  room  on  the  fourth  floor.  The  apartment  was  small,  and 
had  but  one  window,  which,  unprotected  by  a  balcony,  looked  out  upon  the  street 
My  companion  was  a  noble  although  mysterious  young  man,  and  singularly  given  to 
a  habtt  of  rising  and  walking  in  his  sleep.  Hardly  a  night  passed  that  I  was  not 
awakened  by  his  perambulations  through  the  room.  He  would  sometimes  take  down 
his  guitar  and  play  a  plaintive  air ;  at  other  times  he  would  unbolt  the  door  and  viat 
difierent  parts  of  the  house,  without  meeting  with  any  accident  I  finally  became 
so  accustomed  to  his  singular  habits  that  I  lost  all  apprehension  of  danger  arising 
from  them.  Once,  however,  about  midnight,  while  lying  in  my  hammock  in  a  state 
of  half-unconsciousness,  with  but  a  dreamy  appreciation  of  material  objects,  I  per- 
ceived my  friend  arise,  walk  to  the  window,  deliberately  open  it  and  then  jump  out ! 
The  horror  of  the  scene  aroused  me  to  a  perception  of  its  reality.  I  looked  at  his 
hammock  ;  it  was  vacant  I  then  tried  the  door ;  alas !  it  was  locked.  Rendered 
desperate  by  terror,  I  endeavored  to  believe  that  all  I  had  seen  was  but  a  dream.  I 
could  not  acknowledge  its  truth.  In  my  frantic  state  of  mind  I  rushed  to  anotiier 
room,  where  some  men  of  the  household  were  sleeping,  and  having  awaked  them, 
asked  them,  hardly  knowing  what  I  said,  if  they  had  seen  my  companion.  They 
conjectured  immediately  from  my  agitated  appearsmce  that  all  was  not  ri|^t,  and  in- 
qnired  what  was  the  matter.  I  told  them  in  few  words  that  my  room-mate  had  pro- 
bably jumped  out  of  the  window.  Startled  by  the  intelligence,  they  hastily  arose, 
and  having  procured  a  lantern,  we  went  down  into  the  street ;  and  there,  on  the 
pavement  directly  under  the  fatal  window,  lay  the  mangled  and  lifeless  corpse  of 

poor  F .'     Our  entertaining  traveller  has  much  to  say  of  the  Brazilian  women 

in  general ;  and  judging  from  his  description,  we  should  certainly  infer  them  to  be 
rather  a  free-mannered  race,  with  certain  customs  that  would  hardly  *  do*  in  this 
region.  Beautiful  young  ladies,  in  the  light  dress  of  our  <  first  mother,'  would  hardly 
go  in  bathing  with  single  gentlemen  in  any  of  the  New-EIngland  rivers  ;  but  it  seems 
they  may  do  so  without  comment  in  the  Para  and  the  Amazon,  and  other  thiugi 
scarcely  less  noteworthy.  Speaking  of  the  ladies,  by-the-by,  we  may  as  well  quote 
in  this  place  the  love-and-matrimony  story  of  an  excellent  but  rather  romantic  yoong 
American  planter,  from  the  island  of  Madeira,  whom  our  correspondent  encountered 
at  Maguary :  *  About  a  year  previous  he  left  the  United  States  for  Spain,  with  a  angle 
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companion  of  his  own  age,  who  wai  abo  a  planter.  Having  spent  aome  nine  mmtha 
in  rambling  orer  the  mountains  and  plaina  of  that  hiteresting  country,  they  became 
satiated  with  its  various  attractions,  and  finaHy  started  in  a  heavily-laden  veswl  to 
retnm  to  their  native  land.  On  thei  passage,  which  was  an  nnnsaally  tempeatooaS 
one,  the  vessel  sprung  a  leak,  and  was  soon  reduced  to  a  sinking  condition.  A  great 
proportion  of  the  cargo  was  thrown  overboard,  and  the  vessel  piloted  hito  the  nearest 
port,  which  chanced  to  be  that  of  the  enchanting  island  of  Madeira.  So  delighted 
were  our  adventurers  with  the  charms  of  this  island,  and  so  grateftil  for  their  recent 
escape  from  the  perils  of  the  sea,  that  they  resolved  to  take  up  Iheir  residence  in 
Madeira  for  a  few  weeks,  before  again  trusting  to  the  vicissitudes  and  dangers  of  the 
deep.  In  three  days  our  hero  was  head-and-ears  in  love  with  one  of  the  island  beau- 
ties. She  was  a  young  girl  of  Portuguese  extraction,  not  more  than  sixteen  or  seven- 
teen years  of  age,  and  of  exceedingly  prepossessing  ^»pearanoe.  Her  parents  were 
wealthy,  and  of  the  first  rank  and  respectability.  She  however  could  not  q>eak  a 
word  of  English,  and  our  adventurer  was  wholly  unacquainted  with  her  native  tongne. 
This  was  at  first  somewhat  discouraging  to  the  latter ;  but  he  was  at  length  entirely 
relieved  from  his  doubts  and  apprehensions  by  discovering  that  the  brother  of  his  in- 
tended was  able  to  converse  equally  well  in  both  languages.  To  him  he  procured 
an  introduction,  and  made  known  his  tender  feelings  concerning  his  sister ;  desiring 
at  the  same  time  that  he  might  be  permitted  to  oflfer  his  addresses  to  her.  This  was 
assented  to,  and  a  courtship  was  commenced  which  was  carried  on  by  means  of  th6 
brother,  until  in  the  course  of  three  or  four  weeks  it  resulted  in  the  complete  discom- 
fiture of  the  pretty  Senhora,  who  yielded  up  her  captive  heart  to  her  victor,  and 
promised  to  marry  him ;  upon  condition,  however,  that  he  would  abandon  Frotes- 
tantism  and  become  a  believer  in  the  Roman  Catholic  faith.  These  were  certainly 
hard  terms ;  but  what  could  he  do  7  If  he  objected  to  them,  be  woold  lose  the  pretty 
Senhora  forever ;  if  he  accepted  them,  he  would  gain  a  young  and  beautiful  wife,  who 
would  be  his  forever,  and  who  might  probably  with  him,  at  some  future  period,  n^ 
turn  to  his  temporarily-abandoned  creed.  What  should  we  have  done,  reader,  under 
the  circumstances  ?  Why,  I  think  we  should  have  done  just  as  our  adventurer  did  ; 
marry  the  charming  Senhora  and  take  the  neW  religion ;  the  former  forever,  the  latter 
until  we  regained  our  native  land.  We  could  then  return  to  our  abandoned  &ith,to 
which  we  might  endeavor  to  add  a  lovely  convert  Our  hero's  description  of  the 
ceremony  of  his  conversion  was  exceedingly  amusing:  <  A  number  of  richly-dressed 
priests/  said  he,  <  asked  me  an  innumerable  number  of  questions,  to  all  of  which» 
without  understanding  them,  I  replied  by  an  affirmative  nod  of  the  head.  Tlieny 
having  prayed  and  performed  a  variety  of  exercises,  they  wound  up  by  crossinf  my 
face  and  breast,  and  in  fact  every  part  of  me,  with  '  the  sign  of  the  cross,'  and  finally 
rolled  me  up  m  a  cross.  All  this  I  bore  With  the  resignation  of  a  martyr ;  but  the 
moment  the  ceremony  was  over,  these  words  burst  instinctively  firom  my  lips:  <  My 
dear  fellow,'  said  I  to  my  companion, '  is  n't  this  a  most  confounded  humbug !' '  De« 
siring  to  see  Brazil  before  his  return  home,  he  took  passage  on  board  of  a  vessel  boimd 
for  Para.  His  brother-in-law  accompanied  him,  and  I  suppose  made  himself  ex* 
ceedingly  useful  as  a  medium  of  communication,  or  mental  telegraph,  Setweeii  the 
newly-married  pair  during  the  blissful  hours  of  their 'honeymooiL'  Bat  our  friend 
has  not  permitted  the  romantic  young  planter  to  usurp  all  the  hnre-adventiire  of  hk 
pages.  He  had  occasional  *  transactions' in  that  kind  oik  b|i  '  own  aceoont'  Let  ns 
premise  that  on  *  a  very  charming  day  in  that  channhif  elimste/  our  oonespondenl 
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encounten,  under  the  shade  of  an  ornamental  verandah,  four  love-inqiiruig  maideDS, 
to  each  of  whom  he  offera  a  cigar ;  and  while  they  are  smoking  them,  which  the 
reader  is  to  understand  they  are  doing  with  the  utmost  goUU,  we  will  listen  to  his  de- 
scription of  one  of  them :  *  She  was  without  exception  the  most  beautiful  girl  I  ever 
saw.  Her  form  was  fairy-like,  and  her  stature  rather  small  than  otherwise.  How- 
ever, not  more  than  fifteen  years  had  rolled  their  sunmiers  over  her  head,  and  her 
height  was  therefore  well-proportioned  to  her  age.  Half  an  inch  more  would  cer- 
tainly have  detracted  from  the  perfect  symmetry  of  her  person.  She  toos  a  most 
lovely  being,  and  was  christened  and  known  by  the  euphonious  name  of  *  Louisa.' 
Her  face  was  oval  and  full,  and  her  countenance  indicated  the  possession  of  the  finest 
feelings  and  most  tender  sentiments  of  human  nature.  Never,  never  had  I  beheld 
such  a  pair  of  lips ! — so  prettily-formed,  so  ruby-like,  so  tempting !  The  emotions 
of  the  poet,  who  though  dead  still  lives  in  his  works,  arose  in  my  mind : 

'Oh!  might  I  kin  thoM  lips  of  Are! 
A  thousand  icarce  could  quench  de<lre  !* 

But  the  passion  of  the  moment  was  suppressed,  and  I  conversed  with  her  as  I  would 
have  talked  with  a  sister.  Her  head  was  decorated  with  luxuriant  hair,  which  hung 
in  dishevelled  wavy  tresses  upon  her  white  symmetrical  neck  and  well -developed 
bosom.  A  few  flowerets  were  entwined  in  her  hair,  which  were  indeed  all  the  orna- 
ments she  wore.  Her  exquisite  simplicity  was  itself  a  charm  ;  a  charm  which  jewels 
and  precious  stones  would  inevitably  have  destroyed.  Beautiful  girl !  she  did  not 
need  them !  Innocent  as  childhood,  she  used  only  that  garb  which  necessity  and 
custom  compelled.  Her  dress  was  so  low  in  the  neck  that  it  distinctly  disclosed  those 
charms  which  it  is  customary  for  females  to  conceal  in  more  civilized  countries,  and 
terminated  so  high  above  ground  as  to  expose  the  smallest  and  most  symmetrical 
foot  and  ankle  ever  beheld  by  mortal  man.  Such  was  the  beautiful  maid  of  Vigia. 
My  conversation  with  the  charming  Senhoritas  was  abruptly  brought  to  a  conclusion 
by  the  announcement  of  the  morning  me&I.  So  commending  them  to  God  till  by- 
and-by,  I  hastened  away.'  But  this  was  not  the  last  of  the  beautiful  maid  of  Vigia. 
Our  friend  sees  her  daily  promenading  in  the  grarden,  and  on  the  balmy  moonlit 
evenings  he  would  often  converse  with  her  through  the  lattice-work  of  her  vrindow. 
And  as  he  is  about  to  depart  from  Vigia  for  the  United  States,  look  you  what  a  pretty 
love-incident  he  records :  *  A  few  hours  before  my  departure,  as  I  was  walking  in 
the  rear  court-yard,  I  heard  the  sound  of  a  gentle  voice.  Looking  in  the  direction 
whence  it  proceeded,  I  beheld  tlie  lovely  maiden  peering  with  her  large  bright  raven 
eyes  through  a  narrow  aperture  of  the  fence,  and  holding  a  solitary  rose  in  her  hand. 
'  Senhor,'  said  she,  in  a  melodious,  rich  whisper,  *  take  this  rose — and  remember 
me !'  I  cannot  say  that  I  truly  loved  the  girl,  beautiful  as  she  was  ;  but  being  ad- 
dressed at  such  a  time  in  so  afTectlonate  a  manner,  by  so  charming  a  creature,  who 
appeared  then  if  possible  more  lovely  than  I  had  ever  seen  her  before,  had  a  most 
favorable  effect  upon  me.  Who  then  will  blame  me,  when  I  say  that  I  accepted  her 
fhigrant  tribute,  and  that  our  lips  met  while  I  was  breathing  to  her  my  last  adieu? 
« If  any,  speak  ;  for  him  have  I  offended  !* '  No  offence  in  the  world,  dear  Sir ;  and 
we  should  like  to  hear  the  first  man  *  speak'  to  the  effect  that  there  was  !  His  popu- 
larity with  the  ladies  (God  bless  them  !)  would  be  gone  forever.  But  now  ensueth  a 
pause.  We  have  run  cursorily  through  our  correspondent's  voluminous  manuscript, 
taking  here  and  there  a  passage,  quite  at  random,  as  it  arrested  attentioii  in  a  hasty 
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perusal.  But  we  have  presented  extracts  enough  to  show  the  interesting  character 
of  the  writer's  observations ;  and  we  trust  before  long  to  encounter  the  manuscript 
transformed  to  a  printed  book,  with  illustrations,  like  Browne's  <  Etchings  of  a 
"Whaling  Cruise.'     It  would  well  repay  any  publisher's  *  venture.' 


A  Yankee  in  Westminster  Abbey. — An  esteemed  friend,  to  whose  port-folio  our 
readers  have  more  than  once  been  indebted,  sends  us  the  following  welcome  commu- 
nication :  *  Almost  my  first  visit  in  London  was  to  Westminster  Abbey ;  and  although 
I  have  since  gazed  with  admiration  and  astonishment,  mingled  with  awe,  upon  St. 
Paurs,  York  Minster,  the  cathedrals  of  Cologne,  Strasbourg,  Milan,  St  Peter's ;  and 
have  stood  in  the  Pantheon,  where  one  feels  as  though  he  were  shaking  hands  with 
Antiquity  itself ;  yet  I  have  experienced  no  emotions  lik«  those  inspired  by  the  old 
abbey.  Larger,  loftier,  more  magnificent,  grander  in  a  certain  sense,  they  may  be ; 
nay,  undoubtedly  are.  Munificence  may  have  invoked  art,  and  art  exhausted  science, 
and  both  the  world,  to  supply  the  precious  stones  and  marble  and  silver  and  gold  ;  and 
cmming  hands  may  have  fashioned  them  into  exquisite  monuments  of  piety  or  of 
taste  ;  yet  there  stands  the  old  Abbey,  honorable  in  years  but  fresh  in  preservation, 
with  her  nave  and  choir  and  transepts  and  arches,  and  windows  through  which 
streams  the  soft  and  sombre  light ;  and  old  tombs,  some  crumbUng  to  decay  and 
others  by  sacrilegious  hands  defaced  or  broken ;  but  there  she  stands,  alone  in  her 
glor)',  that  neither  time  nor  violence  can  obliterate  or  destroy  ! 

*  We  enter  this  *  magazine  of  mortality,'  as  Addison  appropriately  calls  it,  by  a 
door  in  the  transept,  and  find  ourselves  among  a  crowd  of  visitors,  drawn  thither  per- 
haps by  the  same  feelings  that  influence  us,  and  standing  immediately  in  the  *  Poet's  * 
Comer.'  This  appears  to  be  a  privileged  spot,  where  all  may  freely  come ;  but  at  a 
short  distance,  and  between  two  columns,  is  a  gate  that  bars  our  farther  entrance. 
At  this  gate  stands  a  sturdy  verger,  dressed  in  a  dark  cassock  and  grasping  an  official 
wand.  Visitors  are  kept  in  waiting  'here  until  a  goodly  number  are  collected,  when 
the  verger  proceeds  to  pocket  the  required  pence,*  (I  could  n't  but  think  of  *  St.  Petbr 
sitting  at  the  celestial  gate,')  and  handing  you  over  to  *  another  of  the  same  sort,'  you 
are  *  rushed'  through.  But  being  in  a  spot  we  most  wished  to  see,  and  in  no  haste  to 
advance  under  the  locomotive  process,  we  took  our  stand  and  looked  around.  Fa- 
miliar names  meet  the  eye  at  every  point.  What  cathedral,  what  city,  what  nation 
can  boast  such  great  wealth,  the  accumulated  treasures  of  centuries?  —  philosophen, 
historians,  poets,  sages,  artists  ?  — the  great  and  distmguished  men  of  England.  And 
herein  is  the  glory  of  the  old  Abbey. 

*  Look  around.  Chaucer,  Spenser,  Milton,  Butler,  Prior,  Drtdkn,  Shakb- 
PEARE,  Thompson,  Addison,  Goldsmith,  *  O !  rare  Ben.  Johnson  !'  and  he  of  Uke 
cognomen,  the  great  Leviathan  of  Literature  himself,  are  slumbering  beneath  my 
feet;  and  Sheridan,  and  he  who  died  but  yesterday, Campbell — they  are  gathered 
in  here  ;  not  that  the  mortal  remains  of  all  are  in  this  spot  interred,  but  here  are 
their  monuments,  and  of  most  of  them  their  remains — fit  place  for  either — to  bo 

*  We  are  iiere  reminded  of  Hood's  thoughtful  man,  whose  solcmo  reflections  on  hearing  the 
organ  iu  the  Abbey,  at  the  close  of  the  service,  were  abruptly  interrupted  by  the  verger  with : 

'Sarvice  is  done;  it's  tappence  now 
For  Uiem  as  wants  to  atopi' 
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gatherad  as  it  wen  into  one  fold.  I  could  not  bat  rofleet,  that  if  ia  tbo  geneial  n- 
•nrrection  we  lelarame  oyr  <  mortal  coil,'  what  an  army  of  illusthoiis  qiirits  wooU 
nub  oat  of  the  old  Abbey! 

*  But,  premknng  that  we  have  paid  our  toll  to  the  gate-keeper,  let  oa  adraBoe  under 
the  charge  of  this  intelligent  old  verger.  But  do  n't  ask  him  any  questions ;  it  takes 
up  time,  and  he  cannot  answer  them ;  he  has  his  lesson  by  rote,  and  like  Hamixt's 
grave-digger, '  We  must  speak  by  the  card,  or  equivocation  will  undo  us.'  Sir  Isaac 
Newton,  Sir  Godfeit  KMELLsa,  the  great  Earl  of  Chatham,  and  his  son,  England's 
illustrious  minister,  Willum  Pitt,  his  rival,  Charlks  Jamxs  Fox  —  General  Wolr  ! 
(how  the  great  names  crowd  about  us !)  and  presently  we  come  to  poor  Amdrk  ;  bat 
this  sounds  too  much  like  a  catalogue.  Kings  and  queens  and  princes  and  dukes  are 
commingled  with  viler  or  more  illustrious  clay.  Yonder  stands  the  coronation-chair, 
ill  which  how  many  sovereigns  have  been  crowned  !  It  is  just  as  good  as  new,  and 
will  answer  the  like  purpose,  if  needed,  these  many,  many  years ;  and  the  old  stone 
wider  it,  brought  from  Scotland  in  the  thirteenth  century,  will  last  *  till  the  crack  ef 
doom.'  But  where  are  they  who  sat  in  that  chair !  What  a  soft  mellow  atmospheie 
pervades  the  Abbey !  If  one  were  dead  he  could  not  feel  lonesome  here,  then  it 
•aeh  goodly  company,  and  so  many  inquirers  searching  for  one,  and  such  a  cxmstant 
reverberation  of  sound  above  and  around. 

*  The  old  verger's  monotonous  voice  arouses  us,  as  in  his  *  accustomed  walk'  he  it 
relating  how  in  such  a  year  John  Jones,  the  Duke  of  Surra,  died  and  was  here  buried ; 
as  was  also  the  Dutchess  his  wife,  and  the  little  infant,  their  illustrious  ofipring ;  and 
their  figures  are  all  sculptured  in  high  relief  in  marble,  cumbent,  with  their  hands 
folded  across  their  breast ;  *  undoubted  true  portraits,'  except  that  their  noses  had 
been  knocked  off  by  Cromwell  or  his  blood-thirsty  followers.  By  the  way,  CtoM- 
WELL,  according  to  these  veritable  vergers,  committed  all  the  outrages  that  time,  mis- 
ohievous  boys  and  thieves  ordinarily  •do  in  other  countries.  There  was  scarcely  a 
church  in  England,  Scotland,  or  even  Ireland,  as  we  afterward  found,  where  Caoa- 
WELL  had  n't  played  the  very  devil ;  but  they  are  giving  him  a  ttatue  in  the  new 
houses  of  Pariiament  for  all  thai.  We  could  not  but  observe,  in  passing  along,  with 
what  sedulous  care  some  <  Old  Mortality'  had  dug  out  the  brass  or  silver  with  which 
many  of  the  marbles  had  been  inlaid. 

< '  This,'  proclaimed  the  verger,  *  is  the  tomb  of  John,  Lord  Rossbll,  son  and  hsir 
to  Feanois,  Eari  of  Bedford.  An<|  his  son  Fsancis  by  Elizabeth  daughter  of 
Anthony  Cook,  Knight,  and  widow  of  Sir  Thomas  Host,  Knight* 

<  </t  that  Lord  John  Rutoell  ?'  exclaimed  a  Voice. 

*  It  was  strongly  nasal,  and  seemed  familiar  to  my  ear ;  yet  I  was  doubtful  of  its 
identity.  I  only  retreated  to  the  periphery  of  the  circle ;  the  crowd  were  not  violently 
agitated  with  the  anachronism.  It  might  have  been  that  they  did  not  hear  it,  or 
hearing,  did  not  heed  it  We  swept  on.  Presently  we  came  to  the  tomb  of  <  Elba- 
BRTH,  Countess  of  Derby,  wife  of  William  Stanley,  Eari  of  Derby,  eldest  daughter 
of  Edward  de  Vere,  Eari  of  Oxford,  grand-daughter  of  Lord  Burleigh,  who  died 
In  1634. 

'  <  It  that  Lord  Stanley  V  inqmred  the  same  Voice. 

<  The  com  laws  and  free  trade  were  evidently  running  in  our  friend's  head,  and  not 
chronology.  I  was  certain  now  of  being  in  the  vicinity  of  a  live  Yankee.  I  knew 
from  what  direction  the  voice  came  ;  but  bashful  of  a  recognition,  I  avoided  tuning 
my  eyes  to  that  quarter.  The  verger  resurrectioniiad  one  of  the  Sfbncsrs  ;  then 
came  the  same  interrogatory : 
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*  *  Is  that  Lord  Spsneer  r 

Now  all  these  old  gentlemen  and  ladies  had  been  Twy  dead  §ot  ■erendeentoriee,  and 
were  entirely  innocent  of  knowing  any  thing  at  all  about  Shr  Robbet  Feel,  or  Lord  John 
RoMSLL,  or  the  com  laws,  or  free  trade  f  bat  ignorance  bemg  bU«,  I  had  no  idea  of 
disturbing  the  fancies  of  my  Yankee  countrymen  or  his  emdite  cicerone ;  so  after 
satisfying  myself  that  the  anxious  inquirer  was  the  identical  /  Colonel,'  formerly  a 
grocer  in  my  own  city,  but  retired  from  business,  I  gave  him,  as  sailors  day,  *  a  wide 
berth  f  not  howerer  until  I  saw  hun  standing  in  front  of  WoLf«*s  monament,  on 
the  fa9ade  of  which  is  a  bas-relief,  representing  the  storming  of  the  heights  of  Qne- 
bec  by  that  gallant  general  He  was  saying  to  his  listeners :  <  I  ben  to  that  place ; 
I  seen  that ;  I  was  there  two  year  ago  ;  *t  's  a  good  ways  off,  that  is ;  much  as  three 
thousand  mild.* 

*  Not  bemg  anxious  to  renew  an  acquaintance  temporarily  formed  with  the  Colonel 
in  Liverpool,  on  my  arrival  there  some  fortnight  before,  and  my  reflections  taking  a 
different  direction  from  what  they  had  been  on  entering,  I  left  the  Colonel  in  andia- 
turbed  possession  of  the  Abbey,  intending  to  renew  my  visit  at  some  ftitore  time.' 


Death- Warnings  :  oe  Voices  veom  the  SriErr-WoELi). — Our  readers  will  have 
seen,  among  the  Moslem  traditions  recorded  m  these  pages  by  our  oriental  correspon- 
dent, the  fact  mentioned  that  dreams  are  regarded  by  the  inhabitants  of  the  East  as 
often  true  warnings  or  indications  of  future  events.  This  belief  of  celestial  eommunings 
with  the  *  under-world'  is  well  illustrated  by  the  subjoined  anecdote,  wbkt  was  related 
to  Mr.  Lane,  the  editor  of  the  *  Illustrated  Arabian  Nights'  at  Caira,  shortly  after  the 
terrible  plague  of  the  year  1835.  His  autborily  was  a  distinguished  sheykh,  who  had 
taken  the  trouble  to  investigate  the  fact,  and  had  ascertamed  its  truth :  'A  tradesman, 
living  in  the  quarter  of  El-Hanafee,  in  Cairo,  dreamed  during  the  plague  that  eleven 
persons  were  carried  out  from  his  house  to  be  buried,  victims  of  this  disease.  He  awoke 
in  a  state  of  the  greatest  distress  and  alarm,  reflecting  that  eleven  was  the  total  num- 
ber of  the  inhabitants  of  his  house,  including  hunself,  and  ^at  it  would  be  vain  hi  him 
to  attempt,  by  adding  one  or  more  members  to  bis  household,  to  elude  the  decree  of 
God,  and  give  himself  a  chance  of  escape :  so,  calling  together  his  neighbofs,  be  in*** 
formed  them  of  his  dream,  and  was  couniselled  to  submit  with  resignation  to  a  fate  m 
plainly  foreshown,  and  to  be  thankful  to  GrOD  for  the  timely  notice  with  whieb  be  had 
been  mercifully  favored.  On  the  fdlowmgday,  one  of  bis  children  died ;  a  day  or  two 
after  a  wife ;  and  the  pestilence  continued  its  ravages  among  his  family  nptil  he  re- 
mained in  his  bouse  alone.  It  was  impossible  for  him  now  to  entertam  the  digfateat 
doubt  of  the  entire  accomplishment  of  the  warning :  hnmediately  therefore  after  the. 
last  death  that  bad  taken  place  among  his  household,  he  repaired  to  a  friend  at  a  neigh- 
boring shop,  and  calling  to  him  several  other  persons  from  the  aiQoining  and  opposite 
shops,  he  reminded  them  of  his  dream,  aoquainted  them  with  its  almost  complete  ftil* 
filment,  and  expressed  his  conviction  that  he,  the  eleventh,  should  very  soon  die. 
*  Perhaps,'  said  he,  *  I  shall  die  this  next  night:  I  beg  of  yon  therefore  for  God's  sake 
to  come  to  my  house  early  to-morrow  morning,  and  the  next  morning,  and  the  next  if 
necessary,  and  to  see  if  I  be  dead,  and  when  dead,  that  I  am  pcoperiy  buried ;  Air  I 
have  no  one  with  me  to  wash  and  ihrocid  me.    Fail  lot  to  do  me  thb  eerneOf  whieh 
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will  procure  you  a  recompense  in  heaven.  I  have  bought  my  grave-linen ;  3^00  will 
find  it  in  a  comer  of  the  room  in  which  I  sleep.  If  you  find  the  door  of  the  house 
latched,  and  I  do  not  answer  to  your  knocking,  break  it  open.' 

*  Soon  after  sunset  he  laid  himself  in  his  lonely  bed,  though  without  any  ezpectatiao 
of  closing  his  eyes  in  sleep ;  for  his  mind  was  absorbed  in  reflections  upon  the  awfol 
entry  into  another  world,  and  a  review  of  his  past  life.  As  the  shades  of  night  gath- 
ered around  him  he  could  almost  fancy  that  he  beheld,  in  one  faint  object  or  another 
in  his  gloomy  chamber,  the  dreadful  penon  of  the  Angel  of  Death ;  and  at  length  he 
actually  perceived  a  figure  gliding  in  at  the  door,  and  approaching  his  bed.  Starting 
up  in  horror,  he  exclaimed,  *  Who  art  thou  7*  —  and  a  stern  and  solemn  voice  an- 
swered : 

<  *  Be  silent  ?     I  am  Azrasel,  the  Angel  of  Death !' 

<  <  Alas !'  cried  the  terrified  man  ;  *  I  testify  that  there  is  no  deity  but  God,  and  1  tes- 
tify that  Mohammad  is  God's  apostle !  There  is  no  strength  nor  power  but  in  God 
the  High  the  Great!     To  God  we  belong,  and  to  Him  we  must  return  I' 

*  He  then  covered  himself  over  with  his  quilt,  as  if  for  protection,  and  lay  with  throb- 
bing heart,  expecting  every  moment  to  have  his  soul  torn  from  him  by  the  inexorable 
messenger.  But  moments  passed  away,  and  minutes  and  hours ;  yet  without  his  ex- 
periencing any  hope  of  escape  ;  for  he  imagined  that  the  Angel  was  waiting  for  him 
to  resign  himself,  or  had  left  him  for  a  while,  and  was  occupied  in  receiving  first  the 
souls  of  the  many  hundred  human  beings  who  had  attained  their  predestined  term  io 
that  same  night  and  in  the  same  city,  and  the  souls  of  the  thousands  who  were  doomed 
to  employ  him  elsewhere.  Daybreak  arrived  before  his  sufferings  tenninated ;  and 
his  neighbours,  coming  accordmg  to  their  promise,  entered  his  chamber,  and  found 
him  still  in  bed  ;  but  observing  that  he  was  covered  up,  and  motionless  as  a  corpse, 
they  doubted  whether  he  were  still  alive,  and  called  to  him.  He  answered,  with  a 
faint  voice  :  *  I  am  not  yet  dead  ;  bat  the  Angel  of  Death  came  to  me  in  the  dodL 
of  the  evening,  and  I  expect  every  moment  his  return,  to  take  my  soul :  therefore 
trouble  me  not ;  but  see  me  washed  and  buried.' 

'  *  But  why,'  said  his  friends, '  was  the  street-door  left  unlatched  ?' 

<  *  I  latched  it,*  he  answered,  *  but  .the  Angel  of  Death  may  have  opened  it' 

*  *  And  who,'  they  asked,  *  is  the  man  in  the  court  ?' 

*  He  answered,  *  I  know  of  no  man  in  the  court :  perhaps  the  Angel  who  is  waiting 
for  my  soul  has  made  himself  visible  to  you,  and  been  mistaken,  in  the  twilight,  for  a 
man.' 

<  *  He  is  a  thief,'  they  said,  *  who  has  gathered  together  every  thing  in  the  house  that 
he  could  carry  away,  and  has  been  struck  by  the  plague  while  doing  so,  and  now  lies 
dead  in  the  court  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  grasping  in  his  hand  a  silver  candlestick.' 

*  The  master  of  the  house,  after  hearing  this,  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  throw- 
ing off  his  quilt,  exclaimed :  *  Praise  be  to  God,  the  Lord  of  all  creatures !  That  is 
the  eleventh,  and  I  am  safe !  No  doubt  it  was  that  rascal  who  came  to  me  and  said 
that  he  was  the  Angel  of  Death.    Praise  be  to  God  !  Praise  be  to  God  !' 

*  This  man  survived  the  plague,  and  took  pleasure  in  relating  the  above  story.  The 
thief  had  overheard  his  conversation  with  his  neighbors,  and  coming*  to  his  house  in 
the  dusk,  had  put  his  shoulder  to  the  wooden  lock,  and  so  raised  the  door  and  displaced 
the  latch  within.  There  is  nothing  wonderful  in  the  dream,  nor  in  its  accomplish- 
ment ;  the  plague  of  1835  entirely  desolated  many  houses,  and  was  mostly  ^tal  to 
the  young ;  and  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  house  in  question  were  yoong  excepting 
the  master.' 
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THE      DRAMA. 

Kino  John  at  the  Park-Thsatrb.  —  The  great  feature  of  the  past  month  hai 
been  the  production  of  King  John,  with  such  an'  array  of  scenery,  costume  and  ap- 
pointments as  quite  eclipses  Mr.  Kbah*s  late  revival  of  Richard  the  Third.  The 
great  fidelity  of  the  dresses  and  other  paraphernalia  of  the  characters ;  the  immense 
multitude  of  personages  represented,  and  the  faithful  views  of  places  and  scenery  upon 
which  the  events  of  this  play  transpire,  render  it  altogether  a  historical  picture',  where- 
in are  worthily  and  forcibly  portrayed  the  immortal  imaginings  of  Shaksfkarb.  In 
the  production  of  this  play  Mr.  Charles  Kean  has  displayed  a  degree  of  historical 
research,  a  close  and  scrutinizing  investigation  of  the  manners  and  dress  of  the  mid* 
die  ages,  which  would  do  credit  to  a  professed  antiquary ;  not  that  it  is  a  work  of  great 
labor  to  find  authority  for  the  mere  costumes  of  tlie  kings,  cardinals,  and  other  great 
personages  of  the  times ;  but  to  dress  every  character  in  his  fitting  garb,  from  the  king 
on  his  throne  down  to  the  merest  lackey  and  camp-follower ;  and  this  not  in  his  sim- 
ple garb  alone,  but  with  every  appomtment  bebnging  to  the  costume ;  so  that  each 
dress  is  a  study,  a  perfect  picture  in  itself ;  defying  criticism,  even  upon  its  minutest 
points ;  all  this  requires  a  refined  taste,  great  study,  laborious  research  and  a  true  love 
of  art  for  its  own  sake,  to  accomplish.  There  can  be  no  donbt  that  a  certain  influence 
of  sundry  dollars  and  cents  to  accrue  upon  the  succcess  of  the  undertaking  had  its 
efiect  upon  the  mind  of  Mr.  Kean  and  eke  upon  that  of  the  manager  in  the  produc- 
tion of  these  expensive  Shakbperian  revivals ;  but  there  is  good  evidence  that  a  higher 
and  nobler  inducement  had  its  effect  also  in  urging  their  accomplishment  Every 
friend  of  the  true  drama,  every  lover  of  art,  every  reader  of  Shakbpears,  every 
admirer  of  the  beautiful  in  any  shape,  must  feel  gratefiil  to  Mr.  Kean  and  the  maam^ 
ager  of  the  Park  for  the  great  gratification  which  they  have  thos  afRirded  them.  It 
is  not  necessary  at  this  time  to  particularize  the  gorgeous  pieces  of  scenery,  or  the  rich 
and  magnificent  or  the  homely  yet  faithftd  dresses  and  appcnntments  of  this  jffodiio- 
tion.  Every  daily  journal  has  toki  its  readers  of  their  wonders,  and  thonsands  have 
feasted  their  eyes  and  minds  with  a  sight  of  them ;  but  it  is  always  in  season  to  com- 
mend good  acting,  whether  performed  under  the  liberal  means  and  appliances  that 
surround  the  dramatis  personsB  in  *  King  John*  and  Richard  the  Third,  or  whether 
portrayed  in  a  bam,  with  a  hay-rack  for  the  King's  throne  and  a  hone-blanket  forEBv 
Majesty's  most  royal  tent ;  so  we  will  pretermit  the  accessories,  and  speak  of  the 
personations  of  the  players. 

The  great  character  in  this  play  is  the  queenly,  motherly,  soRowing  CmnrMMOm, 
There  is  but  little  in  words  and  dialogue  even  for  her  to  do ;  and  well  it  is  that  there 
is  not  more  of  this  affecting,  sorrowing  vein ;  if  there  was,  and  it  was  portrayed  by 
Mrs.  Kean,  she  would  literally  drown  the  stage  in  tears.  A  more  painftiUy  true  pieeo 
of  acting  was  surely  never  witnessed  than  the  Conbtanoi  of  Bfrs.  Kian.  It  is  the 
vivid  truth  of  nature  itself,  most  masterly  expressed.  Her  whole  maimer  is  mott 
touchingly  impressive.  There  is  a  majesty  m  her  sorrow  that  bends  all  before  it  She 
is  the  very  queen  of  sadness ;  her's  is  a  commanding  grief,  that  will  not  be  controlled. 
When  she  speaks  of  her  lost  Arthur,  she  does  it  in  such  sweet  accents  of  grief  and 
love  that  the  most  unsympathetic  heart  pitiea  and  grieves  with  her.  A  mighty  nr- 
row  fills  her  whole  being ;  speaks  in  hereyeiaiid  gifit  out  iti  MQiiiiiif  in  ewy  alti- 
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tade  and  gestore*    Nothing  could  be  more  fall  of  majestic  sadneH  than  her  attitude 

and  accents  in  the  passage : 

'  To  me,  and  to  the  state  of  my  freaC  grief, 
Let  kiofs  aiaoBble ;  for  my  grief's  so  great 
Tliat  no  supporter  but  ibe  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  vp.    JSfers  /  0md  S0rr9mHt; 
Here  it  wty  throne ;  Ut  kimgt  cmme  hew  to  it ." 

In  every  character  in  which  this  great  artiste  has  appeared  we  <  have  been  thers 
to  see  ;*  but  by  none  have  we  been  so  impressed  with  her  great  power  as  by  her  per- 
sonation of  CONSTAKCB. 

Kino  John  himself  we  consider  as  a  mean,  cruel,  crafty,  and  but  that  he  is  a  king, 
a  very  contemptible  sort  of  person  ;  and  all  that  could  be  done  to  keep  these  pecu- 
liarities in  all  their  revolting  hideousness  before  the  audience  was  most  sacceaafully 
accomplished  by  Mr.  Kban.  The  scene  with  Hubert,  the  only  really  great  one  for 
the  king  in  the  play,  was  forcibly  given,  and  reminded  us  somehow  most  strangely  of 
the  elder  Kban.  The  death  in  the  last  act  was  also  painfully  impressive ;  but  the 
character  itself  is  a  feeble  one,  compared  either  with  Constance  or  Faloonbbidgb, 
and  Mr.  Charles  Kban  certainly  does  as  well  with  it  as  its  limited  scope  admits  of. 
Mr.  Vandbnhofv's  Falconbridgb  deserves  the  high  praise  which  attends  all  the 
personations  of  this  most  excellent  actor.  The  bold,  careless,  soldier-like  bearing, 
the  almost  reckless  independence  of  the  character,  was  admirably  given,  and  the 
merry  humor  of  the  part  was  portrayed  with  all  the  freedom  that  belongs  to  it  It 
was  sparkling,  gay  and  satirical,  without  descending  to  fieurce ;  it  was  full  of  a  quiet, 
gentlemanly  humor,  which,  alihough  it  might  not  mount  up  to  the  broad  expectations 
of  the  groundlings,  could  not  fail  to  please  the  discriminating  taste  of  his  audience. 
Mr.  Dtott's  Hubert  was  well  sustained,  and  acted  with  the  discriminating  judg- 
ment which  is  always  expected  from  this  gentleman.  Mr.  Bass  as  Cardinml  Pmn- 
dulph  delivered  his  text  with  all  due  emphasis  and  discretion,  and  was  dignified  and 
lofty  to  a  degree ;  but  connecting  Mr.  Bass  as  we  always  do  with  something  exceed- 
ingly comic,  the  contrast  of  the  austere  demeanor  of  the  Pope's  Holy  Legate  and  the 
quips  and  quirks  of  merry  Jack  FaUtaff,  came  very  unfairly  and  provokingly  to  the 
mind,  somewhat  to  the  prejudice  of  a  just  appreciation  of  his  merits  as  the  CardinaL 
MiB.  Abbot  played  the  Queen  Mother  well ;  but  to  our  thinking  this  lady  is  altogether 
too  amiable  in  disposition  and  too  handsome  in  person  to  represent  faithfully  the  cha- 
racter of  this  abominable  she-wolf.  Miss  Denny  played  the  part  of  Arthur  to  admi- 
ration. Her  nalvet^  and  innocent  manner  throughout  her  scene  with  Hubert  was 
touchingly  pathetic,  and  evinced  a  wonderful  degree  of  talent  and  judgment  for  so 
youthful  an  aspirant  Mr.  Stark  as  The  Dauphin^  bating  some  starchines  of  man- 
ner, got  through  his  part  with  credit  In  short,  the  play  altogether  is  brought  upon 
the  stage,  and  represented  there  by  all  engaged  in  it,  in  a  manner  that  makes  it  a  most 
intellectual  treat  to  witness,  and  one  which  will  be  treasured  up  to  be  enjoyed  here- 
after as  a  *  most  sweet  remembrance.'  .  .  .  That  charming  danseuse,  Madame 
Augusta,  contrary  to  expectation,  has  given  her  friends  an  opportunity  of  enjoying 
her  exquisite  performances  for  a  few  nights  at  the  Opera  House.  Great  as  has  been 
the  admiration  which  has  always  heretofore  attended  Augusta,  it  has  been  increased 
many  fold  during  this  short  engagement  With  all  the  lightness  of  one  of  the  divine 
Peris  of  song,  she  adds  a  grace  as  bewitching  and  angelic  as  any  that  floated  in  the 
imagination  of  Moore  when  he  dressed  his  gay  immortals.  But  in  plain  prose,  our 
Quean  of  the  Dance  has  improved  greatly  naoe  her  last  appesranoe  in  this  conntry ', 
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and  this  is  saying  much,  where  there  appeared  so  little  room  for  addition.  As  a  grace- 
ful artiste  in  the  pantomime  of  the  ballet,  Augusta  has  never  had  but  one  equal.  She 
seems  to  speak  with  her  eyes  and  fingers,  and  every  motion  of  her  graceful  frame,  as 
eloquently  as  the  most  famous  histrion  in  words.  But  it  is  the  graceful  fairy-like 
lightness  of  her  steps  that  charms  and  wins  all  hearts  toward  her.  She  floats  along 
the  scene  as  if  she  spumed  the  ground  beneath  her,  or  as  if  the  occasional  touch  of 
her  tiny  foot  to  the  grovelling  earth  was  merely  a  submission  to  custom,  and  not  at 
all  necessary  to  sustain  her  airy  form  in  its  passage.  There  is  nothing  of  the  earth 
about  her ;  all  is  spiritual  and  sylph-like,  as  if  she  had  just  flown  down  from  the  spirit- 
land  to  glide  for  a  moment  before  the  wondering  eyes  of  mortals,  a  thing  of  airy  light, 
and  then  to  fade  away  again  like  the  bright  spirit  of  a  h^ppy  dream.  But  Bbranobe, 
with  his  pencil  of  light,  has  drawn  her  portraiture,  and  here  it  is : 

*Oui,  vous  naissez  au  sein  dea  rosea, 
Fils  de  I'Aurore  et  dec  zephyrs ; 
Vos  brillautes  metamorphoses 
Sout  le  secret  de  nos  plaisirs. 
D'un  souffle  vous  etches  aos  larmes  ; 
Vous  epurez  I'azur  des  cieux : 
J'en  crois  ma  Sylph ide  et  ses  charmes, 
Sylpbcs  l^gersi,  soyez  tues  dieuxl' 


Gossip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  *  Well,  here  we  are  again  .'*  at 
the  end  of  our  twenty-eighth  volume  ;  and  on  the  first  of  next  month  we  *  shall  have 
the  honor  of  appearing  before  you*  with  the  first  number  of  our  Twenty-Ninth  Vo- 
lume. If  you  did  not  know  us,  reader  ;  if  we  had  not  been  companions  for  so  many 
years  ;  and  if  we  thought  there  was  any  necessity  for  so  doing,  we  might  entertain 
you  with  a  long  list  of  attractive  promises,  impossible  of  fulfilment ;  but  *  being  that 
circumstances  are  as  they  are,'  we  shall  do  no  such  thing.  This  much  only  we  do  say, 
that  our  port-folios  are  full  of  most  acceptable  materiel ;  that  we  have  an  unapproacha- 
ble corps  of  contributors  of  whom  we  are  not  more  proud  than  our  readers  themselves ; 
and  that  beside  matter  in  hand  we  have  articles  engaged  from  the  pens  of  some  of  the 
first  writers  in  the  land  ;  and  with  these  facts  our  readers  will  soon  be  made  acquainted, 
*  by  the  seeing  of  the  eye  and  the  understanding  of  the  heart'  Grateful  for  long- 
continued  and  increasing  patronage,  we  have  pleasure,  by  way  of  reciprocity,  in  as- 
suring our  readers,  that  in  the  quality  and  variety  of  literary  viands,  in  neatness  and 
beauty  of  typographical  execution,  and  in  early  and  secure  transmission,  we  anticipate 
remaining  in  no  respect  behind  the  best  of  our  contemporaries.  *  And  farther  this  de- 
ponent sayeth  not.'  ...  *  Sweepings  from  the  Study  of  a  Septuagenary  contain 
many  excellent  things.  We  subjoin  the  following :  *  Tims  has  no  identity.  It  is  a 
fiction  in  philosophy,  which  represents  passing  events;  and  the  annual  revolution  of> 
our  earth,  with  the  return  of  the  seasons,  are  its  exponents.  Time  is  to  eternity  what 
space  is  to  matter  ;  hence  Time,  Destiny  and  Fate  are  fictions  which  may  flourish 
in  poetic  fancy  and  philosophical  abstractions,  but  have  no  identity  in  physical  reality. 
The  following  poetic  sonnet  on  Time,  Fame  and  Oblivion  is  a  fine  imitation  of  the 
Italian  by  Dante,  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Edward  Coze,  of  Hampstead  Heath,  Mid- 
dlesex, London  ;  and  affords  a  rich  specunen  of  the  copious  beauty  and  poetic  power 
of  the  English  tongue  : 

'  I  A8KZD  of  Tims  for  whom  thoM  templM  rois, 

That  prostrate  by  his  band  in  silence  lief 
His  lips  disdained  the  mjrstery  to  diacloee, 
And  borne  on  iwifter  winy,  he  harried  by. 
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These  broken  colurans  whoee  f  I  asked  of  Fame ; 

^Her  kindling  breath  gives  life  to  works  sublime ;) 
With  downcast  look  of  mingled  grief  and  shame, 

She  heaved  th'  uncertain  sigh,  and  followed  Tims. 
Wrapt  in  amazement,  o'er  the  mouldering  pile 

I  saw  Oblivion  pass,  with  giiut  stride : 
And  while  his  visage  wore  Pride's  scornful  smile, 

*  Haply  thou  know'st;  then  tell  roe  whoso  !*  I  cried ; 
*  Whoee  these  vast  domes,  that  e'en  in  ruin  shine  V 

'  I  reck  not  whose,'  he  said,  *  they  now  are  eutic  /' 

In  the  following  graphic  delineation,  Destiny  and  Fate  are  to  be  conndered  as 
imaginary  agents,  placed  out  of  connection  with  realities.  To  draw  aside  the  veil 
which  covers  such  gloomy  abstractions,  representing  in  their  place  poetic  flowers, 
might  injure  the  nice  texture  of  fancy,  and  only  convey  absurd  contradictions  instead 
of  healthful  truth.  Here  are  fine  thoughts  *  On  contemplating  a  Starlight  Nig^t :'  *  Ye 
mystic  lights  !  ye  worlds  beyond  worlds !  incalculable  —  infinite  !  rolling  forever 
at  immeasurable  distances  from  our  petty  sea  of  mortality,  as  wave  after  wave  we  fret 
put  our  little  life,  then  sink  into  the  dark  abyss !  Can  we  look  upon  you,  ye  bright 
defiers  of  rest,  note  ydl^r  appointed  order  and  your  unvarying  course,  and  not  feel 
that  we  are  indeed  the  poorest  puppets  of  an  all-pervading  and  resistless  Destiny  7 
Shall  we  see  throughout  the  universe  each  orb  fulfilling  its  predrdered  course ;  no 
wandering  from  its  orbit ;  no  varia^ons  in  its  seasons ;  and  yet  imagme  the  great 
Arch-Ordainer  will  hold  back  the  tides  he  has  sent  from  their  unforeseen  source  at 
our  miserable  bidding !  Shall  we  think  that  qur  prayers  can  avert  a  doom  interwoven 
in  the  web  of  events,  when  to  change  a  particle  of  our  fate  might  change  the  fate  of 
millions?  Shall  the  link  forsake  the  chain,  and  yet  the  chain  remain  unbroken? 
Away  then  with  your  vague  repinings  and  blind  demands !  All  must  on  to  the  goal. 
The  colors  of  your  existence,  your  crimes  and  your  sorrows,  were  doonied  before 
your  birth.  Millions  of  ages  back,  when  this  hoary  earth  was  peopled  with  other 
kinds ;  yea,  before  its  atoms  had  formed  one  layer  of  its  present  surface^  destiny  bad 
fixed  the  moment  of  our  birth  and  the  limits  of  our  career  I*  These  thoughts  may  be 
vague,  yet  they  are  forcible.  •  •  •  Wb  came  across  recently,  in  looking  over  the  ex- 
tensive correspondence  of  the  late  lamented  '  Ollapod,'  (of  which  more  hereafter,) 
the  following  remarks,  addressed  to  a  hypercritical  reviewer  of  his  *  Spuit  of  Lifo,' 
who  among  other  things  had  taken  exception  to  the  terms  here  italicised : 

*  Whkrs  the  $ere  blooms  of  man's  decUne  are  shed, 
And  sterile  snows  the  brow  of  age  o'erspread  ;* 

and  to  the  last  line  of  the  following  passage,  farther  on  in  the  poem: 

*  Whilk  leaves  and  birds  and  streams  their  songs  attune, 
And  steep'd  in  music,  smiles  the  rose  of  June ; 
Making  the  freighted  bliss  it  scatters  there 

Seem  Uke  the  breathuigt  of  ambronal  air.* 

*  The  reviewer,*  says  Ollapod,  *  asks  *  What  are  the  blooms  of  man's  decline  7* 
A  yankee  might  reply  by  calling  them  withered  flowers.  When  Shakspkari  made 
one  of  his  heroes  say  that  his  way  of  life  had  fallen  into  <  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf,'  he 
meant  the  sere  blooms  of  his  decline — precisely.  There  is  no  getting  over  the  mean- 
ing, or  changing  the  propriety  of  the  phrase.  It  exceeds  no  poetic  license,  and  is  per- 
fectly defensible.    You  seem.  Sir,  to  have  been  marvellously  puzzled  with  the  lines: 

'  Making  the  freighted  bliss  it  scatters  there 
Seem  like  the  breathings  of  ambrosial  air ;' 

bat  if  yon  had  read  the  best  English  and  Amorican  poets  attentirely,  year  wonder- 
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ment  would  have  ceased,  aud  your  enlarged  comprehepnon  graiped  the  emblem. 
You  confess  you  do  not  know  what  ambrosial  air  is.  Milton  telki  you.  When  Etb 
stood  in  Eden  by  the  Tree  of  Knowledge,  she  saw 

'  One  shaped  and  winged  like  one  of  those  from  Heareo ; 

hi«  dewy  locka  diBtiiUd 
Ambrotia.* 

*  Now  what  was  this  but  fragrant  air  7  Was  it  oil  that  they  dropped  ?  What  did 
they  distil  ?  Actual  fruit,  think  you?  When  the  lady  in  Solomon's  song  got  np  to 
open  to  her  beloved,  think  you  that  her  fingers  dropped  real  myrrh  upon  the  handles  of 
the  lock  ?  or  was  it  the  odor  only  which  she  left  aroun<!  them  ?  Let  me  refer  you  to 
the  precedent  set  me,  though  only  seen  of  late,  by  an  American  poet,  Hulhouse.  In 
his  noble  *  Hadad'  occurs  the  following  colloquy  between  two  cherubs: 

Second  Cherob.  .  'Methinks 

A  sudden  sweetaeu  fills  the  air  around  me.' 

FiBST  Chebub.    ^AmbrosioL    It  betokens  some  blest  presence.' 

'  Now  what  is  that  but  air  ?  We  say  the  au:  is  foul,  when  the  pestilence  is  abroad. 
Milton  makes  '  sewers  perfume  the  air ;'  and  if  one  cannot  say  atnbrosial  air  with 

the  most  perfect  propriety,  then  never  was  poetic  simile  or  phrase  defensible.* The 

following  amusing  anecdote  was  jotted  down  on  the  same  paper,  with  the  evident  in- 
tention of  introducing  it  into  tho  <  Ollapodiana*  It  was  of  a  scene  in  an  English 
court  of  justice,  wherein  three  parties,  a  poor  man,  his  wife,  and  a  boy  of  seven 
years,  appeared  before  *  His  Worship,'  to  explain  why  it  was  that  a  donkey  belonging 
to  the  family  had  been  so  unmercifully  beaten  as  to  bring  them  in  jeopardy  of  the 
penalty  attached  to  the  offence  of  cruelty  to  animals.  *  The  man  denied  that  the 
donkey  had  been  abused  ;  he  said  he  had  *  too  much  respect  for  th6  podr  dumb  hani- 
mal,'  and  requested  that  the  alleged  sufferer  might  be  sent  for.  The  donkey  being 
at  the  door,  it  was  ordered  by  the  magistrates  to  be  brought  to  the  bar  and  examined. 
The  long-eared  witness  walked  into  the  office  with  a  look  of  profound  gravity,  and 
put  its  head  meekly  over  the  bar.  Its  sleek  condition  and  freedom  from  bruises  was 
soon  established.  The  owner  was  overjoyed  at  his  dismissal.  *  My  donkey,'  said 
he,  *  is  in  a  slap-up  condition,  and  I  takes  a  pride  in  keeping  on  him  so.  Lord  love 
your  worship  !  he  's  never  wolloped  more  nor  vot  does  him  good  j  he  's  just  like  von 
of  my  family,  and  as  fond  as  a  baby.  I  can 't  see  no  difference  atwixt  him  and  von 
of  my  hewn  .''•••  We  have  been  reflecting  (while  wafering  a  blank  strip  of  paper 
upon  the  above,  whereon  to  pursue  our  gossippmgs,)  upon  the  power  of  association 
connected  with  the  familiar  hand-writing  of  a  departed  friend.  '  The  hand  which 
traced  it  may  lie,  cold  and  forgotten  dust,  in  the  grave ;  it  may  have  become 

'  An  empty  sound, 
To  which  no  living  thing  lays  claim ;' 

but  its  magic  power  remains.  We  feel,  while  we  Ictok  on  it,  that  we  behold  th^  cer- 
tain and  visible  stamp  and  impress  of  a  human  existence,  since  paised  away  like  a 
shadow  from  the  earth.'  That  silent  page  makes  oath  to  ns  that  a  being  toM,  with 
health,  strength  and  reason ;  who  hoped  like  onnelves,  laughed  like  ooneltee,  and 
breathed  the  air  we  breathe  :  *  C^est  une  itineeeUe  de  ta  vie  ;'  a  epark  which  boms 
on  after  the  lamp  of  life  is  extinguished ;  a  moment  of  the  human  energy  of  body 
and  soul,  saved  from  the  blank  of  a  passed  existence.  ■  •  •  Ws  have  been  ecm- 
tiniziug,  for  the  last  half-hour,  a  miniature  of  our  friend  and  occaaonal  correspondent, 
Professor  James  J.  Mapbs,  by  Mr.  OmciA,  am  artist  who  has  no  Mipeiior  amoog  us 
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in  the  line  of  bis  profeasion.  We  never  saw  a  more  perfect  likenen,  or  a  more  aoft 
and  admirably-colored  painting.  There  is  not  a  touch  of  the  pencilXo  be  seen  on  the 
entire  surface  of  the  picture.  Apropos  of  Prof.  Mapes  :  our  readers  will  be  glad,  and 
not  at  all  surprised,  to  hear  that  this  gentleman,  who  never  yet  lost  an  opportunity  of 
doing  a  kindness  to  the  gifted  and  the  deserving,  has  been  triumphantly  acquitted  of 
certain  uncertain  charges  which  were  recently  prosecuted  against  him  by  a  mercan- 
tile firm  in  the  city  of  Philadelphia.  The  abundant  testimony  of  long^stabli^ied 
personal  character  which  he  adduced,  from  the  first  sources  in  this  metropolis,  as 
well  as  the  utter  failure  of  the  prosecuting  parties  to  make  out  their  case,  mnst  have 
had  weight  with  the  jury  in  inducing  them,  in  their  verdict  of  honorable  acquit- 
tal, to  throw  the  entire  costs  upon  the  county.  •  •  •  <  The  Night-wind  ui  An- 
tnmn !'  exclaims  a  new  and  clever  correspondent,  (E.  C.  Hinb,)  *  the  night-wind 
in  Autumn !  it  has  a  sweet  but  melancholy  voice,  as  it  comes  hovering  around  your 
casement  in  the  dark  solemn  midnight,  and  seizes  with  its  unseen  hand  upon  the  rust- 
ling curtain  of  your  apartment,  swaying  it  aside,  looking  in  upon  your  conch,  and 
muttering  something  in  an  unknown  tongue  ;  and  then,  because  you  cannot  onder- 
stand  it,  it  goes  sighing  and  moaning  away !  It  is  a  requiem  for  the  dying  year. 
T  is  the  Spirit  of  Summer,  that  still  lingers  around  the  graves  of  the  flowers,  bewail- 
ing the  lovely  ones  that  have  perished  forever.  The  night-wind !  It  has  wandered 
amid  the  silent  church-yards,  bearing  with  it  their  spectral  meteor-lights,  that  it  might 
read  the  inscriptions  on  the  white  stones  that  watch  above  the  dead.  The  night- wind 
in  Autumn !   Listen  to  its  plaintive  voice,  as  it  steals  softly  along  to  its  unknown  goal : 

"Ti8  the  f^oice  of  a  spirit  that  whispers  at  night. 
Of  a  fond  oue  who  faded  away  from  thy  sigbt ; 
'T  is  a  messenger  sent  to  this  cold  world  of  pain, 
To  tell  thee  that  loved  one  shall  meet  thee  again  I 

*  'T  is  the  low  plaintive  night-wind !    O,  list  to  ito  strain ! 
Like  the  nnisicr  that  float*,  o'er  the  moon-lighted  main, 
From  a  bark  of  the  dead  ;  even  thus  to  thine  ear 
It  murmuring  comes,  from  the  grave  of  the  year ! 

'  That  voice  to  the  night-wind  of  Autumn  is  given, 
To  warn  us  of  Dkath  and  to  tell  us  of  Heaven ; 
And  sweet  as  the  sound  of  a  bright  seraph's  wings, 
When  hov'ring  around  us,  the  song  that  it  sings !' 

It  might,  without  any  impropriety,  be  inseribed  with  *  Imperator,*  that  gigantic 
car  which  towers  aloft  with  all  its  golden  embellishments,  on  the  melancholy  site  of 
the  late  *  Niblo's  Theatre'  in  Broadway,  reminding  one,  not  of  any  lesser  ovation,  bnt 
of  the  gorgeous  Roman  *  triumph,'  at  what  time  the  victorious  generals  came  in  from 
the  East,  to  Rome,  the  *  mistress  of  the  world,'  with  treasures  and  princes  captives,  to 
adorn  their  train.  Eager  hearts  are  beating  with  curiosity  to  behold  the  opima  gpolia 
heralded  by  a  big-wheeled  chariot  such  as  this.  Nor  does  the  illusion  vanish  at  the 
blast  and  flourish  of  many  brazen  instruments,  which  play  proudly  a  *  grand  march,' 
spirit-stirring,  and  expressive  of  the  march  of  empire ;  while  slowly,  with  majestic 
footstep,  comes  m  the  Elephant  of  Siam,  surmounted  with  the  tower  which  onee 
bristled  with  the  spears  of  warriors,  but  is  now  resplendent  with  the  light  of  woman's 
eyes.  *  Hail  Columbia,  happy  land  !*  Cast  your  eyes  anmnd  the  area,  not  quite  so 
large  as  that  which  used  to  drink  the  blood  of  gladiators,  and  to  resound  with  the  bel- 
lowing of  beasts ;  yet  the  beasts  are  there,  in  all  the  sleekness  and  beauty  of  their 
savage  natures ;  various,  and  of  greater  or  lesser  fury ;  yet  domineered  over  and  snb- 
jsctad  to  ths  nobler  man;  just  as  the  brutal  pasfrions  of  the  man  himself  are  governed 
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by  the  noUer  reason.  There  cvonchee  m  hie  lair,  at  perfect  leit,  the  Lkm  6f  Nmnidia ; 
magrnificent,  with  hie  vast  head,  and  manner  fiill  of  royalty.  There  movee,  with 
distinguished  gracefulness,  the  leopard,  which  cannot  change  its  qwts,  (etcept  by 
leaving  one  spot  and  going  to  another,)  and  would  be  deprired  of  a  large  share  of 
its  beauty  if  it  did.  There  stands  the  wolf,  to  whose  class  Hokaob  recalls  us,  as  the 
memory  of  his  ode  comes  down  to  us  from  school-boy  days ;  and  especially  6i  that 
loving  adventurer,  who  was  shielded  from  one  in  the  Sabuie  wood,  (as  he  sang  his  own 
Lalace)  by  the  guardianship  and  charm  of  native  Ihnocetice.  Very  few  men  have 
been  shielded  from  wild  beasts  by  the  power  of  pufity,  since  the  fall  of  man.  A  feel- 
ing of  insecurity  still  creeps  over  3rou,  as  yon  look  through  the  massive  bars  of  the  cages 
which  cramp  the  monarchs  of  the  forest.  Will  they  not  make  one  grand  strike  for 
freedom  ?  And  then  what  wlU  become  of  the  motley  crowd  who  are  looking  at  the 
monkey  in  the  ring  ?  No  doubt  they  will  form  an  example  of  the  brittleness  of  human 
bones ;  cracked  up  in  the  jaws  ni  monsters  with  the  celerity  of  a  big  icicle  hit  with  a 
broom-stick.  A  feeling  of  anxiety  may  have  come  over  you  as  you  have  laid  down 
to  rest  over  a  big  boiler  of  four  hundred  horse  power ;  and  if  the  explosive  spurit 
should  burst  the  bars  and  nails  which  clamp  the  strong  cage,  what  will  become  of  the 
sleeper?  But  think  of  that  rush  of  fi^  spirit,  elephant,* tigc(!r,  lion,  tfebra  and  hyena- 
power,  bursting  forth  to  tear  the  cuticle,  to  roar,  hiss  and  throw  up  into  the  air  the 
unresisting  victims '  Such  an  event  is  too  terrible  even  to  think  ci ;  we  will  there- 
fore set  it  down  as  impossible  ;  at  any  rate  <  dismiss  the  subject  as  unpleasant*  To 
pass  over  the  pleasure  of  an  intellectual  and  ratiimal  man  in  such  a  collection  of  wild 
beastB  as  we  now  allude  to,  there  are  one  or  two  objects  of  so  ludicrous  a  nature  as  to 
attract  the  attention  of  most  spectators.  What  a  curious  bird  is  that  stork !  Can  it 
be  possible  that  he  is  the  bird  quoted  m  the  q>dling-book  (with  picture  to  match)  for 
filial  piety  ?  Standing  on  one  leg,  and  quite  uncertain  what  to  do  with  the  otb«r ; 
with  a  flat  bald  head,  and  a  Uinking  eye  which  winks  upward,  and  a  horridly  clumsy 
bill,  as  long  as  your  arm.  Altogether,  he  is  as  gawky  as  a  ctown  at  Afanaek's.  With 
a  sbw  motion  he  turns  around  from  presenting  his  aide  to  face  the  spectator.  Dear 
bird !  that  does  not  alter  you  for  the  better.  You  are  ugly,  and  *  no  mistake  f  calling 
to  mind  that  departed  flamingo  of  the  Bowling-Green,  lately  oelebrated  by  poor 
CuiPMAN  in  these  pages: 

*  Oh  i  have  you  ever  ever  Men  a  losf 'lened  flasilBfo  t 
Oh  t  have  you  ever  eeeo  in  the  water  mSmgol 
Oh  yes !  at  the  BowHnf -Green  I  've  eeen  a  kMf-lefg«d  iamiafo ! 
Oh  yes!  at  the  Bowling  Oreen  I  *ve  idea  in  tiie  water  Msi  go  T 

We  might  mention  the  numerous  company  of  paiTots»  paroquettes,  and  cockatoos, 
quietly  seated  on  perches,  with  their  green  and  gorgeous  plumage  so  strongly  con- 
trasting with  this  ungainly  bird ;  and  indeed  ornithology  is  an  agreeable  study,  as  the 
great  Jones  said  when  he  inspected  the  cabinet  of  minerals.  Bat  we  are  startled 
from  this  contemplation  by  a  roar  as  terrible  as  ever  resounded  in  the  great  woods.  It 
may  be  compared,  though  in  a  peculiar  sense,  to  that  voice  which  Yiaan.  mentions  mt 
belonging  to  the  ghosts  in  Tartarus.  Was  n't  it  a  voice  f —or  to  transliAe  in  H  new 
fiishion,  vox  et  preterea  nihil  ?  *  It  wam't  nothui'  else,'  we  heard  it  <c(»rectly  ob- 
served.' The  cause  of  all  this  is  the  gentle  thrusting  of  an  iron  bar  into  the  oageo# 
a  tiger,  who  has  taken  it  into  his  head  to  fall  out  and  fight  with  one  of  his  fo&owK 
*  Bill  !'  quoth  the  keeper,  <  what  yer  beftut?'  The  kind  salntatkln  of  tiie  iron  bar 
produces  its  efiect,  and  *  BiUV  growl  subsides.  Next  to  '  honeBUUMbip*  and  '  tfSH 
vaulting'  by  the  monkey,  perhqis  the  moit  intafentisf  oAifajtian  is  tiiat  of  the  gnal 
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American  Anaconda  ;  the  keeper  wearing  him  around  his  neck,  and  introduchigr  him 
in  a  set  speech,  as  thus :  *■  Ladies  and  gentlemen :  This  is  the  great  South  American 
Anaconda  ;  of  vast  size  and  growing  into  a  warm  climate.  He  feeds  on  rabbits  as 
well  as  birds  of  that  nature,  besides  whatever  he  can  git  —  if  they  falls  in  his  way ; 
as  is  very  liable  —  especially  in  those  climates,  which  are  very  healthy  for  invalidiy 
especially  consumptives.  His  skin  as  you  see  is  speckled  on  the  back  and  on  the 
belly ;  either  one  —  it  makes  no  matter  which.  He  will  fast  three  weeks,  bat  some- 
times I  have  known  him  to  do  it  three  months  without  eating  any  thing,  or  rather  two 
rabbits,  which  takes  him  several  days.  That  there  is  p'ison  in  the  fork  of  his  tongne 
is  a  vulgar  error ;  for  his  muscular  power  is  at  the  end  of  his  tail,  which  he  swings 
with  great  energy,  and  crushes  his  victim.  He  is  of  grreater  or  less  longevity,  but  as 
he  never  ceases  to  grow  as  long  as  he  lives  there  is  no  criterion  for  his  life.*  But  the 
more  intense  interest  is  reserved  for  the  last  act  of  an  entertainment  which  onght  to 
be  seen  by  every  man,  woman,  or  child,  who  would  be  instructed  by  the  glorious  woiks 
of  nature.  It  is  the  acting  upon  a  narrow  stage,  where  the  curtain  is  ever  down,  yet 
of  so  coarse  a  texture  that  you  behold  the  actors  upon  the  scene.  DramatU  permmm, 
lion,  tiger,  leopard,  panther,  bear,  wolf,  man  —  the  characters  in  full  dress,  the  leopaid 
especially  in  a  very  rich  and  brilliant  costume  ;  the  man  also  vying  in  the  splendor 
of  his  tunic  ;  but  the  lion  we  think  more  respectably  dressed  in  the  main.  The  eziti 
are  numerous  ;  the  single  combats  furious ;  the  alarums  many ;  pasmons  are  torn  to 
tatters ;  but  above  all,  the  illusions  of  the  ordinary  theatre  set  at  nought  by  the  vision, 
fleeting  yet  true,  of  a  lion  harnessed  to  a  chariot,  such  as  you  have  seen  graven  on 
ancient  gems.  The  whole  piece  closes  happily  and  with  affectionate  embraces.  Vkmt 
Republica  !  Proceed  at  once  to  Raymond  and  Waking's  menagerie,  and  verify  the 
foregoing  description.  .  .  .  *  Do  not  the  undeniable  revelations  of  Mesmerism,* 
asks  a  Boston  correspondent,  <  warrant  the  belief  that  no  long  time  will  elapse  before 
*  coming  events'  may  be  predicted  with  almost  unerring  certainty  ?*  The  answer  is 
obvious ;  but  even  if  such  a  thing  were  possible,  it  could  not  be  desirable.  Well  is  it 
that,  from  infancy  to  the  grave,  clouds  and  darkness  hang  around  the  fotnie : 


*  Whrn  another  life  is  added 

To  the  heaviAg  turbid  masM  : 
When  uuutlicr  breath  of  beiujr 

Stains  creation'v  tarnished  glass  : 
When  the  fir^t  cry,  weali  and  piteoui, 

H(*rAld^  long-enduring  pain, 
And  a  Bonl  from  non-existence 

Spriiigs,  that  ne'er  can  die  again ; 
When  the  mother's  passionate  welcome 

Sorrow-like  bursttt  forth  in  tearu, 
And  the  sire's  self-gratulation 
Prophecies  of  future  years  — 

It  is  well  wc  cannot  see 
What  the  end  shall  be. 


'  When  the  youth  beside  the  muden 

Looks  into  her  credulous  eyes; 
When  the  heart  upon  the  surface 

Shines  too  happy  to  be  wise; 
He  by  speeches  less  than  gestures 

Hinteth  what  her  hopes  nxponnd. 
Laying  out  the  waste  hereafter 

Like  enchanted  garden-ground ; 
He  may  palter — so  do  many, 

She  may  suffer — so  must  all ; 

Both  may  yet,  world-dibappointed, 

This  lost  hour  of  love  recall  — 

It  is  well  we  cannot  see 
What  the  end  shall  be. 


'  When  across  the  infant  features 

Trembles  the  faint  dnwn  of  mind  ; 
When  the  heart  looks  from  the  windows 

Of  the  eyes  that  were  so  blind; 
When  the  incoherent  murmurs 

Syllable  each  swttddled  thought. 
To  the  fond  ear  of  affection 

With  a  bound leiis  promise  fraught. 
Kindling  great  hopct^  for  to-morrow 

From  that  dull  uncertain  my, 
As  by  glimmering  of  the  twilight 
Is  foreshown  the  perfect  day — 

It  is  wel^we  cannot  see 
What  the  end  shall  bo. 


*  When  the  altar  of  religion 

Greets  the  expectant  bridal  pair ; 
When  the  vow  that  lasts  tilldyinf 

Vibrates  on  the  sacred  air: 
When  man's  lavish  protestation*    - 

Doubt  of  after-change  defy, 
Comforting  the  ft-ailer  spirit, 
Bound  his  servitor  for  aye  ; 
When  beneath  love's  silver  moonbean 

Many  rocks  in  shadow  sleep,     # 

Undiscovered  till  posscssioa 

Shows  the  dangers  of  the  deep  — 

It  is  well  we  caoaot  see 

What  the  end  shall  be.' 
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Our  old  friend  Andrew  Stevens,  we  are  glad  to  perceive,  has  retnmed  to  us  from 
Yirginia,  and  resumed  his  manufacture  of  fine  jewelry,  and  the  supplying  and  re- 
setting of  diamonds,  pearls,  etc.,  in  the  rear  huildmg  of  Number  183,  Broadway,  op 
stairs.  We  can  state,  of  our  own  knowledge,  derived  from  a  long  acquaintance  with 
lifr.  Stevens,  that  for  chaste 'and  correct  taste  in  re-setting  precious  stones,  gems  and 
cameos,  of  the  antique  or  modem  school,  he  cannot  be  surpassed  ;  and  one  reason  of 
this  is,  that  every  thing  is  executed  by  himself,  or  under  his  immediate  supervision. 
Any  of  our  readers,  ladies  or  gentlemen  of  taste  or  x^trtUi  who  may  require  the  facile 
skill  of  Mr.  Stevens,  will  have  occasion  to  thank  us  for  advising  them  of  his  where- 
about, which  we  may  add  is  in  a  very  central  situation,  but  a  door  or  so  from  Mar- 
quand's.  ...  a  friend  of  ours,  walking  thoughtfully  along  the  Third  Avenue 
recently,  on  a  pleasant  Sunday,  was  much  struck,  and  not  a  little  amused,  by  '  TAe 
B'hoySt  returning  from  their  Sunday  drives,  with  all  sorts  of  steeds  and  vehicles,  m 
the  former  of  which  they  are  especially  wise.  A  true  '  B'hoy*  <  knows  vat  an  'ess  is ; 
he 's  not  a  bass,  he  aint.*  We  heard  one  complaining  the  other  day  to  a  Uvery-sCable 
keeper  of  the  animal  that  had  been  <  let'  to  him;  <  I  told  yer  I  wanted  a  twelve-mile 

horse  ;  and  you  guv  me '    'Well,  wanCt  he  a  twelve-mile  'orse?*    'Yes,  he 

was,  and  nothin'  else !  We  could  n't  get  another  mile  out  of  him,  nohow.  Wy 
did  n't  you  give  me  as  good  a  animal  as  you  did  Bill  Sykes  —  ai-ay  7'  <  I  did.'  '  Yoo 
did  fCt ;  Bill's  went  over  thirteen  mild,  'fore  he  dropped.'  *  Well,  he  had  a  peck 
more  oats,  than  your*n.  Oh !  he  did,  did  he  7  Well,  you  '11  gret  no  more  of  my  eos- 
tom,  old  mutton-head,  that 's  all !'  .  .  .  Mrs.  Mowatt  has  left  the  city  on  a  tour 
to  the  south,  to  fulfil  engagements  in  the  various  theatres  at  Charieston,  Mobile,  New- 
Orleans,  etc. ;  thence  she  visits  most  of  the  western  cities.  She  is  accompanied  by 
Mr.  Edward  L.  Davenport,  a  very  promosing  young  actor,  who  is  winning  golden 
opinions  wherever  he  appears.  .  .  .  <  Parental  Government  would  be  an  excellent 
paper  for  Mrs.  Allen's  admirable  <  Mothen^  JoumaL*  It  is  conceived  in  the  right 
spirit,  and  well  written.  These  hues,  quoted  in  it,  are  worthy  to  be  recorded  in  letters 
of  gold: 

*  Speak  f«ntl7,  kindly  to  the  poor, 
Let  no  hanh  tone  be  heard; 

Thejr  have  enoagh  theyaiiut  sodare. 
Without  an  unkind  word. 


•  Speak  gentlj  :  love  doth  whisper  low 
Tho  vows  that  true  hearts  bind  ; 


And  geutly  friendship's  accents  flow, 
Affec 


Afiection'8  voice  u  kind. 

*  Speak  gently  to  the  little  child, 

Its  love  be  sure  to  gain  ; 
Teach  it,  iu  accents  soft  and  mild, 
It  may  not  long  remain. 

*  Speak  gently  to  the  young,  for  they 

Will  have  enough  to  bear ; 
Pass  through  this  life  as  best  they  may, 
'T  is  full  of  anxious  care. 

'  Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one. 

Grieve  not  the  care-worn  heart ; 
Their  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run  — 
Let  such  in  peace  depart. 


'  Speak  gently  to  the  errinff ;  know 
They  must  have  toiled  in  «ain :  * 
Perchance  unkindnMS  Bade  them  so— 
Oh  I  win  them  baek  again  I 

'  Speak  gently !  Ha  who  gave  his  life 

To  bend  man**  ctoUMtrn  wUI, 
When  elements  were  fierce  with  atrilk, 
Said  to  thena,  *  Peace!  be  tliU  I' 

<  Speak  gently !  *t  te  a  imia  thinr 

Dropped  in  the  heart's  deep  wdl; 
The  good,  the  joy  which  it  may  bring, 
Eternity  shall  tell  r 


The  Anniversary  Festival  of  our  good  Saint  Nicholas,  (bleningson  his  memory !) 
will  take  place  on  the  seventh  instant  at  the  City-Hotel.  Arrangements  have  been 
made  to  have  it  one  of  the  very  best  of  these  annual  gatherings.  On  the  same  day 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Dewitt  will  deliver  at  the  old  Dutch  church  the  usual  amiivemry 
address.  It  will  be  a  rare  treat,  and  should  be  attended  by  aU  good  Ejugukboox- 
ERs.  .   .   .  How  much  the  public  are  indebted  to  MeHiB.  Cabxt  Aim  Hait,  Fhiladel- 
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phia,  for  their  bei|utifal  illustrated  editions  of  the  writmgs  of  our  bert  American  poeti ! 
We  have  already  bad  a  superb  edition  of  Longfellow's  poetical  works,  and  now  we 
have  a  still  more  elegant  volume,  m  the  *  Poems  by  William  CuUen  Bryant,  with 
Illustrations*  engraved  by  American  artists.  It  has  twenty  most  admirable  engrav- 
iiigs  on  steel,  after  pictures  by  that  true  child  of  genius,  Lcutzb,  including  a  moit 
faithful  likeness  of  Bryant,  from  the  pencil  and  burin  of  the  Brothers  Chcnbt.  Of 
these  we  shall  speak  more  at  large  hereafter.  The  collection  of  the  poems  is  large 
and  complete  ;  the  paper  and  printing  are  worthy  of  the  most  distinguished  English 
press ;  every  thing  in  short  about  the  book,  external  and  internal,  is  heautifuL  It 
must  have  an  unwoqtedly  large  sale.  What  a  gift-book  it  will  be!  *  •  •  Did  yoa 
ever  know  a  case  of  decided  Twaddlum,  reader?  We  never  did;  but  Field,  of 
the  *  St  Louis  Reveille,*  describes  one : 

'  Doctor,'  said  a  young  and  enthusiastic  new-school  physician  the  other  day  to  an  elder  and  waon 
experienced  practitioner  of  the  same  system,  (be  happened  to  be  within  ear-shot  at  the  time  of  n 
reffular.) '  Doctor,'  said  he,  'you  have  experience,  and  I  wish  to  consult  you  with  refard  to  a  case 
of  Tteaddlum.' 

*  Proceed,  my  young  friend,*  said  the  man  of  experience. 

'  Well  then.  Doctor,  I  have  a  female  patient  who  has  a  derangement  of  the  twatUUmmothw  stooMeh, 
occasioned,  as  I  think,  by  a  warring  of  ulcers  against  the  veins.  I  give  her  pills  and  roUinrtt  the 
twaddlum,  but  this  invariably  increases  the  action  of  the  ulcers.' 

'  Ah !'  interjected  the  elder  Experience. 

'  Well,  then  agsin,  Doctor,  I  give  heriaore  pills,  and  subdue  the  action  of  the  ulcers;  but  this  again 
produces  grevter  derangement  of  the  twaddlum ;  and  so  it  goes  on,  the  twaddlum  ag 'in  the  olcen 
and  the  ulcers  ag'in  the  twaddlum,  and  the  pills  g'in  out  too,  and  no  good  dona.' 

*  Ah  !  my  young  friend,  you  do  n't  understand  these  cases :  I  have  perhaps  had  more  caaes  of 
twaddlum  than  you  have  met  with.' 

And  here  he  went  into  a  minute  explanation  of  the  entire  case ;  but  the  <  notea^ 
were  lost  Physician's  fees,  by-the-by,  are  sometimes  for  complaints  quite  as  ima- 
ginary as  *  the  twaddlum.'  An  anecdote  is  related  of  an  English  clothier,  who,  after 
long  drinking  the  Bath  waters,  took  it  into  his  head  to  try  the  Bristol  hot  wells.  He 
procured  from  his  physician  a  letter  to  a  brother  Galen,  stating  his  case,  etc. ;  bat 
after  he  had  proceeded  half  way  on  his  journey,  his  curiosity  induced  him  to  pry 
into  the  contents  of  the  letter,  when  the  following  words  presented  themselves  to  hb 
astonished  vision :  *  Dear  Sir :  The  bearer  is  a  fat  Wiltshire  clothier ;  make  the  most 
of  him  !'  It  is  needless  to  add  that  his  cure  was  at  once  efiected,  and  he  immedi- 
ately turned  his  horse  toward  home, '  a  sadder  and  a  wiser  man.'  •  •  •  It  was  most 
especially  cool  in  Mr.  (or  Miss)  E.  Denton  to  send  us  *  Thoughts  of  the  Season^ 
as  if  we  should  not  at  once  discover  that  the  second  and  third  verves  were  bare-faced 
plagiarisms  from  these  two  stanzas  of  *  W.  G.  C.,'  in  his  well-known  lines  to  October: 

*  I  X.OOK  to  Nature  and  behold  '  When  Spring's  delightsome  momei 

My  lifn's  dim  emblems  rustling  round,  They  came  in  sephyrs  from  the  west : 

In  hues  of  crimson  and  of  gold.  They  bore  the  wood-lark's  melting  tone. 

The  year's  dead  honors  on  the  ground :  They  stirred  the  blue  lake's  glassy  br 

And  siebing  with  the  winds,  I  feel,  Though  Summer,  fainting  in  the  heat, 

While  their  low  pinions  murmur  by.  They  lingered  in  the  forest  shade; 

How  much  their  sweeping  tones  reveal  But  changed  and  strengthened  now,  they  best 

Of  life  and  human  destiny.  In  storm,  o'er  mountain,  ^en  and  glade.' 

Perhaps  our  would-be  correspondent  never  saw  the  foregoing  stanzas  before  ? 
<  Oh,  no !  by  no  means ;  oh,  certainly  not !'  •  •  •  Ws  ask  for  Mr.  Lbonaro,  the 
Irish  comedian,  who  is  now  on  a  professional  tour  to  the  South  and  West,  the  atten- 
tions and  good  offices  of  our  friends  in  those  regions.  Mr.  Leonard  is  a  gentleman  of 
education,  a  most  worthy  man,  and  the  nearest  akin  to  Power  of  any  actor  who  has 
undertaken  the  parts  of  that  lamented  comedian.  •  •  •  The  following  {larody  was 
found  inscribed  on  the  newspaper-board  of  a  <  Inneh-hoose'  in  Saint  Lmiis,  lliMoqv^ 
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The  excellence  of  the  sentiment  may  perhaps  excuse  the  liberty  which  the  writer 
has  taken  with  a  well-known  sacred  melody : 

'  I  WOULD  not  drink  alway ;  I  ask  not  for  punch, 
Where  crowd*  at  eleven  are  gathered  to  lunch ; 
The  few  hasty  toddies  I  've  had  at  the  bar 
Are  enough  for  one  morning —  I  '11  light  my  cigar! 

'  Who,  who  would  drink  alway,  away  from  his  wife  f 
Away  from  his  children,  the  solace  of  life  f 
When  his  home  is  illumin'd  and  glowing  with  love, 
And  the  honeymoon's  lustre  eternal  shsdl  prove  ? 

'  There  his  pledges  of  love  all  in  harmony  meet, 
Euraptur'd  their  father's  lov'd  presence  to  greet ; 
And  the  tears  of  rejoicing  unbidden  may  start. 
For  the  smile  of  his  AIasy  's  the  feast  of  the  heart!* 

A  FRIEND  of  ours,  wlio  is  trj'ing  the  water-cure  at  New-Lebanon,  writes  us :  <  It 
seems  a  mighty  hard  place  for  a  gentleman,  this  establishment  Sometimes  I  feel 
as  though  I  was  the  inmate  of  a  lunatic  asylum.  At  table,  the  food  and  appearance 
of  the  guests  forces  very  strongly  upon  me  the  unpleasant  supposition  that  I  am  in 
a  penitentiary,  and  nothing  but  the  rectitude  of  my  conscience  relieves  the  effect  of 
such  an  impression.  At  other  moments  I  am  convinced  that  I  am  in  a  public  hos- 
pital. But  for  the  sake  of  health  I  am  willing  to  endure  every  thing.  In  two  or  three 
weeks  I  hope  I  shall  know  my  fate,  so  far  as  water  is  concerned.  .  .  .  Ws  quite 
agree  with  *  R.  W.  H.,  Jr.'  that  mob  law,  in  any  case,  is  to  be  greatly  deprecated. 
Mobs  may  sometimes  reason  rightly,  but  they  always  act  wrong.  Still,  as  to  the  work 
to  which  *  R.  W.  H.,  Jr.,'  refers,  we  hold  that  if  what  is  there  set  down  as  true,  be 
veritable,  then  are  the  auimadvorsions  upon  them  neither  undeserved  nor  too  strong. 
Are  we  not  right  ?  .  .  .On  the  hill  which  overlooks  the  town  of  Plymouth  (Mass.) 
and  the  soa,  is  the  old  burning-ground,  where  sleep  in  the  barren  soil  the  ancient 
Pilgrim  Fathers.  At  a  mile  distant,  in  a  beautiful  grove,  is  the  modem  cemetery, 
with  its  marble  monuments,  which  gave  rise  to  the  following  epigram : 

'  The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep 
Wliere  scanty  grans  is  picked  by  famished  sheep  ; 
Within  yon  shade,  beneath  those  marble  stones. 
We,  their  descendants,  lay  our  polished  bonei.' 

*  Hall's  newly-invonted  *  Hydrostatic  Ink-Fountain'  seems  to  us  one  of  the  most 
perfect  inventions  of  the  kind  we  have  ever  seen.  The  flowing  of  the  ink  is  free  ;  it 
is  preserved  always  clear  and  pure,  and  uninfluenced  by  atmospheric  air ;  the  foun- 
tain, if  overturned,  will  not  spill  its  contents;  and  altogetheVf  the  'Hydrostatic 
Fountain,'  with  its  convenient  receptacles  for  pens,  etc.,  completely  supplies  a  very 
important  desideratum.  They  are  manufactured  by  Messrs.  Thomas  Wilde  and 
Company,  No.  30,  Old  Slip.  .  .  .  Our  friend  Dempster,  at  the  last  advices,  was  at 
Liverpool,  where  he  had  given  two  concerts,  with  a  success  not  exceeded  by  any  of. 
his  '  illustrious  compeers.'  His  houses  were  truly  excellent,  and  his  songs  received 
with  great  applause,  and  honored  with  encores.  He  had  previously  at  Aberdeen,  near 
his  native  place,  given  two  entertainments,  which  like  those  at  Liverpool  were  fully 
attended  by  enthusiastic  auditors.  *  The  May-Queen,'  with  many  other  of  his  fine 
musical  compositions,  are  cordially  commended  by  the  pubUc  journals  of  Aberdeen 
and  Liverpool.  Mr.  Dempster's  continued  success  is  quite  certain.  .  .  .  *  A  zeal- 
ous persou,'  writes  a  correspondent,  '  was  recently  arguing  fiercely  with  a  Methodist 
minister  hereabout,  concerning  some  knotty  points  of  faith ;  and  the  better  to  tapport 
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his  podtion,  quoted  Scripture.  *  Well,  truly/  said  the  disciple  of  Wsslkt,  BoUung 
confounded,  *  if  Jesus  said  that,  it  must  have  been  when  he  was  a  very  young  muHg 
and  did  n't  know  much  about  those  things !'  .  .  .  Several  notices  of  new  publiea- 
tions,  with  four  pages  of  gossipry,  including  many  explanatory  words  to  correspondentii 
are  unavoidably  omitted  till  our  next  number. 


Lttxba&t  Rboord.  — Oar  'I^t(«rary  Record,*  for  causes  elsewhere  stated,  must  be  brief  tUi 
month.  Prom  Messrs.  Lka  and  Blancuabd  we  have  '  Legend*  and  Storiet  of  IreUmdt*  by  SamuK 
LovKB,  Esq.,  complete  from  the  author's  last  revised  London  edition ;  with  illustrations  by  W.  Ha>- 
VKT  and  the  Authob.  Here  are  some  twenty-five  capital  sketches,  many  of  them  admirably  illsih 
trated,  including  among  them '  The  Gridiron,' '  The  White  Horse  of  the  Peppers'  and  other  equally 
well-establbhed  favorites,  and  all  (or  fifiy  cent*.  The  same  publishers  have  issued  the  ninth  vcdoflM 
of  their  *Livea  of  the  Qiieeju  of  England  from  the  Norman  Conquest,*  an  authentic  and.  valnabls 
work.  •  •  •  Mxs8R8.  Hasfkb  and  Bbothebs'  latest  publications  are,  *  SalkeWe  OompeMdimm  9f 
Rowutn  and  Oreeiau  JntiquUieo,'  with  a  sketch  of  Ancient  Mythology ;  a  revised  and  enluied 
I  'History  of  the  American  Revolution,*  with  several  numbers  of  those  excellent  serials,  the  '  FictoritI 

Shakspeare'  and  the  'Pictorial  History  of  England.'  •   •  •  Fkom  Messrs.  Wiley  and  Putnam  we 
have  Cabltle's  •  Sartor  Retartus*  a  work  too  well  known  to  require  comment;  *  Poetry  of  WHi 
'  and  Humor,*  by  Lsioh  Hunt,  a  volume  of  which  wo  purpose  to  speak  hereafter ;  and  the  belt 

American  edition  yet  issued  of  Dickens's  'Dombey  and  Son,*  and  the  only  well-printed  one,  we  be* 
lieve.  •  •  •  Messrs.  D.  Appx.eton  and  Company  have  published  several  new  works,  for  the  whieh 
we  must  refer  our  readers  to  their  catalogue,  accompanying  the  present  number.  •  •  •  H.  Long 
AND  Bbotheb  give  us  '  Wbman'e  Reward,'  a  novel  by  Hon.  Mrs.  Nobton  ;  a  work  which  attraeli 
much  attention,  flrom  the  fact  that  it  is  supposed  to  embody  many  scones  and  events  in  the  real  Ui» 
of  the  gifted  author.  •  .  .  Messbs.  Bakeb  and  Scribneb  have  published  a  volume  entitled  '  nt 
Sacred  Mountains,* hy  J.  T.  Uxadley.  It  is  highly  commended  by  the  metropolitan  press.  •  •  •  Ws 
have  also  from  Messrs.  Lka  and  Blanchabd,  in  one  volume,  all  of  Dickens'  '  Okristmao  StorU»%' 
and  his  *  Pictures  from  Italy;*  and  in  numbers,  his '  Domhey  and  Son,*  with  illustrations.  Of  the 
'  Small  Books  on  Great  Subjects,'  of  these  publishers,  we  have  two  issues,  namely :  *  A  Britf  FUm 
of  Cheek  PkUosopky,*  from  Socrates  to  Chbist,  and  '  Okristian  Sects  in  tks  Nineteontk  Omh 
tury.*  •  •  •  We  have  received  from  Mr.  Gxorox  Virtue,  96  John-street,  the  first  two  numbers  of  a 
very  superbly-illustrated '  Devotiimal  Family  Bible.*  The  paper  and  printing  are  of  the  first  order 
of  excellence,  and  the  engravings  unsurpassed.  The  whole  is  accompanied  by  notes  from  the  Rev. 
i  Albxandeb  Fletcher,  A.  M.,  author  of  the  '  Guide  to  Family  Devotion,'  etc  .  •  •  The  followinf 

I  tribute  to  the  merits  of  '  Haten*s  Qrammatic  Reader'  is  fVom  the  pen  of  Mr.  Robert  CHAKBBBe,  in 

a  letter  to  a  friend  in  this  city:  'The  New-York  school-book  which  was  sent  me  by  the  publisher 
through  you,  astonishes  me  by  the  beauty  of  the  typography  and  wood-engravings.    Just  to-daj  I 
found  one  of  our  people  showing  it  to  the  Marquis  of  Stafford,  as  he  was  going  throagh  the 
I  office  as  a  visitor.    We  were  all  remarking  that  even  Van  Voorst's  books  of  natural  history,  which 

stand  so  high  in  respect  of  wood-engraving,  do  not  excel  this  little  series  of  books.'  •  •   •  •  Cosmo- 
I  PHONOOBAPHT,'avoluminou8Work,e<2ite<f  by  Prof.  GouKAUD,andsoon  to  bepublished,weare  informed 

I  is  not  asystemof  Phonography,' crowded  with  all  sorts  of  difficulties,  like  that  which  has  of  late  made 

I  its  re&ppearance  in  the  world  under  the  name  of  PAtfiMtypy,  which  assumes  to  reform, bat  in  reatitj 

caricatures,  the  English  language.  Mr.  Goubaud  '  protests  formally'  against  any  supposition  that  he 
has  in  view  the '  reformation'  of  any  language  whatever, '  and  especially  of  that  in  which  ADDraoH; 
Pope,  Btron  and  others  have  raised  our  Anglo-Saxon  literature  to  a  level  with  that  of  dassieal 
Greece  and  Rome.'  This  achievement  '  ho  leaves  to  the  Johnsons,  Walkers  and  Webstbu  ef 
coming  ages ;  or  rather  to  the  old  man  Time,  that  remorseless  reformer  of  all  refoneaUe  thiiga.' 
The  Professor's  System  has  a  wider  and  much  more  practical  aim  than  this.  It  will  ^ply  not  to  e 
single  nation, but  to  all  nations,  as  is  implied  by  its  comprehensive  title:  '  OosmopkomogrM^i  « 
sjfttom  of  writing  with  maikewuLticol  exactness  the  pronunciation  of  any  spoken  language  in  the 
world.'  The  work  will  contain  written  specimens  of  its  adaptation  to  over  one  hundred  dififoreot 
languages,  with  their  original  typography;  while  the  immediate  application  of  this  extraordiaaiy 
system  '  for  learning  languages'  takes  hold  of  no  less  than  the  Englbh,  the  French,  the  Geman,  the 
Spanish,  the  Italian,  the  Portuguese,  and  incidentally,  of  the  Latin  and  the  Greek.  If  the  enthor 
ftiUUs  his  plan,  his  work  must  prove  to  be  a  greet  and  moat  extraordinary  philologieal  prodaetfon. 
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^fr"  To  all  Persons  interested  in  the  Diffusion  of  Useful  Knowledge — to  Su- 
perintendents, Trustees,  and  Teachers  of  Schools — to  Farmers,  Meehattics^ 
and  Professional  Men — the  Works  mentioned  in  the  following  pages  are 
respectfully  commended. 


F>ETZHOLDT'S   LECTURES  TO  FARMERS  ON   AQRICUU* 

TURAL  CH£MISTRY;  bound  in  foil  cloth;  one  vol.  Sto.,  pp.  108. 

THAER'S    principles    of  agriculture.    OnevoliiiiiedTO.; 

bound  in  fall  cloth ;  pp.  552. 

Monthly    journal    of    agriculture,  with  numerous  En- 
gravings ;  bound  in  full  cloth ;  one  vol.  8vo. ;  pp.  612. 


UaRDNER'S  lectures  on  science  and  art.  Com- 
plete in  two  volumes,  with  several  hundred  Engravings;  bound  in  full  cloth;  two  Tola. 
8vo.;  pp.  1176. 

■  imcentives   to   the   cultivation    of  the   soi- 

:ENC£    of   geology  :   DESIGNED   FOB  THE  USE  OF  THE  TOUNO.      By  S.  S.  RANDAU, 

Deputy  Superintendent  of  Common  Schools  of  the  State  of  New  Tork^  Editor  of  the 
Common  School  Journal^  &c.    One  vol.  12mo. ;  pp.  200. 

Extract  from  the  Author' $  Introdmetian. 
*'  In  the  preparation  of  this  Work,  the  object  of  the  author  has  been  to  present,  from  the  beat 
attainable  soorces,  the  leading  priDciplet  and  prominent  resahs  of  Geological  S^enoe,  chiefly  with 
^«  view  of  engaging  the  attention,  and  attracting  into  this  interesting  channel  the  researches  of  the 
V'oQDg.    The  porely  scientific  details  and  technical  language  with  which  the  practical  Geologist  is  \ 
n^xuiliar,  have  been,  as  far  as  possible,  purposely  aroidM." 

This  Work  is  printed  on  new,  large  type,  in  one  volome  ]2mo.,  with  numenmi  Engm- 
^^iogs,  and  neatly  bound  in  cloth  for  Private  and  District  School  Libraries. 


*J^  The  above  Works  may  be  procured  from  any  Bookseller  in  the  United 
States. 

AGENTS  who  engage  in  the  sale  of  these  popular  and  useful  Bo9kSy  will 
^e  allowed  a  liberal  discount. 


POPULAR  LECTURES 


ON 


SCIENCE  AND  ART; 

DELITEBED  IN  THE 
CHIEF  CITIES  AND  TOWNS  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES, 

BY  DIONYSIUS  LARDNER, 

Doctor  of  Civil  Ltw,  Fellow  of  the  Roval  Societies  of  London  and  Edinburgh,  Member  of  the  UnirenitiM  of 

Cambridfc  and  Dublin,  and  formeriy  Profewor  of  Natunl  Philosophy  and  Astronomy 

in  the  Univenity  of  London,  &c  Sec 


Atter  Dr.  Lardner  had  bronght  to  a  cloae  his  Pablic  Lectures  in  the  United  Statet,  be  wis 
prevailed  npon  by  the  Publishers  to  prepare  a  complete  and  authentic  edition  for  poblicatioB. — 
Tlie  general  interest  which,  for  a  period  of  several  yean,  these  beaatifol  expositions  and  commeii- 
taries  on  the  Natural  Sciences  had  excited,  and  which  was  so  uniyersally  felt  and  acknowledged, 
indaoed  the  Publishers  to  believe  that  their  publication  would  be  most  acceptable,  as  well  as  per- 
manently beneficial,  to  the  American  public.  In  these  published  Lectures  it  will  be  fonnd  that 
the  Author  has  preserved  the  same  simplicity  of  language,  perspicuity  of  reasoning,  and  feKcityof 
illustration,  which  rendered  the  oral  discourses  so  universally  popular.  While  the  Work  was 
]>as8ing  through  the  press,  and  as  the  different  Numbers  or  Parts  were  circulated,  the  Publishers 
received  from  all  sections  of  the  Union  the  most  flattering  encomiums  of  the  usefulness  of  the  work 
and  of  the  manner  in  which  it  was  printed  and  illustrated.  It  was  gratifying  to  the  Publishers  to 
nbtfoe  the  interest  taken  in  the  work  by  Mechanics.  In  one  workdmp  in  New- York,  Thirty  of 
the  Journeymen  purchased  the  Numbers  as  they  were  published ;  and,  in  several  large  establish- 
ments, the  workmen  formed  clubs  and  purchased  the  work  at  the  wholesale  or  dozen  price.  The 
number  of  Lithographic  and  Wood  Engravings,  large  and  small,  in  the  whole  series*  is  3$0« 

Wo  do  not  know  that  we  can  give  a  better  idea  of  the  work,  to  those  who  have  not  seen  it,  than 
by  publishing  the  following  summary  of  the  matters  treated  of  in  the  different  Lectures: 

1838-9~ Various  Auroras  seen  by  him— Theory  of 
Blot— Objections  to  it— Hypothesis  of  Faraday— Au- 
roras seen  on  the  Polar  Voyage  of  Captain  Franklin, 
Sec.  &c. 


LECTURE   I THE  PLURALITY  OF  WORLDS. 

Contemplation  of  the  Firmament— Reflcctionff 
thereby  suggested— Limited  Powers  of  the  Tele- 
sc<^>e— What  it  can  do  for  us — Its  effect  on  the  Ap 
pearances  of  the  Planets-  Are  the  Planets  Inhabit 
•d  f— Plan  of  the  Solar  System — Uniform  Supply  of 
lAAt  and  Warmth— Expedient  for  Securing  it— 
Dnerent  Distances  of  the  Planets  do  not  necessarily 
Infer  different  Temperature*,  nor  different  Degrees 
of  Light — Admirable  Adaptation  of  the  Rotation  of 
the  Ganh  to  tho  Organization  of  its  Inhabitanu— Mi- 
nor and  Major  Planets—  Short  Days  on  the  latter- 
The  Seasons— Similar  Arrangement  on  tho  Planets— 
Tho  Atmosphere — Many  Uses  of  the  Atmosphere- 
Clouds— Rain,  Hail,  and  Snonr — Mountains  on  the 
Planets— Land  and  Water— Weights  of  Bodies  on 
the  Planets — Appearances  of  the  ;5un,  Slc.  Sue, 

LECTURE  II THE  SUN. 

Tho  Most  Interesting  Object  in  tho  Firmament- 
Its  Distance — How  Measured— Its  Magnitude— How 
Aseertained — Its  Bulk  and  Weight— Form— Time  of 
Roution— Spota— Its  Physical  Constitution— Lumin- 
ona  Coating— Temperature— Luminous  Matter,  Sui. 
Stc 

LECTURE  m ECLIPSES. 

Lunar  and  Solar  Eclipses— Canf^jR — Shadow  of  the 
Earth— And  Moon— Msignitudc — When  they  can  hap. 
pen— Great  Solar  Eclipse  described  by  UaUey— Eclip. 
dc  Limits.  &c  &c 

LECTURE    IV THE   AURORA  BOREALIS. 

Origin  of  the  Name— Produeed  by  Electricity- 
General  Phenomena  of  Auroras— Various  Examples 
of  this  Meteor- Blot's  Excursion  to  the  Shetland 
Isles  to  observe  the  Aurora— Lottin's  Observations  in 


LECTURE    V. ELECTRICITT. 

Electric  Phenomena  observed  by  the  Ancients— 
Thalcfl — GUbert  dc  Masnete— Otto  Gncnckc's  Elec- 
tric Machine— Ha  wkesoee's 


Grey's  Discoveries— Wheeler  and  Grey's— Dvtiiye's 
Discoveiy— Invention  of  the  Leyden  Vial — Sin^lar 
EfRects  of  the  first  Electric  Shocks— Experiments  of 
Watson  and  Be  vis— Experiments  on  Condurtors — 
Franklin's  Experiments  and  Letters— His  Experi- 
ments on  the  Lcydcn  Vial — His  Discovery  of  the 
Identity  of  Lighmine  and  Electricity-  Reception  of 
his  Suggestions  by  the  Royal  Society— His  Kite  Ex- 
periment—His Rlcrht  to  this  Discovery  deni^  by 
Arago — Hi*  Claim  vindicated — Invention  of  Conduct- 
ors— Canton's  Experiments — Discovery  of  IndnetioD 
—Inventor  of  the  Condenser — Works  of  iEpiou»— 
Theory  of  Symmer— Experiments  of  Coulomb— Bal- 
ance of  Torsion— Electricity  of  the  Atmosphere- 
Effects  of  Flame— Experiments  of  Volia— Lavoisier 
and  Laplace— Analytical  Work  of  Poisson. 

LECTURE   VI THE   MINOR   PLAlfETS. 

Af/rcttry— Transit  over  the  Sun— Relative  Positioo 
—Difficulty  of  Ohser^in^  it— F<mM*— Diurnal  Motion 
of  Vcnu9  and  Mercury  mdicated  by  the  Shadows  of 
Mnuntains— Axis  of  Rotation— Seasons,  Climates, 
and  Zones— Orbits  and  Transits  of  Merrnry  and  Ve^ 
una— Mountains  on  Mercury  and  Venus— Influence 
of  the  Sun  at  Mercury  and  Venus— Twilight  on  Mer- 
cury and  V«*nns—A/Ars— Atmosphere  of  Nwrs-  Pbys 
leal  Constitution  of  Mars— Has  Mars  a  Sslellhef— 
Appearance  of  the  Sun  at  Mang  dx. 


.J 


LECTURE    VII WEATHER   ALMANACS. 

McritH  of  Wonther  Almanacs — Fright  Produced  by 
Bieia's  Comet — London  v\  ator  Punic— London  Air 
Panic— London  Bn'ad  Panic— Rage  for  Weather  Ai- 
manace — Patrick  Murphy's  Pretonhiuns— Compari- 
son of  the  Predictions  with  the  Event — Morrison's 
Weather  Almanac- Charlaumism  of  thcM  Publica- 
tions— Great  Frost  of  l&3b  in  London — Other  Visita- 
tions of  Cold. 

LECTURE  VITI halley's  comet. 

Predictions  of  Science — Structure  of  the  Solar 
Sybtcm — Motion  of  Comets — Intervals  of  their  Ap- 
pcarHUce — Halley's  Comet — It^  History — Newton's 
Conjecfures — Sagacity  of  Voltaire — Halley's  lie- 
searches — Foretells  the  Appearance  of  the  Comet — 
Principle  of  Gravitation  applied  to  its  Motion— Ancc- 
dotes  of  Lalandc  and  Mnaamc  Lepaute — Minute  and 
Circumstantial  Prediction  of  the  Keiippcarance  of 
Halley's  Comet — Di*«covery  of  the  Planet  Hcrechel 
anticipated  by  Clairuuli— "'econd  Prediction  of  its 
Return  in  IKW— Prediction  fulfilled— Observations 
on  its  Appearance  in  1835,  &c.  &c. 

LECTURE    IX THE    ATMOSPHERE. 

Atmospheric  Air  is  Material— Its  Color— Cause  of 
the  Blue  ."'ky— Cause  of  the  Green  .-ea — Air  has 
^^  eight — Kxjierimental  Proofs — Air  has  Inertia — Ex- 
amples of  its  Recisiance — It  acquii-es  Moving  Force- 
Air  is  Impenetrable — Experimental  Proofs — Elastic 
and  coinpre<ii>ing  Forces  equal — Limited  Uightof  the 
Atmosphere,  6ic.  Sec. 

LECTURE  X THE  NEW  planets. 

Indications  of  a  Gap  in  the  Solar  System — Bode's 
Analogy— Prediction  rounded  upon  it — Piazzi  discov- 
ers Ceres  -  Dr.  Olbers  discovers  PuIIap — Harding  dis- 
covers .luno-Dr.  Olbers  discovers  Vesta — Indica- 
tions afforded  by  these  Bodies  of  the  Truth  of  Bode's 
Predictions — Fragments  of  Broken  Planet — Others 
probal)ly  still  Undiscovered — Singularities  of  their 
Appearance.  &c.  Sec. 

LECTURE  XI THE  tides. 

Correspondence  between  the  Tides  and  Phases  of 
the  Moon  shown  by  Kepler— Erroneous  popular  No- 
tion of  the  .Moon's  Influence — Actual  Manner  in 
which  the  Moon  Operates — -pring  Tide? — Counter- 
action of  the  Sun  and  Moon — Neap  Tides — Priming 
and  Lagging  of  the  Tides— Ettecta  of  Continents  and 
tslands  on  tne  Tides— (Jeneral  Progress  of  the  Great 
I'idal  Wave— Range  of  the  Tide,  &c.  &c. 

LECTURE  XII LIGHT. 

Structure  of  the  Eye—  Manner  in  which  Distant 
Objects  become  Visible-Velocity  of  Light— Account 
of  its  DiKCovery  by  Itoemer — Measurement  of  the 
Waves  of  Liuht  by  Newton — Color  produced  by 
Waves  of  different  Magnitudes — Corpuscular  The- 
ory- Undulatory  Theory— Relations  of  Light  and 
Heat,  dec.  Sec, 

LECTURE    XIII THE   MAJOR  pla.vets. 

Space  between  Mars  and  Jupitkr— Jupiter's  Dis- 
tance and  Period— Ma^iiudo  and  Weight— Velocity 
—  Appearance  of  Ditk — Day  and  Night  on  Jupiter — 
Ab-ence  of  Seasons — Telescopic  Appcanmre— His 
B<  Its— His  Satellites— The  Variety  of  his  Months— 
MHLrniticeni  Appearance  of  the  Moon  as  sot'U  from 
JiipiiiT- Satubn— Diurnal  Rofafion — Atmosphere— 
His  Rings- Their  Dimensionr— Appearances  and 
Dit»«pp«'Hnmces  of  the  Rin^.'s — Satellites — Herschel 
or  Umanus—  ni«>tance  and  Magnitude — M(Kms — Rea- 
sons why  there  is  no  Planet  beyond  his  Orbit 

LECTURE   XIV reflection  or  lioht. 

Ray  of  Light— Pencil  of  Light— Reflection— Its 
Laws-  Imace  of  an  Object  in  a  plane  Rirflector— Re- 
flection of  Curved  Surfaces— Concave  Reflectors- 
Convex  Reflectors— Imaccs  in  spherical  Reflectors — 
lilu^idii  ol  the  air-drawn  Dagger— Effects  of  common 
Lookiniz-Giasses  Analyzed— A  Flattering  Glass  ex- 
ulained-  Metallic  Specula- Reflertion  in  Liquids — 
image  of  the  Banks  of  a  Lake  or  River. 


LECTURE  XV prospects  or  steam 

navigation. 
Retmepcct  of  Atlantic  Steamers— Origin  of  the 
Great  Western— Cunard  Steamers — Can  Steam  Pack- 
et-Ships be  Bucce«ful?— Defects  of  Common  Pad- 
dle-Wlieels— Defects  of  the  present  Steam- Vessela 
as  applicable  to  War— DifHculty  of  long  Ocean- 
Voyages— Ericsson's  Propeller— Leper's  ih-opeller — 
Method  of  raising  the  Propeller  out  of  the  Water 
—Fuel— Form  and  Arrangement  of  the  proposed 
Steam  Packet-Ships— War  Steamers— ITie  Prince- 
ton, &c.  Sic. 

LECTURE  XVI the  barometer. 

Maxim  of  the  Ancients— Abhorrence  of  a  Vacuum 
— Suction — Galileo's  Investigations— TorriccUi  dis- 
covers the  Atmospheric  Pressure — The  Barometer — 
Pascal's  Experiment— Reouisites  for  a  good  Barom- 
eter— Means  of  wjcuring  them— Uses  of  the  Barom- 
eter—Weather-Glass— Rules  in  common  Use  absurd 
— Correct  Rules — Measurement  of  Ilights — EflTect  of 
a  Leather  Sucker— How  Flies  adhere  to  Ccilinn,  and 
Fishes  to  Rocks— Bre^ithing— Common  Bellows — 
Forge  Bellows — Tea-Pot— -Kettle — Ink  Boules— 
Pneumatic  IVough— Gurgling  Noise  in  decanting 
Wine. 

LECTURE  XVII the  moon. 

Popular  Interest  attached  to  the  Moon — Its  Dis- 
tance—Rotation— Same  Face  always  toward  the 
F'arth— Phases—  Changes  of  Position — Atmosphere — 
Optical  Test— Physical  Qualities  of  Moonlight- Is 
Moonlight  Warm  or  Cold  ?— Does  Water  Exist  on 
the  Moon  T — Does  the  Moon  Influence  the  Weather  f 
—Mode  of  determining  this — Physical  Condition  of 
the  Lunar  Surface — Appearance  of  the  Earth  as  seen 
from  the  Moon — Prtivalence  of  Mountains  upon  it 
—Their  general  Volcanic  Character— Telescopic 
Views  of  the  Moon— Condition  of  a  Lunar  Crater, 

LECTURE  XVIII heat. 

Heat  na  a  Branch  of  Elementary  Physics  neg^ec^ 
ed—  Is  a  Universal  Agent  in  Nature — In  Art— In  Sci- 
ence—Aetronomy— Chemistry — In  every  Situation 
of  Life— Applications  of  it  in  Clothing  and  artificial 
Warming  and  Co<»ling— Lighting — Admits  of  easy 
Explanation — Thermometer — Melting  and  BoiUne 
Points— Evaporation— Specific  Heat— Heat  produced 
by  Compression — Radiation — Conduction — Incan- 
descence. SiC  Slc. 

LECTURE  XIX the  Atlantic  steam 

question. 
The  Project  proposed  in  1835 — Previous  Condition 
of  Steam  Navigation— Practicability  of  the  Atlantic 
Voyage  not  denied  or  doubted— Report  of  the  Meet- 
ing of  the  Briti<>h  Association  at  Bristol— Extract  from 
the  London  Times— Ocean  Voyages  for  Stcsmers 
and  Sailing  Vessels  compared-  Effect  of  the  West- 
erly Winds  in  the  Atlantic- Cunard  Lino  of  Steam- 
ers— I'hc  Support  received  by  them  from  the  British 
i>ost-Office — Failure  of  the  Project  to  Establish  New- 
York  and  Liverpool  Steam-Liners — Essav  on  the 
Question,  "  Has  Atlantic  Steam  Navigation  been  Suc- 
cessful t"  &c.  &c. 

LECTURE  XX galvanism. 

Origin  of  the  Discovery— Accidental  Effect  on 
Frogs— Ijrntjranoe  of  Galvani— His  Experiments  on 
the  Frog— Accidental  Difoovery  of  the  Effect  of  Met- 
allic Contact — Animal  Electricity-  (iaivani  Opposed 
by  Volta— Volta's  Theorj-  of  Contact  Prevails-  Fab- 
roni's  Experiment— Invention  of  the  Voltaic  Pile — 
Napoleon's  Invitation  to  Volta — Anecdote  of  Nspo- 
l«K)n— Decomposition  of  Water— Cruickshank's  Ex- 
periments—Davy commences  his  Researches — Calo- 
rific Effects  of  the  Pile— Davy's  celebrated  Bakerian 
Lecture— Prize  awarded  him  by  the  French  Acade- 
my- His  Discovcriea— Decomposition  of  Potash  and 
Soda— New  MctaU  Potassium  and  Sodium— Dis- 
covery of  Barium— Strontium,  Calcium,  and  Ma|n3e> 
sium— Rapid  Discovery  of  the  other  new  Metals, 


DR.  LARDNERS  LECTURES, 


LECTURE  XXI the  moon  ahd  tub 

WEATHER. 

Ancieiit  PrognosliM  of  AriBtotle,  Theophraatns, 
AntuA,  Theun.  TUny,  VirgU— Recent  PredicboM— 
Theory  of  Lunar  AUraetion  not  in  itccordanco  with 
POpuJar  Opiniun— Cban^itM  of  Weather  compared 
wiui  Changes  uf  the  Moon— Prevalfnce  of  Rain  com* 
pared  wiih  Lunar  Phaaea— Directitm  uf  the  Wind— 
Krraieona  Notion*  of  Cyciea  of  nineteen  and  nine 
Yean— Cycle  of  four  and  eight  Years  mentioned  by 
Pliny. 

LECTURE  XXII fERioDir  comets. 

Enck6*s  Comet— lu  Period  and  Orbit— Motion- 
Newton's  Conjectures  respecting  Comets— Bicla's 
Comet — lu  I'eriod  and  Orbit — Lcxell's  Comet- 
Causes  of  its  Apprarance  and  I>isanpc'arance— \Vhis- 
too's  C<nnct  -  Ills  llicory— Did  this  Comet  produce 
the  Deluge  t— Orbit  of  this  Comet,  &c.  &c. 

LECTURE  XXIII radiatioic  or  heat. 

Radiation  a  PropfMly  of  Heat — Prismatic  Spectrum 
— InvUble  Ray*— Two  HyiKxthcscs— Invinible  Rays 
•Ilka  In  Pniperties  to  Luminous  Rays — Discoveries 
of  Leslie — DifTorcntinl  Thcrmoniet«*r — Radiation, 
Reflection,  and  AlMior|ition — Effect  of  (k;reens— 8up- 
'posed  Rays  of  Cold — Common  Phenomenon  Ex- 
pUined— Theory  of  Dew,  dec.  dec. 

LECTURE  XXIV... .meteoric  stowes  awd 
shooting  stars. 
Apprarancop  accompanying  Meteorites — ^Theories 
to  explain   them— Hhoocinff  ^Stars — November  and 
Angiut  Meteors — Orbits  and  Distiincvs— Ilighta. 

LECTURE  XXV the  earth. 

A  difficult  Hubject  of  Inrcstiffiition — Form — How 
nroTcd  Globular — Magnitude — Annual  Motion — Kl- 
uplic  Fonn  of  itd  Orbit — ProofA  of  its  annuid  Motion 
from  the  Theory  of  Gravitation— -From  the  Motion  of 
Light— The  Earth's  diurnal  Motion — Inequalities  of 
Dar  and  Nieht—||^ eight  of  the  F^nh— Exucrimentii 
—Density— The  Seasons— Calorilic  Effect  of  the  Sun's 
Rjiys— Why  the  longest  is  not  the  hottest  Dny-Why 
the  shortest  Day  is  not  the  coldest — The  hottest  Sea- 
■oo  lakes  place  when  the  Sun  is  farthest  from  the 
Earth— Diurnal  Roution—Form  of  the  Earth. 

LECTURE  XXVI lunar  influences. 

The  Red  Moon — Supposed  Effect  of  the  Moon  on 
the  Movement  of  Sap  £d  Plants— Prejudice  respect- 
ing the  time  for  f«>]]ing  Timber— Its  Prevalence — 
Pnjudices  respecting  its  Effecu  on  Grain — On  Wine 
—On  the  Complexion — On  Putrefaction — On  Wounds 
—On  the  Size  of  Oysters  and  Shell-Fish— On  the  Blar- 
rowof  Animals— On  the  Weight  of  the  Human  Rody 
—On  the  Time  of  Rirths— On  the  Uatchinff  of  Eggs — 
On  Human  Maladies— On  Insanity— On  Fevers— On 
Ifipkicmics— Case  of  VnlUsnieri— Case  of  Bacon— On 
Cutaneous  Diseases,  Convulsions,  Paralysis,  Epilep- 
sy, dwv— Observations  of  Dr.  Olbers. 

LECTURE  XXVII physical  constitu- 
tion OF  comets. 
Orbitoal  Motion  of  Comets— Number— Light— Ex- 
planation of  this — Theory  of  Hcrschcl — Constitution 
of  Comets— Nebulosity— Nucleus— Tail— Comets  of 
1811, 1680;  1780,  17-14,  1843,  1844. 

LECTURE  XXVIII thunderstorms. 

Of  common  Thundrr-Cloudt—Chhncter  and  Elec- 
tric Charge  of  Cloudiu— Discharge  between  the  Clouds 
and  the  Earth— Mutual  Attraction  or  Repulsion  of 
Electrized  Cloudn — Characters  of  the  upper  and  low- 
er Surface  of  the  Clouds— Negative  Testimony  re- 
specting Thunder  from  an  isolated  Cloud— Cases  of 
Lightning  from  an  isolated  Cloud— A  fresh  Case  ro- 
tated by  M.  Duperrey— O/  Voleamie  Tkunder-Cloud» 
—Lightning  from  the  Ashes,  Smoke,  and  Vapor  of 
Volcfinoes— ^Mgin^O/  tk»  Wgkt  of  Siorwi-Clouds 
—Node  of  Observation— Ascending  Flaahes  of  Light- 
Bhif— Minor  Limits  of  the  Hight  or  8tonn.Cloa&— 


Inefficiency  of  many  recorded  Observations— Table 
of  Observations  as  collected  bv  Anigo— Flash  of 
Lightning  fntm  a  Cloud  upward— 0/  Lighming — 
Varieties  of  Lightning- Zigzag  Lightning — Forked 
Lightning— Sheet  Lightning — Hall  Lightning— Oa  tkM 
Sj^ed  of  lAghtHing ^Theory  of  Vision  illiistraifd— 
Experiments— Velocity  of  Liehtning— SUnix  Light^^ 
nhig^-Ueu  Liditning- Thunder  Burat»— (J/  Licau** 
out  C<oit^— Clouds  uiemiH.*lve«  faintly  Luminous — 
Clouds  visibly  Luminous— Habtne's  Obaervations— 
Of  Thunder- RoiUng  of  Thunder— Duration  and  In- 
tensity—Violent  Thunder  from  Ball  Li«htnin^— Inter- 
val between  Lightning  and  Thunder— A  case  m  which 
they  wera  almost  simultaneous— Thunder  without 
Lightning— Noise  atiendnnt  on  Earthquake*— Cy  tkt 
AUempiB  to  Explain  Uu  Pkemmen*  of  Tkvnder  amd 
Lt^A/iim^— Identity  of  Lightning  and  Electricity— 
Undulatory  Hypothesis— Ball  Ligoming  and  the  In- 
ferences to  which  it  leads— Bituminous  Matter  ac- 
companying a  Case  of  Lighming  Diacharge— Expla- 
nations of  ^ent  Lightnings— ODserrationa  of  Silent 
Lightnings— Arago's  duggcstion  for  Obaerrationa— 
Liffhtuing  hidden  by  dense  Clouds — Plnce  of  the 
~ound  of  Thunder — Grcatest  Disunce  at  which 
Thunder  is  heard— Case  of  Distance  beTood  which 
it  was  Inaudible— Distance  at  which  other  Sounds 
have  been  heard— EffecU  of  Heat,  Cold.  Wind.  &e^ 
On  the  Transmission  of  Sound— Thnnder  hoard 
when  no  Cloud  was  Visible — Durution  of  an  Echo- 
Duration  of  the  Roll  of  Thunder  at  t*ea— Appliradoa 
of  the  Theory  to  Zigzag  Lightning — ^Ifeans  «  obtain- 
ing a  Limit  of  the  Length  of  a  Flash. 

LECTURE   XXIX the  la.titvde8  and 

longitudes. 
Definition  of  the  Equator  and  Polea^Latitude  of  a 
Place— Parallel  of  Latitude— Meridian  of  a  Place- Lon- 
gitude of  a  Place— Standard  Meridian — Methods  of 
Determining  Latimda  and  Lon^tude  Various— To 
find  the  Lautude— Methods  appheable  In  Obserraio- 
ries— At  Se*— Hadley's  t^xtant— To  determine  the 
Loncitude— How  to  find  the  Time  of  Day  on  Land— 
At  Sea— Use  of  Chronometers— Lunar  Method  of 
findinc  the  Longitude  —  Apparatua  provided  at  Green- 
wich for  giving  the  exact  Time  to  Ships  leaving  the 
Port  of  London— Method  of  detennining  Longmida 
by  Moon— Culminating  Stars,  dec. 

LECTURE  XXX theort  op  colors. 

Refraction  of  a  Ray  of  Light— By  a  Prim— TIm 
Prismatic  Spectrum— Decomposition  of  Light— New- 
ton's Discoveries— Colors  ot^  the  Spectrum— Brew- 
ster's Discovery  of  three  Colors— How  three  Colon 
can  produce  the  Spectrum— Colors  of  natural  Bodies 
— How  they  ara  produced. 

LECTURE  XXXI the  visible  stars. 

\Vhat  occupies  the  Space  beyond  the  Limits  of  the 
Solar  System- Wide  vacuity  between  this  System 
and  the  Stars— The  immense  Distance  of  the  Stan 
proved  bv  the  Earth's  annual  Motion — Obacivatiooa 
made  at  Greenwich— Bcsscl's  Discovery  of  the  Par^ 
allax-  Distance  of  the  Stars— IllustratiaBs  of  the  Nag^ 
nitude  of  this  Distance— The  diffierent  Orden  ami 
Magnitudes  of  the  Stars— How  accounted  for^— Why 
those  of  the  lowest  Magnitude  are  most  Wumeiuoa 
The  Tbieacope  unable  to  magnify  them— Brightnesa 
and  Magnitude  of  the  Stars  in  Relation  to  the  Sun— 
Their  Stupendous  Magnitude — Aiyiiralvm  of  lUs  to 
the  Dog-Star,  &c. 

LECTURE   XXXII water-spovts  avd 

whirlwinds. 
Character  and  Effect  of  Water-Spouts— Difference 
between  Water  and  Land  runouts —Land-Spout  at 
Montpellier— I^and-Spout  at  Escladea— Columns  of 
Sand  on  Steppes  of  South  America— Met  eon — Land- 
Spout  at  Osaonral — Tonversion  of  a  Storm  into  a 
Land-Spout— Water-Spouts  seen  1^  Capt  Beechy— 
lUustntion  of  the  Gyratoir  MutloB  of  WaterSpoms 
—Action  of  charited  Clouds  on  Ltiibt  Bodies— fcoiao 
attending  Water  and  Land  Sponta— l^nnaitloii  fhan 
direct  to  Orratory  MotloD— Effect  of  InductkMi  on 
watery  dninoea— Disappearance  of  Pools*  Im. 


&C.— No  MtiffiictoT}'  Explanation  yet  fAvcn  of  the 
Vaiiationa— Bucquerd'a  Explanation  of  ube  Phenom- 
ena of  Variation— Z>t«/rtfruiion  of  EUetneitu  of  tk« 
ilfc^NegaUve  State  of  the  EaiXh^EUetricuj/  of  the 
Air  in  douded  ffValA<r— Schttblcrt  Obaervationa— 
Table  of  Observatiuna  explained.  See.  ice. 

LECTURE  XLIL evaporation. 

Erroneoualy  ascribed  to  Chemical  Combination — 
IVkea  place  from  the  Surface— Law  diacovered  by 
DaUon  extended  to  all  Liouida— Limit  of  Evapora- 
tiou  conjectured  by  Farauay— Uygromtoera— Vari- 
oua  Phenomena  explained  by  Evaporation— Lcalie'a 
Method  of  Freezin^j-Examplea  in  the  uaeftil  Arta— 
Mothoda  of  Cooling  by  Evaporation— Daniferoui  Ef- 
fect* of  Dampnou— >\  ollaston's  Cryophorua— Pneu- 
matic Ink-Bottle — Clouda— Dew,  SuC.  Slc. 

LECTURE  XL  III cosdl'ctios  or  heat. 

Condnctins  Powen  ofBodiea — Liquida  Non-con- 
dnctor»— Effect  of  Feathcn  and  Wool  on  Animala— 
Cloching— Familiar  Examplea. 

LECTURE    XLIV relation  op  heat 

AND  light. 

Probable  Identity  of  Heat  and  Licht— Incandca- 
rence — Probable  Temperature  of— (laa^-a  cannot  be 
made  Incandescent — llie  Abijorption  Hnd  Ueflectiun 
ot  Heat  depend  on  C'nlor— Buniinc-Ulusd — Heat  of 
Sun'a  Kayd-Heat  of  Artificial  Light— Moonlight— 
Phoaphofeaccuce. 

LECTURE  XLV action  and  reaction. 

Inertia  in  a  single  Body — Consoqurncc  of  Inertia  in 
two  or  more  Bodii'ii — ExHmples— Motion  not  esii- 
naated  by  ;?peed  or  Velocity  alone — Examples — Rule 
for  citimating  the  Quantity  of  Motion— Action  and 
Reaction- i-Ixamples  of— Magnet  imd  Iron— Feather 
and  Cannon-Bali  impinging — Newton's  Laws  of  Mo- 
tion. 
LECTURE    XL VI composition   and 

RESULl'TION  OF  FORCE. 
Motion  and  Presnurc— Force — A ttrnclion— Paral- 
lelogram of  Forces— Rcsuliimt—Coniponenta — (^om- 
positio*  of  Force— llt'Holution  of  Forte— Illustrative 
Experimt-nts — Comp<»i«iiion  of  Pressurrs — Theorems 
n-gulatiiig  Pressures  al.-o  regulate  .Motitm— Boat  in  a 
rurreni— MinioiiH  of  Fi^hes— Flight  of  Birds— Sails 
of  a  Vessel — Tacking— Equestrian  Feats,  Ace.  &c. 

LECTURE  XL VII center  of  gravity. 

TBrrestriul  Attraction  the  combined  Action  of  Par- 
allel Forces— Met  bod  of  linduijitbi!  CenUT  of  Gravity 
— Line  of  Dirvctidn— (JIoIk*— Oblute  Sph«.'niid — Pro- 
late Spheroid— Culw— Straight  \Van»l— Flat  I'laie— 
Triangular  Plate— Center  of  Gravity  not  always  with- 
in the  Body— A  Kini,'— Experiments— Motion  and  Po- 
aition  of  the  Anns  and  Feel- Effect  o(  the  Knec-Joint 
— Positions  of  a  Dancer — Porter  under  a  Load — Mo- 
tion of  a  Quadru|KHl — Ro[)e-Dancing — t\'nter  of 
Gravity  of  two  Ik hJ it's  8r(HiratiHi  from  each  other — 
Mathematical  mid  Kxprrimontal  Exanipli>» — The 
Cunst>r>-ation  of  the  Moiinn  of  the  Center  of  Gravity 
— Holar  Sy."«ti-iii— (Trntcr  of  Gravity  sometimes  called 
Center  of  Inertia,  &.-c.  d:c. 

LECTURE   XLVIII the  lever  and 

WHEEL- wo  UK. 
Simple  Machine — .Statics — DynamicM — Force— 
Power — Wo iuh i — L« ■  vcr —  C ord — Inclined  Pliuie — 
Arm<i — Fult-nuu — Thn*e  kinds  of  I.i-vi-i — Crow-Bar 
— Handsiiikt — Our— Nui-t'r:u*ki'r*— Tiiniintf-Lathc — 
Steelyanl — lifctanjnjlar  l.rvcv — llHnitnrr — I.oiid  lie- 
twfcn  two  PiOfin'n*  ■  -ComliiiiHtiun  of  Lrvon^ — Equiv- 
alent Levor— Whei'l  iind  AxJe — Thirknifi*  of  the 
RoiR* — Wnyu  of  applviiij;  thePtiwcr — Projt-rting  Pins 
— Windlass — Winch— Axle —  llorizontiil  Wh«»el — 
Tn-ail-Mill— Cmne,^Water-Whci'l*-Paddle-Whecl 
— Racket- Wh«'».l—Iijick — ."^prins  of  a  Watch— Fusee 
— .^traps  or  Cordi" — F.xainple!*  of— Tumiiiii  Lathe — 
Revolvinc  .^hafte — Spinnin-i  Macliim-ry — .<aw-Mill — 
Pinion — Leaves — ('rain' — Sjmr- Wheels — Crown- 
Whwls — lkjvolodWh»»<'Ii«— lluiitinp-Cog — Chronom- 
eters— Uair-:jpring — Balauce-^Jieel,  Jcc 


LECTURE  XLIX thk  ruLLST. 

Cord -Sheave— Fixed  Pulley —Ffara  Eecanea— 


5le  Movable  Pultei 
ackle— White's 
Spanish  Bartona. 

LECTURE  L. 


»  of  PttUcy» 
L'oll^ — JLArmaMmgo  of — Ba 

.THE  INCLINSD  PI.AHI,  1 
AND  ICRXW. 


Inclined  Plane— Effect  of  a  Wei^  on — Pom  of- 
Roads— Plane  smnetimea  moToe  nBdorlheWfl%k 
—Wedge— ikimeiimea  fanned  of  two  IncUned  nam 
—More  powerful  aa  its  Angle  ia  A<nite— Whan  vri 
—Limits  to  the  Anglo— Screw — FTimpllw 

LECTURE  LI xbullitioit. 

Proceaa  of  Boiling— Vaporization  and  Caadmm 
tiaa — Latent  Heat  of  Aram—  Experimenti  of  Bkefe^ 
£tfi!ct  of  Atmospheric  Pressure  on  Boilinf  Pofe^ 
Relation  between  the  Barometer  and  the  Boflaf 
Point— Etfect  of  the  Altitude  oftho  Station  of  ^W 
ing  Point— Elasticity  of  Steam — Ita  Li^ineaa— EftM 
of  iho  Compreskion  of  Sieam  wiiboui  Loaa  of  HaH 
Steam  cannot  be  liqnilied  by  mere  Pieasore  Bsl 
ing  Poiuta  and  Latent  Heat  of  other  Liquids  €■ 
densation  <d  Vapor— Principte  of  the  Bteam-EBdM— 
Nature  of  Permanem  Gases— EzamplBB  of  «hel|ffr 
cation  <tf  the  Properties  oiStamni. 

LECTURE  LII coMBUiTioir. 

Flame  produced  by  Chemical  ComMnalhai  Oaf 
porters  of  Combustion  and  Combiistmus  Oi^llg 
chief  Supporter— Heat  of  Combusdon^Flame  m 
illuminating  Pow(ts— Combuation  without  Filial- 
Property  of  spongy  Platinum — ^TaUe  of  Heal  evahei 
in  Combuation— llieory  of  Lavofaler— Of  Hook  mA 
others— Electric  Theory. 

LECTURE  LIII how  to  omsbti  tb 

HCATESrS. 

Interesting  Nature  of  the  SubJect^Dinmal  Boi^ 
tion— CircumpolarStan — Vraa  Aia^or—- Forms  of  At 
Constellations— The  Pointers— The 
siopeia— Capella— llic  tiwan — Equatorial 
lions— On'oa — SMks,  or  the  ^^jr^Tr     itlrfi^Ti 
/YocyoM— i^art^o — CoUwtbm — Uerachel's  Otacrrfr 
tions  on  t?irius— Dr.  ^ollaston's  fHiafinrarinns    li 


pcct  of  the  Heavens  at  different  Seaaona  of  the  Yav 
—Uses  of  the  Celestial  Globe— To  aaoeitam  the  i» 
pect  of  tlio  Heavens  on  any  Night,  at  any  Hour— V 
feet  of  the  Telescope  on  Fixed  Stan— >Re]aiiTe  '  ~ 
ness  of  the  Stars— Theory  of  T  "  ~ 

tion  oftho  Micrometer,  &c  Ac. 

LECTURE  LIV the  stellar  vmrxuB. 

{First  LeeiurtJ 
Ranre  of  Vision— Augmented  by  tfao  Triaseepo— 
Periodic  Skors— Examples  of  this  flasa  Ysrtmn  Pf- 
IMitheses  to  explain  these  Appearanoea— TlsnsMay 
.Srors— Remarkable  Examples  of  this  Hmi  TVaWk 
Stars — Their  vast  Number — Teleacopic  IHewa  of 
them— Researches  of  Sir  W.  llesehel — Filiiiisinn  of 
( iraviUitiiin  to  the  Stars— Their  ellipdc  OrMa  dlaeor- 
ered— Effects  of  double  and  colored  Pnna-fVMr 
Motions  eftke  Skors— Probable  Motion  of  the  flow 
System — Analysis  of  iu  KHfrns  Ifnrlnns  of  ika 
Stars,  &jc.  ^. 

LECTURE  Ly....THE  8TELI.AKVIiITUI& 
f  Second  Lpcture.J 
Form  and  Arrnnpement  of  the  Msaaof  VlsibteaMn 
—Sir  W.  Horschei's  Analysis  of  the  Heaveaa— IW 
Milky  Wsy— The  vast  Numbers  of  Stan  la  h— llob' 
uliB  and  Clusters— Great  Nebula  In  f>ihai  Ifnpl 
Iniiic  Clouds- Planetary  Nebula^VMC  NwDbOTOf 
Nrbulie — Herschel's  (Catalogue — fluuctnre  of  te 
Univen«e— Laplace's  Nebular  iljpnfhiiali  ITiiialM 
tion  of  lis  morsl  Tendency. 

LECTURE  LYI tbb  trsAH-BBOiBB. 

(Finl  Leeiun.J 

The  Stcam-Engine  a  Subject  of  _ 

Effects  of  Steam -Great  Power  of 

leal  Properties  of  Fluids—  ElasHelVor^ 

of  Hcatp-Sarery's  Engine— Boilen  mdihah^  Afft^ 


Boiler— Furnace— Method  of  Feeding  hr-CombuMion 
of  Gas  in  Flues— Williama's  Patent  for  Method  of 
Consuming  nnburned  Oaaea — Conatruction  of  Grate 


and  Aah-Pit— Magnitude  of  Heating  Snrftce  of  Boilar 
—Steam-Space  and  Water-Space  in  Boiler— Poaiiioa 
of  Fluea— Method  of  Feeding  Boilei^Metbod  of  In. 


ages— Working  Apparatus — Mode  of  Operation- De- 
focta  of  Savory's  Engine— Newcomcn  and  Cawlev's 
Patent— Accidental  Discovery  of  Condensation  by  In- 
jection—Potter's Invention  of  the  Method  of  Work- 
ing the  Valves— Ilis  Contrivance  improved  by  the 
Substitution  of  the  Plug-Frame. 

LECTUUE  LVII the  steam-engine. 

(Second  Lecture.) 

Mechanical  Force  of  Steam- Watt  finds  Condensa* 
tion  in  the  Cylinder  incompatible  with  a  due  Econo- 
my of  Fuel— Conceives  the  notion  of  Condensing  out 
of  the  Cylinder— Invents  the  Air-Pump— Substitutes 
Steam  Pressure  for  Atmospheric  Pressure— Invents 
the  Steam  Case  or  Jacket— His  Models— DiflBcultics 
of  bringing  the  Improved  Engine  into  Use— v%  att  em- 
ployed by  Roebuck— His  Partnership— His  first  Pa- 
tent— His  Single-Acling  Engine— Discovery  of  the 
Expansive  Action  of  Steam— Extension  of  the  Steam- 
Engine  to  Manufactures— Attempts  of  Papin,  Savery, 
Hum  Champion,  t^tcwart,  and  Wasbrough— Watt's 
Second  Patent-  Sun-and-Planet  Wheels— Valves  of 
Doublo-Accing  Engine. 

LECTURE  LVIII the  steam-engine. 

(  Third  Lecture.) 

Methods  of  Connecting  the  Piston-Rod  and  Beam 
in  the  Doublc-Acting  Engine — Rack  and  Sector — 
Parallel  Motion— Connection  of  Ilston-Rod  and  Beam 
— Connecting-Rod  and  Crank— Fly- Wheel— Shuttle- 
Valve— Governor — Construction  and  Operation  of 
the  Doublc-Acting  Engine — Eccentric — Cocks  and 
Valves— Single-Clack  Valves— Double-Clack  Valves 
— Conical  Valves — Slide  Valves— Murray's  Slides — 
The  D  Valves— Scaward's  Slides — Cocks— Pistons— 
Cartwright's  Engine. 

LECTURE  LIX the  steam-engine. 

(Fourth  Lecture.) 
Annlysis  of  Coal— Process  of  Combustion— Heat 
evolved  in  it— Form  and  Structure  of  Boiler — Wagon- 
It^  The  above  Work  was  originally  pablished  in  Foarteen  Nambers  or  Parts,  and  sold  at  the 
extremely  low  price  of  25  cents  per  Number.  Any  of  the  Nambers  can  still  be  parchased.  The 
entire  Work  is  now  completed  and  sold  in  two  large  octavo  volumes  of  about  600  pages  eadi, 
well  bound  in  full  cloth,  illustrated  by  380  Engravings,  and  sold  at  $4  ffO. 

n^  District  School  Libraries  can  order  these  Lectures  through  any  of  the  Booksellers  or  Coon- 
try  Merchants.  Parents,  Teachers,  Saperintcndents  and  Trustees  of  Common  Schools,  Farmeii^ 
Mechanics,  and  all,  indeed,  who  have  any  desire  to  increase  their  store  of  nsefal  informatkm  OD 
the  subjects  embraced  in  these  volumes,  are  earnestly  entreated  to  examine  this  Work  before 
thuy  throw  away  their  money  on  the  trash,  or  even  worse  than  trash,  that  is  now  so  rapidly  inun- 
daling  tl»c  country. 

From  among  the  numerous  Recommendatory  Notices  which  the  Pablishers  received  during 
the  projrrcHs  of  the  publication,  we  have  only  room  to  give  the  followbg 


dicatittg  the  Level  of  Water  in  Boiler— Lever  Ganges 
— Self-Kogulating  Feeders— Steam-Gauge—Barone* 
ter-Gauge — Wau'a  Invention  ofthe  Indicator— Coon- 
ter — Safety-Valve — I>^sible  Plugs — Self-Regulating 
Damper— Brunton's  Self-Rogulaung  Furnace -Graas 
and  Usefhl  Eti'ect  of  an  Engine— Horse-Power  of 
Steam-Engines— Table  exhibiting  the  Mechanical 
Power  of  Water  converted  into  Steam  at  various 
Pressures— Evaporation  Proportional  to  Horse-Power 
— Sources  of  Loss  of  Power— Absence  of  good  Prac- 
tical Rules  for  Power— Common  Rules  followed  by 
Engine-Makers— Duty  distinguished  ftt>m  Power^ 
Duty  of  Boilers— Proportion  of  Stroke  to  Diametor  of 
Cylmder— Duty  of  Engines. 

LECTUBE  LX the  steam-snoins. 

(FHfth  Lecture.) 
Railways— Effects  of  Railway  Transport— Hlstoiy 
of  the  Locomotive  Ensine— Construction  of  Looonao- 
tive  Engine  by  Blinkinsop— Messrs.  Chapman's  Con- 
trivance—Walking Engine— Mr.  Stephenson's  En- 
g'ncs  at  Killingworth — Liverpool  and  Manchester 
ail  way— Exocrimental  Trial  of  the  "  Rocket,"  **  Sans- 
pareil"  and  "Novelty "—Method  of  Subdividing  the 
Flue  into  Tubes— Progressive  Improvement  of  Lo- 
comotive Engines— Adoption  of  Brass  Tubes— De- 
tailed Description  of  the  most  Improved  Locomotive 
Enffines— Power  of  Locomotive  Engines— Position 
of  the  Eccentrics— Pressure  of  Steam  in  the  Boiler— 
Dr.  Lardner's  Experiments  in  183^— Resistance  to 
Railway  Trains — Dr.  Lardner's  Experiments  on  the 
Great  Western  Railway— Experiments  on  Resistance 
— Restrictions  on  Gradients— Compensating  Efficct  of 
Gradients— Experiment  with  the  "  Hecla  "—Disposi- 
tion of  Gradients  should  be  Uniform — Methods  of 
surmounting  Steep  Inclinations. 


From  I).  Mkredith  Rxxse.  A.  M.,  M.  D.,  Superin- 

trndrnt  of  Cvmmon  Schools  in  the  City  and  Countif 

of  xVctp-  York. 

New- York,  Oct  20th,  1845. 
Mr«'«nj.  Greeley  &  McElrath  : 

(Initlimrn  :  I  have  examined  the  Popular  Lecturrs 
of  Dr.  Lardner,  on  Science  and  Art,  with  much 
wiiisfnction.  and  take  pleasure  in  expressing  the 
opinion  thai  you  an;  doing  a  valuable  service  to  the 
peopN'  of  our  common  country  by  their  publication, 
and  cHixicially  by  issuing  them  in  nimibers,  and  at  so 
ch(Ni{>  a  rale. 

To  popularize  Science  and  cheapen  Knowledge, 
m\i?t  fio  if'annlcMl  by  the  philanthropist  as  worthy  of 
th«'  miiihtiest  min<1»  of  the  age.  and  to  be  successful 
in  Kiich  eftorts.  cotjstiiutes  their  authors  public  bcne- 
fHciors.  Thesi?  Lectures  of  Dr.  Lardner  are  ad- 
dn-spnl  to  tho  common  mind,  and  though  treailing 
upon  ihi'  lot\i''St  <;f  the  Natural  fcienrcf,  are  so  plain 
Bx\(\  pnuiiral,  eo  simple  and  attractive,  that  all  who 
can  niid  m.ty  rnadily  profit  by  their  instructions.  ITie 
clear  and  familiHr  ill ii>»t rations  and  diaerama,  which 
abound  in  every  department,  arc  skillfully  adapted 
to  the  appr«lien=ion  of  youth,  who  should  be  cncour* 
a£cd  every  wbon^  to  n;ad  and  study  them  and  thus 
promote  their  own  happuicss  and  usefulness. 


I  could  wish  that  they  were  found  in  every  School 
Library,  to  which  their  scientific  accuracy  and  nu- 
merous moral  reflections  upon  the  wonderAil  wotkM 
of  God  should  be  cstecmedf  no  small  conomendatioD. 
But  they  should  be  found  in  every  work-shop  in  the 
land;  fur  Science  and  Art  are  here  exhibited  in  their 
true  relations ;  and  the  working  men  of  our  country 
would  find  here  both  entertainment  and  instructioa, 
calculated  to  improve  aUlte  ihcir  intellects  and  their 
morals.  D.  M.  Rkssx. 

AI.BANT,  May  S,  IBM. 

GRESLST&  McELEATRt 

GentUmen :  I  cordially  and  cheerfully  concvr  with 
my  friend,  Dr.  Reese,  in  the  high  appreciation  which 
he  places  on  your  edition  of  Dr.  Lardner'a  Lectares, 
and  have  no  hesitation  in  rccommendinff  them  as  s 
moat  valuable  acquisition  to  our  School  Libruias. 
Sami..  S.  Randall, 

Vfp.  Supt.  Com.  SchooU, 
"  These  publications  are  admirably  adapted  to  in- 
terest and  instruct  the  general  reader." 

[Norwiek  GUmm; 
"No  man  has  snccccded  better  in  giving  popolsr 
interest  to  abstruse  siU^Jecti  then  Dr.  Lardner." 

[Worcuur  Jtgia, 


DR.  LARDNER  S   LECTURES,  &C. 


'*Tbe  work  will  be  •  rery  intereftinc  and  valuable 
one,  and  ought  to  be  found  in  many  placee  now  mo- 
nopolized by  the  wonhleea  rubbish  of  the  day ;  we 
mean  cheap  novels.  We  think  great  credit  is  due  to 
Greeley  A  McEbath,  for  their  effort  to  bring  Science 
within  the  reach  of  so  many,  and  make  it  the  fire- 
side companion  of  almost  every  home.  Let  them  be 
liberally  patronized."      [  Whiu  Mountain  Torrent 

**  The  work  will  be  a  valuable  one.  and  the  sale 
mnst  be  immense."  [BdUno§  Falls  Gaiau. 

**  We  hope  these  enterprising  publishers  may  be 
liberally  encouraged  in  the  efibrt  to  (hmiah  reading 
for  the  people."  I  Ckrittian  Fteemau. 

**The  citizens  of  small  country  towns  which  are 
not  visited  by  such  Lecturers  as  Dr.  Lardncr,  are 
nnder  weiofaty  obligations  to  Messrs.  Greeley  & 
McElratk  for  the  opportunity  thus  affurdcd,  to  put 
themselves  in  poescssion  of  a  work  of  much  merit" 
[  Whig,  (  Wayne  Co.  N.  Y.) 
**  A  vahiable  accession  to  the  Scientific  Literature  of 
the  day ;  worth  a  ton  of  the  sickening  love  Btorics 
that  flood  the  country."     [Ea»^)ort  Sentinel^  (Me.) 

'*One  happy  and  remarkable  trait  of  the  work  is, 
its  perfect  adaptation  to  the  most  common  minds. 
We  trust  that  such  a  work  wiU  receive,  from  the 
reading  community  that  encouragement  which  it  so 
Justly  merits ;  that  it  will  be  found  on  every  farmer's 
table,  and  in  every  library."       [Enterpriee,  (Md.) 

**  If  our  youth  would  once  taste,  and  ect  interested 
in  Science  thus  taught,  they  would  find  a  method  of 
employing  their  reading  hours  more  happy  and  use- 
All  for  themselves  as  well  as  for  all  whose  character 


and  happiness  are  aflfectcd  by  them,  than  in  devour- 
ing the  light  and  often  immoral  stories  and  romanc 
which  fl<K}d  the  country."  ( Christian  Mirror. 


"The  most  valuable  Lectures  ever  published  in 
the  Unteed  States."        [Talladega  Reporter,  (Ala.) 

**A  work  of  high  value,  and  must  find  a  wide  circu- 
lation." [Baltimore  Patriot. 

"We  consider  these  Lectures  among  the  most 
valuable  reading  that  has  ever  been  offered  to  the 
American  public"  [Ctdtiwuor. 

"  We  know  of  no  publication  iu  this  department  of 
Literature  which  has  succeeded  so  well,  m  stripping 


an  unwise  and  erudite  philol(^  from  a  vaat  mine  of 
mental  wealth,  and  eznibiting  its  attractions  to  the 
delighted  gaze  of  the  '  unlettered  hind.'  as  well  as  to 
the  student  of  Nature's  manifold  mysteries. 

"We  would  be  glad  to  see  these  interestin|  dis> 
sertations  in  every  family,  (and  we  think  their  coea^ 
nass  renders  them  easily  accessible  to  must,)  because 
there  is  a  solidity  of  matter  and  a  vigor  of  style  about 
them,  which  will  render  them  as  instructive  and  im- 
pressive to  succeeding  generations  ss  to  the  preseal.'* 
(TAsFir^MM. 

"  We  wish  our  resders  mi^,  one  and  all,  have  the 
gratification  and  the  benefit  of  using  such  mental  food 
as  these  Lectures  afford." 

[American  JVaesMfi,  WU.  T. 

"  Theae  Lectures  of  Doet  Lardner  are  of  great 
value.  They  treat  of  interesting  and  important  sub* 
jects  and  embody  a  vast  amount  of  valuable  infomU' 
tion  in  an  attractive  and  agreeable  style.  If  car 
young  men  and  siris  would  save  the  ninepences  wad 

auarters  to  buy  this  woric  which  they  now  suend  for 
ic  disgusting  and  sickening  love  stories  which  flood 
the  country,  and  which  they  ao  eacerly  seek  for,  they 
would  find  their  heads  filled  up  with  something  iue> 
All  and  instructive,  instead  of  vulgar  trash." 

iThoma$ion  Reecrder. 

"  This  work  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of  every 
young  mechanic  m  the  land,  as  well  as  the  astrono- 
mer and  man  of  science,  as  mechanics  and  mechaiip 
ism  occupy  a  large  place." 

[PeopWt  Advocate,  York,  Pa. 

"  We  cannot  forbear  to  recommend  this  work  to 
the  auention  of  all  who  wish  to  acquaint  themselves 
in  the  easiest  and  cheapest  way  with  the  wonderfU 
and  mysterious  agencies  of  physical  nature.  To 
the  student  and  the  teacher,  the  prtrfisssional  man 
and  the  day  laborer,  it  is  a  work  eeually  valuableand 
intcresUDf;.  The  whole  series  will  comprise,  st  a 
comporatively  trifling  expense,  one  of  the  most  vahi- 
ablc  compondiums  of  Natural  Philosophy  and  Me- 
chanical Science  to  be  found  in  the  language.  To 
young  men  and  mechanics  who  want  the  knaure  to 
delve  through  more  abstruse  and  voluminous  work% 
these  Lectures  will  be  found  invaluable." 

[IndqteHdent  Democrat,  Concord,  N.  tL 


17*  Any  person  wishing  to  procure  this  valuable  work  may  apply  to  our  Ag;enta.  or  to  any  of 
the  Booksellers  or  Country  Merchants  in  any  part  of  the  United  States.  Orders  are  respectfony 
■olioitad.  GREELEY  &  McELRATH,  Tribtuc  BnUdings,  New- York. 


HUMAN     RIGHTS. 

ESSAYS  ON  HUMAN  RIGHTS  AND  THEIR  POLITICAL  GUARANTIES.  By  Busha  P.  Hu»i^ 
BUT,  Counsellor  at  Law  of  the  City  of  New  York.     1  vol.  ISmo. 

Its  several  chapters  diKcusss  the  following  topics  :  I.  The  Origin  of  Unman  Rights ;  H.  The  true  Funo- 
tlen  of  Government ;  III.  The  Constitution  of  Government ;  IV.,  V.  Constitutional  Limitations  and 
Prohibitions  ;  VI.  The  Elective  Franchise;  VII.  Rights  emanating  from  the  Sentiments  and  AflTeclions; 
VI n.  The  Rights  of  Woman  ;  IX.  The  Right  of  Property  and  its  Moral  Relations  ;  X.  Intellectual  Prop- 
erty    tCT  Tlie  Work  is  printed  on  a  fair,  large  type,  and  sold  retail  at  50  cents  per  copy. 

LECTURES    ON    ASTRONOMY, 

Delivered  at  the  Royal  Observatory  of  Paris.  By  M.  Arago,  Member  of  the  Institute  of  Francs,  dee. 
With  extensive  additions  by  Dionysius  Lardner,  former  Professor  of  Astronomy  and  Natural  Philoso- 
phy in  the  University  of  London.    Illustrated  with  numerous  cuts  and  diagrams. 

Appbnoiz.— Table  of  the  Constellations,  with  the  number  of  stars  in  each,  as  far  as  those  of  the  sixth 
msffnilude.    Summary. 
Price  Sft  cents  ;  five  copies  for  $1.    Agents  and  Booksellers  supplied  on  the  usual  terms. 


HISTORY    OF    THE    SILK    CULTURE. 

THE  SILK  CULTURE  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES->einbracing  complete  accoanU  of  the  latest  and 
nost  approved  mode  of  Hatching,  Rearing,  and  Feeding  the  SUk-Wonn,  Managing  the  Cocoonery, 
Reelini,  Spinning,  and  Manufacturing  of  the  Silk,  &c.,  &c. ;  with  HistoricaJ  Sketchea  of  the  Silk  Bust- 
noes;  Natural  History  of  the  Silk- Worm,  the  Mulberry,  Ac.  Illustrated  by  numerous  enfravlngs  of 
Machinery  and  Processes,  and  a  Manual  of  the  SUk  Culture.    Price  S6  cents  ;  five  copies  for  $1. 


GREAT  BOOK  FOR  FARMERS! 

LET  EVERY   FARMER   IN   THE   UNITED   STATES   HAVE   A   COPT  I 

Let  every  Fanner  in  the  United  States  subscribe  for  a  Copy  for  his  Son.    It  may  prove  of 

more  value  to  him  than  a  Horse,  or  even  a  Farm  I 

THE  FARMERS'  LIBRARY 

AND 

MONTHLY  JOURNAL  OF  AGRICULTURE. 

JOHN  S.  SKINNER,  Editor. 
Each  number  consists  of  two  distinct  parts, 
\tz: 

I.  The  Farmers'  Library,  in  which  are 
pabliBhcd  continuuasly  the  best  Standard 
Works  on  Aqriculture,  embracing  those  which, 
by  their  cost  or  the  language  in  which  they  are 
written,  would  otherwise  seem  beyond  the  reach 
of  nearly  all  American  Farmers.  In  this  way 
we  give  for  two  or  throe  dollars  tlic  choicest 
European  treatises  and  researches  in  Agricul- 
ture, costing  ten  times  as  much  in  the  original 
editions,  not  easily  obtained  at  any  price,  and 
virtually  out  of  tlic  reach  of  men  who  live  by 
following  the  plow.  The  works  publiHhed  in 
the  Library  will  form  a  complete  series,  explor- 
ing and  exhibiting  the  whole  field  of  Natural 
Science,  and  developing  the  rich  treasures 
which  Chemistry-,  Geology,  and  Mechanics 
have  yielded  and  may  yield  lo  lighten  the  la- 
bors and  swell  the  harvests  of  the  intelligent 
husbandman. 

II.  The  Monthly  Journal  op  Agricul- 
TDKK  will  likewise  contain  about  50  pages  per 
month,  and  will  comprise,  1.  Foreifrn :  Selec- 
tions from  the  liii;luT  class  of  British,  French 
and  German  periodicals  devoted  to  Agriculture, 
with  oxtrartd  from  new  l)Ooks  which  may  not 
be  published  in  the  Library,  &c.  &c.  2.  Ameri- 
can :  Editorials,  communicated  and  selected 
arconnls  of  experiments,  improved  processes, 
dinooveriefi  in  Agrictilture,  new  implements, 
&c.  Ac.  In  this  department  alone  will  ours  re- 
semhl«;  any  American  work  ever  yet  published. 
It  can  hardly  be  necessary  to  add  that  no  Politi- 
cal, Kronomic.  or  other  controverted  doctrine, 
will  bo  iiioiilcatcd  through  this  magazine. 

Each  number  of  the  Library  is  illustrated  by 
nnm«.*rous  Enu'ravings.  printed  on  type  obtained 
expressly  for  iliid  work,  and  on  good  paper — 
the  vvl.ole  pot  up  as  such  a  work  should  be. 

This  Monthly,  which  is  by  far  the  amplest  and 
mfwt  comprehensive  A^jricultural  periodical  over  cs- 
inhlixhrd  in  America,  was  commenced  in  the  montb 
of  July.  lr*4'),  and  before  the  close  of  the  first  year 
araonjj  its  pubscribcrs  wore  embraced  many  of  the 
mn«X  intPlli^cjnt  furmcns  profcMionHl  mi-n,  and  re- 
tired gentlcm<'n  in  every  City  and  State  in  the  Union 
The  rrprini  of  EtandHrd  works  and  the  variety,  ele- 
gnnro  and  co8tIine«fl  of  the  Engravings  will  always. 
render  thiri  one  of  the  most  useful  and  interesting^ 
and.  in  view  of  the  amount  of  reading  matter,  the 
cbcsporit  Ffimiing  periodical  in  this  or  any  other 


coimtry.  The  beautiful  work  of  Pstzholdt  oir  Ao- 
ucux.TuaAL  Chcmutky  was  published  complete  hi 
the  first  two  numbers  of  the  FAMCKas'  Libkamy  ;  and 
the  great  work  of  VoM  Trakr  on  the  PmnccfPLKi 
OF  Aoaiixi  r;  a  e.  toanslatxd  by  Wm.  Shaw  and 
CuTHBKXT  Johnson,  wrra  a  Mbmoib  of  thx  Au< 
thob,  &c  was  «:ommcnced  in  the  number  of  the  Lz- 
BBABY  for  Sttpicmber,  1849.  and  will  be  completed 
entire,  without  abridgment,  in  the  June  number  for 
1846.  This  Justly  celebrated  work  is  alone  worth  the 
fiili  subscription  price  of  the  Fakmbbs'  Libbaby,  and 
yet  it  is  not  more  than  one-third  of  what  each  sab- 
scriber  to  the  Work  receives  for  his  subscr^idon 
money.  This  work  of  Von  Thalr  was  origiiially 
written  and  published  in  the  German  language,  tran«- 
lated  and  published  in  the  French  and  afterward  hi 
the  English  language.  It  is  ]ironounced  by  compe* 
tent  judges  to  bo  the  most  finished  Agricultural  Bocdc 
which  has  ever  been  written.  The  London  (^tioa 
is  printed  in  two  octavo  volumes,  and  is  sold  at  about 
$8  per  copy. 

Von  Thafir  was  educated  for  a  Physician,  the  prec* 
ticc  of  which  he  relinquished  for  the  more  quiet  and 
philosophical  pursuits  of  Agriculture.  Soon  after  he 
commenced  farming  he  introduced  such  decided 
improvements  upon  his  farm  that  his  fiime  was  soon 
known  from  one  end  ofEurope  to  the  other.  The  most 
celebrated  farmers  of  Enfdand,  France,  Denmark, 
Gcrmsny.&c.  courted  his  friendship,  and  hiswzitiiigi 
were  every  where  sought  and  studied. 

The  following  subjects  are  discussed  in  the  woik 
of  Von  ThsCr,  and  the  manner  of  treating  each  sub- 
ject is  original,  philosophical  and  practicaL 

Section  I.  Tiik  Fundawiental  Pbinciplks  :— -A 
Sketch  of  Synemaiic  Agriculture ;  The  Rnses  of  the 
Scicnco  of  Agriculture ;  The  Bases  of  Enterprise ; 
Capital ;  Thi;  Fnrm,  and  the  Manner  of  taking  Pos- 
session of  it :  Leasehold  Estates ;  Hereditary  Leases. 

Skc.  II.  Tiib  Economy.  Oboakikation  and  D^ 
BKCTioN  OF  AN  Agricultvbal  Entkbpbisx  :— -I^ 
bor  in  General:  Draught  Labor ;  Manual  Labor;  The 
Proper  Meihijd  of  ke«>ping  the  Journals,  Recisieni,  and 
other  BookH  connected  with  an  Agricultural  Under- 
taking ;  Proportion  of  Manure  to  the  Quantity  of  Fod- 
der sud  the  number  of  Canle ;  The  various  Systems 
of  Cultivation.  Class  1-The  Cultivation  of  Com — 
Alternate  Cultivation— Alternate  flotations  with  Pae- 
turaj!0— On  the  Succession  of  Crops— Altemste  Cnl- 
tivation,  accompanied  by  a  suiuble  Succession  of 
Crops  and  Pasturage— Alternate  Cultivation,  with 
Stall-Feeding  of  the  Cattle— Four  Crop  Divirions— 
Five  Crop  Divisions- Six  Crop  Diviaions- Seven 
Crop  Dinsions — Eiaht  Crop  Divirions— Nine  Crop 
Divisions— Ten  Crop  Diviaions— Eleven  Crop  Divis- 
ions—Twelve Crop  Div{si<ms— Twelve  Crop  Divis- 
ions—The Transliton  from  one  Ilotati<ni  to  anther. 

Sec.  III.  AOBONOMT ;  OB  A  TbCATIIB  ON  THS 
CONSTITUXNT  PaBTS  AND  PHYSICAL  PbOPRBTTBI  OV 

THK  Soil,  and  the  Bear  M rmoD  or  AcQcnmo 
A  Knowlkdok  or  trb  DirrxBBNT  Eabthb,  aitd 
Abcbbtainino  thbib  Valus  :— Silioa ;  Alamkuii 
Clay ;  Lisie ;  Gypsum,  or  Sulphate  of  Lime;  Moil; 


Magnesia ;  Iron ;  Humus ;  Peat ;  The  Different  Spe- 
cies of  Kftiths,  their  Value,  Employment,  and  ProiMer- 
tiea.  in  their  JEtelations  to  the  Constituent  Parts  of  the 
Soil 

8kc.  IV.  AoKicuLTURi:— Part  I— On  Manuring 
and  Ameliorating  the  Soil:  Vegetable  Manures- 
Mineral  Manures.  Part  2- On  the  Tillage  of  the 
Soil,  or  its  Mechanical  Ameboration ;  Agricultural 
Implements ;  On  Plowing ;  On  Clearing  Land ; 
Hedees,  Fences  and  Enclosures ;  On  the  Draining  of 
Land;  On  the  Draining  of  various  kinds  of  Marshes ; 
Irrigation  ;  On  Earthing  and  Warping;  On  the  Man- 
agement of  Meadow  Land  ;  The  Hay  Ilanrefit ;  On 
the  Tarious  kinds  of  Pastures. 

Sbc.  V.  On  TiiK  Rkpboduction  of  Anibiai.  and 
Vkoetable  Substances  :— Vegetable  Reproduc- 
tion; Wheat:  Spring  Wheat^pelt— One-grained 
Wheat  (Einkom  of  the  Germans.)— Smut,  or  Caries 
in  Wheat  (Brand);— Rye;  Barley:  Common,  or 
Small  Quadrangular  Barley — ^Two-rowed,  Long- 
eared  or  Large  Flat  Barley— Siberian,  or  Quadran- 
gular Naked  Barley— Naked  Flat  Barley— Six-rowed, 
or  Winter  Barley ; — Oats  (Avena  Sativa)  ;  Millet 
(Panieum);  On  the  Cultivation  of  Grain  hi  Rows,  or 
with  the  Hor»c-hoe ;  I^guminoiis  Crops ;  The  Pea ; 
The  Lentil;  Kidney-Beans,  (Haricots);  Beans  (Ftcia 
Faiia)  ;  Vetches :  Common  Vetch  (  Vetch  Sativa)  ; 
Buckwheat  (  Polygonum  Fa^opYrum)  ;  Meslin- Mix- 
tures of  Different  Kinds  of  Grain ;  Culture  of  Hoed 
or  Weeded  Crops ;  Vegetables  for  the  Market ;  Oil- 
Plants;  Colza  and  R*pe  (Autumnal  Varieties)— 
Spring  Colza,  or  Spring  Rape — Mustard— Oily  Had- 
iBh(Rapkantui  Chrnenais  OJe(/ertM;— Cultivated  Gold 
of  Pleasure  (Myagrum  Sathmm)— Common  Poppy 
(Piapaver  Sommfenun); — Thread  Plants:  Flax- 
Hemp  CCtennn&Ys  &ttttNi;;— Other  Plants,  the  Cul 


turc  of  which  has  been  propoced  forthe  sake  of  their 
lliruad:  Syrian  Swallow  Wort,  or  Virginian  Silk 
Aaclepias  {ffriaea)^Common  Hcxi]o  ( Urtica  DU*- 
ca^— Fullers'  TetA*' (DfpmwuM  FvUnrum);-  Color- 
ing-Plants:  Dyers'  Madder  {Ruhia  Tincroruvi)—Dj- 
ers'  Woad  (/soxit  TVnetoriit)- Dyers' Weld  (A««eJ^ 
Ltdeoia)— Bastard  Satl'i-on  {CarthamH$  Tinctoriua);-' 
The  Hop;  Tobacco;  Chicco'y;  Carraway  {('Mrum 
Carui);  Common  Fennel  {Fanieulim,  yulgare) ; 
Anise  {PkmpifdU  Anitum);  Culture  of  Fodderw 
Plants:  The  Potato— The  Field-Beet— 1  he  Turnip 
{Bra*iiica  if upa)— Turnips  which  will  not  hear  lYant- 
planting-  Turnips  so  prt^riy  called— Turnips  ad- 
mitting of  Transplantation-  The  Turnip  Cabbace— 
Common  Red  and  White  Cabbage  (Bratttiea  CHerO' 
eta;  var.  Capiuua) — Carrots— The  Parsnip— M aire, 
or  Indian  Com  (7Va  Afofs) ,— Herbage  Plants :  Conv 
mon  Purple  Clover  {TrrfoUum  Prnteriae^  var.  Sali- 
rttin)- White,  or  Dutch  Ciovcr  {THfoHfim  Rtpent)^ 
Strawberry  Trefoil  (TrjfoHum  Fragifirtm)- Lo' 
ceme  {Mtdicago  Soxfoa)— Sainfoin  {Htditarvm  Ono- 
6ryrAt«)— Yellow  Sickle  Medick  (Medinago  Falcaim.} 
—Black  Medick  or  Nonsuch  {Mtdicofo  LuptUinu)-^ 
Com  Spurry  (i^pergula  Arventh)— The  Tall-grow- 
ing Grasses— Riiy  Grass  (Solium  Perenmt) — Common 
Oatlike  Grass  {Avena  flatior;— Tttll  Fescue  Gtmi 
(Fegtuca  £2a(ior )—Cock's-foot  Gnm(DmrffH»  Gtom- 
eroxa)— Dog-tail  Gnu  (Cynonrus  Ot/skKim)— Com-  ' 
mon  Cat's-tail  or  Timothy  Grass  {Pknteum  Prattmrn)  i 
—Woolly  Soft  Grass  {Holcut  Sbnottrs)— Meadow 
Foxtail  Grass  {Alopeeunu  PrateHtis) — Meadow 
Grass  (Poa). 

Sec.  VI.  The  Econowt  or  Live  Stock  :— Homod 
Cattle ;  Breeding  Cattle— Feeding  of  Cattle ;— The 
Dairy:  Cheese  Making; — Fattening  of  Homed  Cafr> 
tie;  Swine;  Sheep;  Iloraes. 


•  The  subscription  price  to  the  Farmers'  Library  and  Monthly  Journal  oi'  AoRicui^ 

TURK,  containing  2  vola.  of  600  pages  each,  with  nnmcrous  Engravings,  ia  Five  Dollars  a  /ear. 
Where  five  persons  club  together  and  send  as  $20,  we  send  five  copies.  Payment  is  inTinab^ 
reqaired  in  advance.  Money  may  be  remitted  through  tlie  Mail  at  our  risk.  The  Bank  DOtet  of 
any  State  of  specie  paying  Banks,  arc  received  at  par.    Address 

GREELEY  &  McELRATH,  Pablishers,  Tribnno  Baildings,  New-Yoik. 


LECTURES    TO  FARMERS 

ON 

AGRICULTURAL  CHEMISTRY. 

By  ALEXANDER  PETZHOLDT. 

The  taste  for  Scientific  Agricaltarc  in  the  United  States  has  created  a  demand  for  the  veiy  in- 
formation which  these  Lectures  supply.  "  The  motive,"  says  the  author.  "  which  has  indrccd  me 
to  prepare  such  a  rourse  of  Lectures,  is  the  complaint  I  have  heard  from  many  of  you,  that,  be- 
ing unacquainted  wiih  the  elements  of  Chemistry,  you  have  found  it  difficult  to  uiklerfltand  the 
(questions  which  arc  at  the  present  moment  so  warmly  discussed,  respecting  the  theory  and  prao- 
tice  of  Agriculture."  This  work  being  less  scientific  and  technical  m  its  language  than  Lieoig't 
work,  is  on  that  account  better  adapted  for  the  use  of  general  Farmers  and  ought  to  be  first  read. 
The  author  in  his  Preface  says  that  a  "  perusal  of  this  work  with  ordinary  attention  wiU  famish 
the  necessary  amount  of  chemical  information  for  the  purposes  of  the  Farmer." 


In  reference  to  the  first  two  volumes  of  the  Farmers'  Library  and  MotUhly  Journal  of  Agricul- 
ture, now  bound  up  and  ready  for  sale,  the  Hon.  N.  S.  Binton,  Secretary  of  State  of  the  State  of 
New  York,  writes  to  the  publiahers  as  follows : — 

Secbxtart*8  Offick,  Department  of  Commom  Schools, 

Albany,  July  15,  1846. 
I  have  examined,  with  as  much  care  and  attention  as  mv  time  would  permit,  the  first  volumes  of  the 
JOURNAL  OF  AGRICULTURE  AND  THE  FARMERS*  LIBRARY,  published  by  Messn  Greeley* 
McElrath,  New  York,  and  do  not  perceive  any  objections  to  their  introduction  into  the  School  Dmtrtet 
Libraries  of  the  State  ;  and  I  can  have  no  doubt  this  work  would  prove  valuable  acquisitions  in  all,  but 
especially  to  those  where  the  subject  of  agriculture  excites  the  attention  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  district. 

N.  S.  BENTON,  Supt.  Com,  SckooU, 

The  Deputy  Superintendent  of  the  Conmion  Schools  of  the  State  of  New  Yoilc,  write*  ae  IbU 
lows: — 

Skcritart's  Officb,  Department  of  Cowmon  Schools, 
Messrs.  Gbbblbt  &  McElbath  :—  Albany,  J%ilf  V,  1844. 

Gbntlbmen  :  I  should  be  happy  to  see  this  work  (the  Fabmbbs*  Libbakt  and  Joubnal  or  Aoaiooi.- 
TUSB)  In  every  School  Library  in  the  State  ;  and  I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  afford  it  at  a  price  which  %riU 
place  it  at  the  command  of  the  rural  districts  especially,  where  I  am  sure  it  can  not  fall  of  being  highly 
appreciated  and  extensively  read.  Works  of  this  description  are,  In  my  judgment,  eminently  suitable  for 
our  District  Libraries ;  and  I  know  of  none  more  useful  or  prartical  than  the  present.  Its  execution  is 
exceedingly  creditable  to  the  publishers  ;  and  the  vast  amount  of  Interesting  matter  comprised  In  lie 
MM  can  not  faU  of  insuring  it  a  wide  chrcniatlon  among  the  agricultural  community—the  balwarit  of 
th»  State.  Very  respectfully, 

S.  S.  RANDALL,  Dep.  Supt.  Com.  Seheoia. 


THE  FARMERS'  LIBRARY 

AND 

MONTHLY  JOURNAL  OF  AGRICULTURE. 

Thc  first  year  of  this  great  Agricnltaral  Periodical  cloaei  with  the  Jane  namber,  1846.  The 
pages  of  thc  Library  portion  are  occupied  with  Petzboldt's  Agricultural  Chemistry  and  Von 
T'haer's  Principles  of  Agriculture.  The  pages  of  the  Monthly  Journal  portion  of  the  work  are  veiy 
diversified  in  their  subjects.    The  foUowing  are  some  of  th«^  jeading  articles : 


portraits);  History  and  Uses  of  the  Cotton  Plant; 
lA'ttt*'  Qora  Dr.  J.  Johnson  of  S.  Con  the  Silk  PlMnt; 
1  ooughtB  on  Transplanting  Trees :  Agricultural  Ad> 
dress  before  the  Queens  Co.  Ag.  So.  by  J.  e*.  r'ldn* 
ner ;  Guano  as  a  Manure ;  Licbig's  Explanation  of 
the  Principles  and  uee  of  Artificial  Manures ;  Wine 
Making,  by  Rev.  rt.  Weller,  with  Notes  by  rt.  Clark ; 
How  to  keep  Farm  Resuters ;  Entomology ;  Men* 
agement  of  BocB ;  Sulphuric  Acid  and  Bones;  The 
Fair  of  the  American  Institute ;  fibccp  and  Chest- 
nuts, Sec  Sec. 

No.  VI— (DKCEaxBKB).— Poultry  fwith  illustrations); 
Successful  Experimonis  in  t^oilmg;  Agricultural 
Products  of  the  United  s^tates  and  GrvatBnlain ;  llie 
Potato  Murrain ;  Consumption  of  Sugar  in  Europe 
and  Nonh  America ;  Wages  and  Condition  of  Wo- 
men  and  Children  employed  in  thc  Agricultural  La- 
bor in  England;  History  and  use  of  the  Cotton 
Plant  (concluded) ;  Wool-grovring  at  the  South ;  On 
Breeding  Horses;  Education  in  Virginia;  Potato 
Starch ;  The  Inclined  Plane  (with  illustrations} ;  Pea 
Culture  in  the  South  ;  Societies  for  the  Promotion 
of  Agriculture,  Horticulture,  Sec. ;  Agricultural  Pre* 
miums;  aheep  Husbandry;  Peters's  Agriculmnd 
Account  Book ;  Exposition  of  the  Condition  and  Re- 
sources of  Delaware,  &c. 

No.  Vll— (Januabv).— Farm  Buildings  (with  ilhis- 
trations);  Treatise  on  Milch  Cows,  whereby  the 
Quantity  and  Quality  of  Milk  which  any  Cow  will 
give  may  be  accunitely  determined  (with  numerous 
illurtrotions) — by  M  Fr.  (iu6non  :  Maryland  Farmors' 
Club  on  thc  Right  Tack ;  The  Mode  m  which  Lime 
Operates  on  Soil ;  Poultry  and  Useful  Recipes ; 
Thoughts  on  thc  Dintribution  of  Labor ;  Jcrusuem 
Artichoke;  Ollars  v».  Spring-Houses  for  Dairies; 
Flax  and  Hemp  Husbandry;  One-Horse  Carts  (with 
illustrations);  The  Hydraulic  Ram  (with  illustra- 
tions) ;  Comparative  Views  of  the  Progress  of  Fran- 
lation  in  different  Rc^ons  of  the  United  dtates ;  Tho 
Importance  of  Draining  Land,  Sec. 

No.  VIll—(F«BauABY).— Treatise  on  Milch  Cows 
(with  illustrations)— continued ;  The  Potato  Disease ; 
Characteristics  of  different  Breeds  of  Homes—by  Hon. 
Zadock  Pratt ;  On  Fattening  Cattle ;  The  Langusge 
of  Birds— Character  and  Habits  of  the  Whip-poor- 
will;  The  Importance  of  acquiring  a  Knowledge  of 
the  Natural  Science ;  "  Lime  Enricbeth  the  Father 
but  Impoverisheth  the  Son  ";  t'apital  needed  for  Aj^ 
ricultural  Improvement ;  llio  Use  of  Salt  to  Man  ana 
Animals ;  On  the  Curing  of  Provisions  for  the  British 
Markets ;  Sketch  of  Belgian  Husbandry ;  The  Flower 
(}arden,  See.  See. 

No.  IX— (Mabcii).— Smithsonian  Fund ;  The  Pro- 
per Poeition  of  Country  Dwelling-Houses  and  Rnms; 
Rjiising  Potatoes  from  Seed;  ^chcmc  of  Reducing 
thc  Quantity  of  Cotton ;  Southern  Hemp,  or  Bear- 
Grass  ;  Insects  Injurious  to  Vegetation ;  Importing 
Societies;  Treatise  on  Milch  <^ows— continued ; 
Quaker  or  Friends' Farmbig;  Flooding  Meadows ; 
Thc  Shepherd's  Dog,  Sec.  Sec. 

No.  X—(Apxix.>.— Guano— its  Nature  and  Use- 
by  Prof  Hardy  ;  Prospects  in  Virginia  for  New  Set 
tiers;  The  Broad-Fruit  Tree  (with  illustrations) ;  Sit. 
gar,  and  its  Effects  on  Man  and  Animals ;  The  Sci- 
ence of  Botany  and  Horticulture;  Ammonia  and 
Water  in  Guano :  (leneral  lYeatment  of  Greenhouse 
Plants;  Effocta  of  Drouth  on  Indian  Corn;  Philadel- 

Eh ia  Butter:  Treatise  on  Milch  Cows— concluded ; 
isbor  and  Machinery ;    The  Diseases  of  the  Horse ; 
Insects  most  Injurious  U>  Vegetables  and  Animals,  Jkv. 

|V^  Kucli  year's  Numbers  contain  two  largo  octavo  volames of  600  pages  each.  All  the  Nam- 
bcrs  of  llit>  First  year  ran  still  be  purchased.  The  First  Number  of  the  Second  year  commences 
with  July.  l''4(;.        GREELEY  &.  McELEATH,  Pabliaheni,  Tribune  Bnildinga.  New- York. 


No.  I— < July).— Memoir  of  the  late  Stephen  Van 
Reni^M'lncr  (with  a  fine  steel  portrait) ;  Deep  Plow- 
ing— An  F.xp«.>rifncnt  illustrating  its  Effects;  British 
AgriculiuntI  Di(*8ertation8 ;  Prize  Essay  on  Farm 
Mana^cmt-nt,  (with  an  cn^TnTcd  Plan  for  laying  out  a 
farm);  Fall  Plowing;  On  the  Value  and  the  Progress 
of  A:?ricuhuial  Science,  with  Extracts — from  J.  S. 
Wadu worth  ;  The  Poetry  of  Ruml  Life  ;  Claims  of 
Agriculture  upon  the  BusincAs  Community;  Guano 
—  Recent  Experiments  in  Maryland  and  Virginia ; 
South- Down  Sh»*ep  (with  lithographic  portraits) ; 
Letter  from  Hon  Andrew  Stevenson  of  Virginia; 
Southern  A/ricuIture — Ilemarks  of  the  Fxlitor;  The 
Silk  Plant  o?  Tripoli  iwith  a  lithograuhic  illustration) 
— Letter  from  D.  S.  McCauley  to  Francis  Markoe; 
Culture  of  Silk  in  South  Carolina ;  A  New  Vegeta- 
ble (Kohl  Rabi)  and  New  Grasses  (Tussac  Grass)— 
Recommended  to  be  imjxjrted;  Agricultural  Ma- 
chine's pHientcd  ;  Effc*  ts  ot  Electricity  on  Vegetation ; 
I'he  I  »if»ea»e  in  Potatoes — Various  "I'hcories ;  Notices 
of  h'^.w  Books;  Great  Sale  of  Cattle  at  Albany; 
Items,  &c 

No.  II— r  AugustV— Lady  Suffolk  (with  aportralt); 
A  Dissertation  on  Horse- Breeding,  and  on  the  Trot- 
ting llorw^a  of  the  U.  S. ;  Obituary  Notice  of  Gen.  T. 
M  Konnan.  of  Md. ;  Turnip  Culture  in  England ; 
Under-Dniining;  Irritratiou  ;  W ate r- Meadows ;  Ento- 
molof.'j';  Canada  Thi.-»tle  (illustnoed);  Comparative 
Value  of  Different  Kinds  of  Sheep  for  the  New- York 
Famur ;  On  the  Preservation  of  Ilealth  ;  The  Cause 
of  Education ;  Acricultural  A8*ociations  and  Science; 
Draininc-'Hlc:  Lime  as  a  Fertilizer;  XVI 1 1th  Annual 
Fair  of  the  Amorioui  Institute ;  New-York  State  Ag- 
ricultuml  Society  Cuttle  Show  at  Utica ;  Good  Signs 
for  the  South,  &c.  &c. 

No.  Ill— iSErTEMBEB>.— Brief  Sketch  of  the  Quali- 
tiei?  of  th»>  Short-Homed  Bull  (with  a  portrait)--On 
the  Good  and  Had  roinis  of  Cattle  ;  St  John's  Day 
Rye  and  Lucenie  ;  N.  Y.  State  Agricultural  Fair; 
Sucar— itH  Culinre  and  Manufacture ;  Comparison  of 
Guano  with  other  Manures*;  Mismanapcment  of  Sta- 
ble-Dune: Manure  ;  Kntomolocy;  Cheshire  Cheese — 
A  Prize  Kssay  by  Henry  White  ;  Silk  Plant— Guano; 
Native  or  Wild'  Maiz«; ;  'ITiouchts  on  Trees  and 
Flowen* ;  llie  C-lerRy — their  power  to  improve  the 
Public  Ta*te  for  Auriculture  and  Horticulture— Le^ 
ter  from  Rev.  J.  ().  Choules  ;  The  Poetry  of  Rural 
l.ife  ;  Trillin  of  .Sulphuric  Acid  and  Bones  for  Turnips; 
UHe  of  Sulphuric  Acid  witli  Ik>nes  as  Compost;  Cot- 
t4>n  Plant  (lilustrHted-,  &c.  &c. 

No.  IV  — •  October).— Memoir  of  Liebig  (with  a 
poriniit);  The  Sort  of  Information  wanted  at  the 
^Jouth  ;  To  Prevent  Smut  in  Wheat ;  Memoir  of  the 
Coiion  PlHot.  by  W.  H.  Seabrook  :  Tlie  Central  or 
RiHl-I-Hn.l  Dintrirt  of  Virifinia- Letter  from  Hon.  W. 
L.  (lOL'^'iii  :  Vari<)U/«  Opinion."  on  Soiling;  Principles 
to  (•hwTVf  in  the  erection  of  Farm  Hou.«cii;  Manage- 
ment of  Farm- — Mr  Hammond's  Farm;  Atmosphere 
<;f  Stable;? ;  Retleetiona  on  the  ProgrcM  of  Agricul- 
tund  hni)r(>vem»nt.  and  the  Political  and  Moral  In- 
fluince  of  Rural  lAfv — Letter  from  Gen.  Dearborn; 
Projr'-snf  AiiricuUurnl  Improvement — Letter  from 
.1u(1l'''  Ftos't :  Improvement  m  the  mode  of  attaching 
Ilor-en  to  Wacon?;  I'lirinsf  and  Huraing;  The  Cen- 
ter <if  fJruvity  (illustrated);  A  Review  on  the  Part, 
rr«'-»rir,  and  Futum  State  of  the  Wool  Market ;  lAnt 
of  Prfminnis  awarded  by  the  New- York  State  Agri- 
cultural Fair,  &:r   &('. 

No.  V— fNovKMBKR).  Memoir  of  Hon.  Richard 
Peter.H  of  Pa.  (with  a  jwrtrait);  Tunisian  Sheep  (with 


D'lSRAELI'S 


CURIOSITIES   OF  LITERATURE. 

Every  body  knows  that  thia  is  a  very  carious  book,  becanso  such  is  its  general  reputation.  Bat  it  k 
not  known  to  every  one  why  it  is  so  curious,  because  comparatively  few  have  had  an  opportunity  of  ex- 
amining it  for  themselves.  Wo  give  below  the  headings  of  the  different  matters  disouascd  or  embraeed 
in  this  interesting  volume,  so  that  authors,  literary  and  professional  gentlemen,  and  othera»  may  judge  he 
themselves,  to  somo  extent,  at  least,  whetlier  or  not  they  can  longer  conveniently  dispense  with  the  oppor- 
tnnity  of  personally  consulting  the  work.  Did  any  one  ever  see  such  a  medley  of  oddiUea,  or  encfc  a 
grouping  of  tlie  queer  things  growing  out  of  literary  productions  and  their  authiMis  aa  are  contained  m 
what  follows  ? 

Writing— Anecdotes  of  EuropeAn  Manners— Hie  EmUf 
Dmma— The  Marriage  of  the  Arts— A  ContrivaiiM  m 
Dramatic  Dialogue— The  Comedy  of  a  Madman— Soli- 
tude—Literary  Fricndtfhipa— Anecdotes  of  AbstracCian  of 
Mind — Kichnrdson — Thcolofdcal  8tyle — Influence  of 
Names— Tlie  Jews  of  York— ITio  Sovereignty  of  tlie  Btm 
—On  the  Custom  of  KiMin^  Hands — Popes— Litemiy 
Composition — Pociicnl  Imitations  and  Biinilaritiea— Kb* 
planntion  uf  thn  Fac-tiimilc — Literary  Fashions — TliaFlw- 
tomimical  Characters — Kxiemporc  Comedies— •Maisinf , 
Milton,  and  the  Italian  Theatre—  tfongs  of  Trades,  or  flnags 
for  the  People— Introducers  of  Kxotic  Flowers,  Fruits,  ele. 
— Usurers  of  the  Seventeenth  Century — Chidiock  Tll^ 
bourne — Elizabeth  and  her  Parliament— Anecdotas  «f 
Prince  Henry,  the  Son  of  James  I.,  when  a  ChUd— Tlie 
Diary  of  a  Master  of  the  Ceremonies — Diaries :  Mi 
Historical  and  Critical— Licrasers  of  the  Press— Of  J 


FIRST  SERIES. 

Libraries — The  Bibliomania— Literary  Journals — Re- 
covery of  Manuscripts— Hketches  of  Criticism— The  Per- 
secuted Learned— Poverty  of  the  I-«amcd— Imprison- 
ment of  the  Learned— Amusements  of  the  I,canicd— Por- 
traiu  of  Authors— Destruction  of  Books— Home  Notices 
of  Lost  Works— Quodlibets,  or  Scholastic  Disquisidons — 
Fame  Contemned— The  Six  Point's  of  Science— Imito- 
tirs— Cicero's  Puns— Prefaces— The  Ancienu  and  Mod- 
ems—Some Ingenious  Thoughts— Early  Printing— Errata 
—Patrons — Poets,  Philwophera  and  Arti(<ts  made  by  Ac- 
cldem— Inequalities  of  Genius— Conception  and  Expres- 
gion— Geographical  Diction— Lccend*— The  Port-Royal 
]jociety— The  pn>gn'8S  of  Old  Aije  in  New  Studies— 
Spanisn  Poetry — Si.  Evrcmond— Men  of  Ccnius  deficient 
in  Conversation— Vida— The  Scuderies— De  La  Roche- 
fnucaull— Prior's  Hhiis  Cnr\cl— The  Student  in  the  Me- 


ii;^|^Us-lTicTalmud-R4.bbinicalStorirs-On  the  Cus-     KeVif^  ^r^"^'S^^rel'I^i«^^^ 
torn  of.StUunnc  after  Sncezrag-Bonavonturcdc  Pencrs     j..„^,  ^f  Oxford-Ancieni  Cookery  and  Cooks^Andetf 

Mid  Modem  Satumnlia — ReliqusB  Gethinianie— Robiuoa 


—Grotius— Noblemen  turned  critics— Liu-rary  Impos- 
tores— Cardinal  Richelieu— Aristotle  and  Plat<^— Abelard 
and  Eloisa— Pbyniognomy — Characters  described  by  Mu- 
sical Notes— Milton— Oriijin  of  Newspap<'rs— Trials  and 
Proofs  of  Guilt  in  Supersthious  Aces— In<pii*ition — Singu- 
larities observed  by  various  Nations  in  their  Repasts — 
Monarchs— Titles  of  Illustrioun,  Hishness,  and  Excel- 
lence—Titles  of  ?»overeign8— Royal  Div  inities— Dethroned 
Monarehs— Feudal  CusUims— Joan  of  Arc— Gaming— 
The  Arabic  Chrfmiclc— Metempsychosis— SjMininh  Eti- 
quette—The Goths  and  Huns— Of  Vicars  of  Bray— Doug- 
las—Critical  lli««tory  of  Poverty— Solomon  and  Sheba— 
Hell— The  Absent  Man — Wax-Work— Pasquin  and  Mar- 
fiirio— Female  Beauty  and  Ornaments — Modem  Platon- 
Im— Anecdotes  of  Pashion— A  Senate  of  Jenuits— The 
Lover's  Heart- The  History  of  (Jloves— Relics  of  Sainu 
—Perpetual  Lampa  of  the  Ancients— Natural  Produc- 
tions resemblins  Artificial  Compositions— The  Poetical 
Oariand  of  Julia— The  Violet- Trnjpc  Acton*— Jocular 
Preachers— Maoteriy  Imitators— F'dwanl  the  Fourth- 
Elizabeth— The  Chmese  Language— Medi 
nute  Writing— Numeral  Figures— English  Astrologera— 
Alchymy — Titles  of  Books— Literary  Folli»»a— Litrrary 
Contn)verey— Literary  Bhxndere-A  Literary  Wife- 
Dedications— Philosophical  Descriptive  Poems— Pam- 
phlets—Little  Books — A  Catholic's  Refutntion — TTie  Good 
Advice  of  an  old  Literary  Si  a  nor— Mysteries,  Moralities, 
Farcps  and  Sottios— Ix)ve  and  Folly,  an  Ancient  Morality 
—Religious  Nouvellettes- '  Critical  Sacarity,'  and  Happy 
Conjecture;  or.  Bcntlry's  Milton— A Jansenist  Dictionuy 
— KUnuscripts  and  Books -The  Turkish  Spy— Si)en«?r, 
Jonson,  and  ShakKuoaro— Ben  Jonson,  Keltham  and  Ran- 
dolph — Ariosio  and  Tasao— Venice— Bayle— Cervantes— 
Magllabechi— Abrideera— Professora  of  Plagiarism  and 
Obseurity— Literary  Ihitch— The  Productions  of  the  Mind 
not  seiKable  by  Croditora— Critics— Anecdotfis  of  Authora 
Censured- Virginity— A  Glance  into  the  French  Acad- 
emy—Poctiral  and  Grammatioil  Deaths- Scarron— Peter 
Comellle— Poets-  Romjinres— The  Astrea— Poets  Lau- 
reate—Angelo  Pnlitian— Original  letter  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth—Anne  Bullen— James  I. — General  Monk  and  his 
Viife— I'hilip  and  Mary— Charies  the  First— Duke  of 
Bockinffham— The  Dcatn  of  Charies  IX.— Royal  Promo- 
lloas- Nobility- Nodes  of  Salutation,  and  Amicable  Cere- 
■Mmles,  observed  in  various  Nations— Singularides  of 
Wai^Firo,  and  the  Origin  of  Fire-Works- The  Bible 
Pjrohibited  and    Improved— Origin  of  the  Materials  of 


Crusoe — Catholic  and  Protestant  Dramas— The  History  of 
the  Theatre  during  its  suppression — Drinking-CtislQaii  ta 
England  —  Literary  Anecdotes — Condenmed  Poets  Aea- 
jou  and  Zirphil'i — Tom  O' Bedlams— Introduction  of 'm^ 
Cofl^cp  and  Chocolate — Charies  the  First's  Love  of  ttw 
Fine  Arts— The  Secret  History  of  Charles  I.  and  his  Qneoa 
Henrietta— The  Minister ;  the  Cardinal  Duke  of  RicheHea 
—The  Minister;  Duke  of  Buckingham,  Lord  AdminI, 
Lord  General,  &c.  &c.  Slc — FelKm,  the  Political  Aasaarie 
—Johnson's  Hints  for  the  Life  of  Pope. 

SECOND  8ERIE& 

Modem  Literature— Characteristics  of  Bayte — Ciemo 
viewed  as  a  Collector — History  of  Caraccas— Enj^iili 
Academy  of  Literature — Quotation— Origin  oi  DanM^ 
Infemo— Of  a  History  of  Events  which  nave  not  li^»- 
pened— Of  False  Political  Reports — Of  Suppressors  and 
i)ilapidatnra  of  Manuscripts — Parodies— Anecdotes  of  the 
.anguage— Medical  MukIc— Mi-  Fairfax  Family— Medicine  and  Morals— Psalm  8incln|e-« 
"     "  *^    '       '  On  the  Ridiculous  Titles  assumed  by  the  IiiUian  Acad»> 

mies— On  the  Hero  of  Hndibrss ;  Butler  Vindicated-- 
Shenstone's  School  Mistrem— Ben  Jonson  on  Traiiaistfon 
— The  Loves  of  the  Lady  Arabella- Domestic  History  of 
Sir  Edward  Coke— Of  Coke's  Style  and  his  ConducI  Bei 
crct  History  of  Authora  who  have  ruined  their  Bocikaelb 
ers— Local  Descriptions— Masques — Of  Dos  MoJaesnx 
and  the  Secret  History  of  Anthony  Collhis's  Manuacripis 
—History  of  New  Words— Political  Nick-Names— Daniel 
tic  Life  of  a  Poet— Shenstono  Vindicau^d— Secret  Uistoi^ 
of  the  Building  of  Blonheim— Secret  History  cf  ^ir  Wa{> 
ter  Raleigh — Literary  Unions— Secret  Histcrj  of  Ra* 
leigh's  History  of  the  Worid  and  Vasari's  Lives— Of  a  Bi* 
ography  Painted — Cause  and  Pretext^PoIitical  FoTftrim 
and  Fictions — Expression  of  Suppressed  Opinion — A*"*^ 
graphs— History  of  Writing-Masters— Italian  Historlai 
Palaces  built  by  Ministers— •* Taxation  no  Tyranny"— 
Book  of  Death— History  of  the  Skeleton  of  Death— Blvil 
Biographera  of  Heylin— Of  I<cn|^et  du  Fresnoy — Dletfoi^ 
ary  of  Trevoux — Quadrio's  Account  of  EngHah  Pueuy 
Political  Religionism- Toleration— Auology  fbr  the  ParhMB 
Massacre— Prediction-Dreams  at  itie  Dawn  of  PNUase- 
phy— Puck  the  Commentator— Lllerexy  Foiyerjua  IM^ 
erery  Filchers— Lord  Bacon  at  Home— Secret  Ulslofyel 
the  Death  of  Queen  Elizabeth— James  the  First  ao  a  Via- 
thcr  and  Husband— The  Man  of  One  Book— A  J 


IMCI  Hri  irl  IIi»tory  of  an  Elective  Monarchy  ;  a  Polit- 
W  Sketch— Luildinsrs  In  ^c  Metropolis  and  Kcf>idencc 
"  9  Countr>'  -Royal  Proclamations— True  Sources  of 
St  History— Litcniry  Residences—Whether  Allowa- 
•  to  Ruin  One'fl  Self— Discorerics  of  Secluded  Men— 
nentnl  Biography— Literary  Parallels — The  Pearl 
land  Six  Thousand  En-ata — View  of  a  Particular  Po- 
ioTthc  State  of  Religion  in  our  Civil  Wars — Bucking- 
fB  Political  Coquetry  with  the  Puritans— Sir  Edwara 
e^a  exceptions  against  the  High  Sheriff's  Oath — So- 
t  History  of  Charles  the  First  and  his  Parliaments — 
lEUimp— Life  and  Habits  of  a  Literary  Antiquary— 
'  I  and  his  MSS. 


THE  LITERARY  CHARACTER.  &c.  WITH  THE  HI8- 
TORY  OF  MEN  OF  GENIUS. 

On  Literary  Characters— Youth  of  Genina — The  Pint 
Studies— The  Irritebiliiy  of  Genius- The  Spirit  of  Liten- 
turo,  and  the  Spirit  of  Society  Literary  Solitude— Med- 
itations of  Genius— The  Enthusiasm  of  Cvcnius- Literary 
Jealousy— Want  of  Mutual  Esteem— Self- Praise— The  Do- 
mestic Life  of  Genius— The  Matrimonial  State — Liteiaty 
Friendships— The  Literary  and  Personal  Character— Tha 
Man  of  Letters— Literary  Old  Age — Literary  Honors— Tl« 
Influence  ef  Authors. 


[  The  new  American  Edition  of  this  work  contains,  also, 

CURIOSITIES  OF  AMERICAN  UTERATURE. 

BY  RUFU8  W.  GRI8W0LD. 


"American  Taxation  " — Authorship  of  the  Declaration 
nbdcpcndence — American  Cadmus — Anagrams — Ethan 
-Bay  Psalm  Book— Anne  Bradstreet ;  her  Poemo — 
i  of  Bunker  Hill"— Ballad  on  the  Burning  of 
larleetown-"  Ballad  of  the  Tea  Party  "—"  Battle  of 
" — "  Brave  Pawling  and  the  Spy  " — "  BoH  Haw- 
-•*  Battle  of  the  Kegs  " — Bylcs,  Mather,  and  Jo- 
Green- Alexander  II.  Bogart— Life,  Writings  and 
.ons  of  Barlow — Beveridge  :  his  Latin  Poems — Cu- 
iai  Account  of  the  Battle  of  Saratoga— The  Cow  Chase, 
ittten  by  Andre— Cherokee  Alphabet ;  invention  of— 
fcn «jepon dence  of  Dr.  Mayhew- Controversial  Menda- 
^  Literary  Confederacies— Dunton's  "Life  and  Er- 
B»" — Dedication  of  the  Indian  Bible — "Discourse  con- 
Iffftwg  the  Currencies  in  the  British  Plantations  in 
■Biin — Lord  Timothy  Dexter;  his  "Pickle  for  the 
■OiNring  Ones" — Dedications  and  Introductory  Poems — 
r,  Dwight  and  Mr.  Dennie — Thomas  Dudley  ;  Epitaph 
H— Eliot  and  his  Indiim  Translations— Epitaphs,  Ana- 
^pnm.  and  Eleines  of  the  Puritans— Rlesy  on  Thomas 
rd.  by  Urian  Oakes — Editorial  Recantations— Framp- 
Kew  Found  World  " — "  Free  America,"  by  General 
I — *'  Fate  of  John  Burgoyne,"  a  Ballad— Peter 
nply»r :  his  "  Looking-Glass  for  the  Times  " — Fabrica- 
n  of  Authorities — Joseph  Green  and  Byles— History  of 
rticut,  by   Dr.  Peters — Francis   Hopkinson- Rev, 


Death— Joeselyn's  two  Voya^  to  America— Keitk'* 
"Travels  from  New-Hampshire  to  Caratuck,"— Lore 
well's  Fight,  Ballad  on— Couon  Mather :  his  Life  sad 
Character ;  his  connection  with  the  Witchcraft  Delusioo; 
Grahame's  Opinion  of  his  "Magnalia"— Minstrelsvof  the 
Indian  Wars  and  the  Revolution— Dr.  Jonathan  Mayhew 
— "  New-England's  Prospect,"—"  The  North  (.'ampaign,"  a 
Ballad— William  Penn  and  John  Locke — Poetry  ofGor- 
emor  Wolcott— Poem  by  Allen  on  the  Boston  Massacr»— 
The  Patriot's  Appeal—"  ProCTess  of  Hir  Jack  Brag  ••— 
Robert  Treat  Paine ;  High  Prices  paid  for  his  Poema ; 
Rapidity  vrith  which  he  wrote— Rare  and  Curious  Books 
by  the  Early  Travelers  in  America— Rogers's  "  Coociae 
Account  of  North  America  " — Rivington  and  Freneao— ' 
Rivington's  Confessions;  Last  Will  and  Testament;  Ep|. 
grams  on— Edward  Randolph— "Randolph's  Welcome" 
—James  Ralph — Rapid  Composition — "Simple  Coblerof 
Aggawam  " — Satirical,  Dramatic,  and  other  Poems,  writ* 
ten  during  the  Revolution — "  •'^ons  for  the  Sons  of  Lib> 
erty  "—Dr.  J.  M.  Sewall ;  his  Writmgs — Sands ;  Fabric** 
tion  of  Authorities — Benjamin  Towne — '•  Virgo  TH- 
umphans  "— "  Virginia  Richly  Valued,"  &c.— VerMS  <m 
the  Massacre  of  Wyoming — Roger  Williams  and  his  Coo- 
troversies — Nathaniel  Ward  ;  his  "  Pimple  Cobler  of  Af* 
gawam  "—War  Song,  written  in  1776— Michael  Wig^et- 
worth  ;  Extracts  from  his  "  Day  of  Doom  ;"  Epitapb  on— 
Dr.  Witherspoon  and  Bex^amin  Towne. 


Hooker,  Elegy  on,  by  Cotton  ;  Lament  for  his 
The  above  work  is  published  complete  in  one  very  large  royal  octavo  volume,  handsomely  boond 
full  cloth,  lettered  and  gilt  backs,  with  a  Portrait  of  the  author,  and  is  sold  at  the  low  price  of  $2  50.  It 
published  in  New-York  by  Gueelet  &,  McElrath,  but  can  be  purchased  through  any  Bookaeller. 


GERMAN  LANGUAGE. 

PHRASE  BOOK  IN  ENGLISH  AND  GERMAN,  with  a  Literal  Translation  of  the  Gennaninto 
Bnglish,  together  with  a  Complete  Explanation  of  the  Sounds  and  the  Accentuation  of  the  Gemums 
By  MoRiTZ  Ertheiler.    (For  Schools  and  Private  Learners.)    Price  25  cents,  or,  bound,  37|  < 


WHO  WANTS  TO 

A    TREATISE    ON 


BUT  A  COW? 

MILCH    COWS, 


{Thereby  the  Quality  and  Quantity  of  Milk  which  any  Cow  will  give  may  be  accurately  determined,  by  c 
lag  Natural  Marks  or  External  Indications  alone  ;  the  length  of  time  she  will  continue  to  give  MUk,  Ac.,  Ae, 
-By  M.  FRANCIS  GUENON,  of  Libome,  France.  Translated  for  *.he  Fasmbrs'  LiBaAST,  from  the  Frendi.bf 
N.  P.  TaisT,  Esq.,  late  United  States  Consal  at  Havana.    With  Introductory  Remarks  and  Obserrations  on 

The  Cow  and  the  Dairy, 

BY   JOHN   S.   SKIRKER,   EDITOR   OP   THK  PARMKRS'   LIBRARY. 

ILLUSTRATED  WITH   NU9LEROUS   ENGRAVINGS. 

117  Price  for  single  copies,  neatly  done  up  in  paper  covers,  37|  cents.  Library  edition,  full  bound  in  doth 
UAd  lettered,  62  1-2  cents.    The  usual  discount  to  Booksellers,  Agents,  Country  Merchants,  and  Pedlars. 

This  extraordinary  Book  has  excited  the  attention  of  the  ablest  Agriculturists  of  the  country.  Five  Thou- 
land  copie^t  were  sold  in  the  first  four  weeks  of  its  publication  in  New  York.  The  Publishers  have  received 
loroerous  testimonials  us  to  the  usefulness  and  accuracy  of  Guenon's  Theory,  while  others,  from  partial  ax- 
>erifnents,  liave  doubted  its  accuracy.  The  practical  remarks,  and  the  useful  information  contained  in  the 
irst  part  uf  the  Book  is  worth  more  to  any  Farmer  than  the  whole  cost. 

Country  Merchants  visiting  any  of  the  Cities,  can  procure  the  Work  from  Booksellers  for  those  who  may 
nrisli  to  oDlaiu  it     Plea^ie  send  on  your  orders.    Address, 

GR££LEY  de  McBLRATH,  Publishers,  Tribone  Buildings,  New  York. 


Now  publishing  in  Monthly  Parts,  in  the  FARMERS'  LIBRARY, 
Price  50  cents  each,  or  ^5  per  annum, 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  FARM: 

BEING  A  SYSTEMATIC  WORK  ON, 

PRACTICAL  AGRICULTURE, 

ON  AN  ENTIRELY  NEW  AND  OBIQINAI.  FLAN. 

BY  HENRY  STEPHENS, 

Editor  of  "  The  Quarterly  Journal  of  Agricnllare/'  and  "  Prize  Essajrs  and  Tranaactiona  of  t)M  TUfhlani 

and  Agricultural  Society  of  Scotland.** 

ILLUSTRATED  WITH  PORTRAITS  OF  ANIMALS, 

PAINTED  FROM  THE  LIFE— BEAUTIFULLY  ENGRAVED  ;   AND  NUMEROUS  WOODCUTS  AND 
PLATES  OF  AGRICULTURAL  IMPLEMENTS, 

So  partlcnlarized  as  to  enable  Country  Mechanics  to  construct  them  from  the  descriptioiii. 

Of  the  style,  costliness,  and  volume  of  this  celebrated  work,  some  idea  may  he 
formed,  when  we  state  that,  in  the  first  place,  it  contains  more  than  1400  pages, 
with  upward  of  Six  Hundred  Engravings  !  and,  further,  that  in  England  it  re- 
quired more  than  two  years  to  publish  it,  and  cost  there  $24.  This  neat  work  ia 
now  publishing  in  the  Farmers^  Library,  No  farmer  who  thirsts  for  knowledge 
himself,  or  who  aspires  to  have  his  son  rise  to  the  true  "  post  of  honor,**  the  digni- 
fied station  of  an  intellectual  and  accomplished  agriculturist,  can  justifiably  deny 
himself  such  a  work  as  is  found  in  the  Farmers'  Library  and  Monthly  Joux- 
NAL  OF  Agriculture. 

Among  the  Six  Hundred  Engravings  which  will  be  published  in  this  BOOK  OP 
THE  FARM,  we  have  only  room  to  mention  the  following: — 

Views  of  Farmsteads,  or  Farm  Buildings ;  Fine  Specimens  of  Cattle,  Horses, 
Oxen,  Swine,  Cows,  Sheep,  &c. ;  Thrashing-Machines ;  Sowing-Machines ;  Gmb- 
bers ;  The  Farm-House ;  Servant's  Houses ;  Fences ;  Thorn  Hedges ;  Field  Gates ; 
Stone  Dykes ;  Embankments ;  Draining — an  Open  Drain  in  Grass :  Covered  do. ; 
Planks  and  Wedges  to  prevent  Sides  of  Drains  falling  in,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  AGRI- 
CULTURAL IMPLEMENTS  of  all  kinds;  Various  Kinds  of  Plows:  Sections 
and  Parts  of  do. ;  Shovels ;  Scoops ;  Spades ;  Plumb-Level ;  Swing-Trees  for  two 
Horses,  for  three  Horses,  for  four  Horses;  Harrows;  Horse-Hoes;  Rollers;  Straw- 
Racks  ;  Water-Troughs  ;  Straw-Cutters ;  Shepherd's  Crook  ;  Snow  Plow ;  Dung- 
Hawk  ;  Scythe  and  Bend  Sned ;  Bull's  Ring ;  Bullock  Holder ;  Rakes ;  Form  cf 
Haystacks;  Corn-Bruisers;  Riddles;  Rope-Spinners;  Ladders;  Bean-Drill;  In- 
strument for  Topping  Tumeps ;  Tumep-Trough  for  Feeding  Sheep ;  Movable  Shed 
for  Sheep  ;  Oil-Cake  Breaker ;  Wheelbarrow  ;  Tumep  Slicer  for  Sheep ;  Probang 
for  relieving  Cattle  of  Choking;  the  Milking-Pail ;  Curd-Cutter;  Cheese-Vat; 
Chums ;  Cheese-Press ;  Sec,  &c.  Horse-Cart ;  Liquid-Manure  Cart ;  Single-horse 
Tilt-Cart,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  Various  Operations  connected  with  the  Culture  of  Grain 
&c.,  &c.,  &c.  Also,  Plans  for  Irrigation ;  Insects  affecting  Live  Stock  and  Crops; 
Harness,  Bridle-Bit,  Collars,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. 

[D*  This  great  Work  is  now  publishing  in  the  FARMERS'  LIBRARY  AND 
MONTHLY  JOURNAL  OF  AGRICULTURE,  the  subscription  price  of  which 
is  $5  per  annum.  Every  farmer,  and  every  gentleman  who  owns  land  or  cnlti- 
vates  a  garden,  is  earnestly  requested  to  examine  this  Work. 

GREELEY  &  McELRATH,  Publishers. 

New  York,  My  1, 1846. 


STEPHENS'S  BOOK  OF  THE  FARM. 

600  ENGBAVINQS! 

The  following  general  titles  of  chapters  and  parts  of  the  Work  of  Mr.  Stephena,  will 
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Extracts  from  the  Critical  Notices  published  in  England  during  the  publication 
of  the  work  in  London, 

From  the  London.  Timn, 

"  ThA  first  part  or  number  of  this  work  has  just  been  published  by  Memrs.  Blackwood.  It  is  written  bj 
Mr.  Henry  Stephens,  a  gcntlemnn  already  known  to  the  public  in  his  editorial  character  in  the  Quarterly 
Journal  of  Agriculture.  Tlie  great  merit  of  the  work,  as  far  as  it  has  yet  gone,  is  the  inteUisible  manner  in 
which  it  is  written.  Hud  the  strong  good  sense  with  which  it  is  distinguished.  The  proposed  arrangement, 
set  forth  in  the  plan  of  the  work,  in  clear  and  satisfactory ;  and  the  whole  number  is  Taluable  as  being  the 
result  of  practical  experience  and  competent  theoretic  knowledge.  It  is  a  book  which  will  be  received  with 
gratitude  by  those  who  arc  really  anxious  to  profit  by  instruction,  and  whose  anxiety  for  improTement  is 
not  impeded  by  prejudice."  ..."  'llie  plan  of  the  work,  it  may  again  be  oboerred.  is  very  good— the 
reasonmg  is  lo|[icai — the  assertions  are  the  results  of  accurate  examination  and  repeated  experience.  Ib 
addition  to  the  mformation  conveyed  in  the  letter-press,  the  book  is  ornamented  by  accurate  and  handooma 
plates  of  agricultural  animals,  implements  of  farming,  plans  of  farming.  &c.  Sue'* 

From  the  NewcastU  Courant. 

**  Mr.  Stephens's  work  is  divided  into  three  portions.  In  the  first,  the  pupil  is  shown  the  difficulties  he  hae 
to  encounter  in  acquiring;  a  competent  knowledge  of  farming  as  a  profession,  and  the  most  easy  and  eflfect- 
nal  methods  of  overcoming  these.  The  second  portion  details  the  various  kinds  of  farming  practiced  in  the 
country,  and  points  out  that  which  the  Author  reckons  the  best  for  adoption  under  given  circumstances.— 
The  third  ana  concluding  portion  accompanies  the  young  fanner  into  the  world,  where  it  acquaints  Um 
how  to  look  about  for  a  proper  (krm  for  himself" 

From  Fdix  FarUv't  Brittol  Jintnud. 

"  When  we  say  that  the  Author  is  Mr.  Henry  ."Stephens,  we  are  safe  in  expressing  oar  oonvlctian  that  tbm 
results  of  his  penetration,  Judgment,  and  experience,  so  placed  before  the  public,  will  confer  an  adTanaaa 
on  the  agricultural  interest  of  no  common  order.  We  therefore  predict  a  large  measure  of  iuooeas  to  the 
intended  work." 

From  The  Argue. 

"We  regard  it  as  a  national  work;  and,  from  the  masterly  nmuncr  In  which  Mr.  Stephens  haadlea  Irie 
rabjects,  we  feel  assured  it  mu9t  become  a  standard  one.    His  thorough  practical  knowledge,  backed  by  hie 
acientific  acquirements,  makes  the  Author's  fitness  for  the  task  conspicuous ;  and  the  unpreaoming  manaer 
in  which  his  talent  is  displayed  enhances  iu  value  s.iil  more  in  our  eyes." 
From  the  Midland  Oountiee  Herald. 

"The  entirely  practical  nature  of  this  work,  and  th')  evident  care  with  which  it  ia  prodnced,  wil^  w 
thinlc,  render  it  one  of  the  most  useful  public  tions  for  the  farmer  which  has  yet  appeared-" 

From  The  Times. 

"  The  great  merit  of  the  work,  as  far  as  it  has  yet  gone,  is  the  intelligible  manner  in  which  it  ia 
and  the  strong  eood  sense  with  which  it  is  distinguished.     It  is  a  book  which  will  be  received  with  _ 
tade  by  those  who  are  really  anxious  to  profit  by  instruction,  and  whose  anxiety  for  improvement  ia  BOt 
impeded  by  prejudice. 

From  the  Birming'ham  Advertiser. 

*'The  farmers  of  England  would  do  well  to  possess  themselves  of  this  work,  for  the  vari^  <tf  naefiil  1^ 
formation,  and  the  many  practical  suggestiona  u  contains." 

From  The  Britannia. 

**  The  two  parts  now  before  us  are  models  of  clear,  sensible  composition,  and  fonn  anch  an  IntrodoeliaB 
to  the  practice  of  farming  as  has  never  been  published  before.  The  author  brings  to  hia  taak  a  large  alora 
of  knowledge,  sound  sense  and  a  lucid  style.'*  **  We  are  quite  sure  that  never  waa  any  woilc  more  c 
for,  by  the  intelligence  of  the  age  than  this  '  Book  of  the  Farm,'  and  believe  that  it  could  not  have 
entrusted  to  more  competent  hands,  or  produced  in  better  style.  We  strongly  recommend  it  to  ail  d 
of  agriculturists  as  a  publication  of  decided  utility,  and  likely  to  be  moat  aerviceable  to  them  in  the  mi» 
ceasnil  prosecution  of  their  labors." 

From  the  Sporting  Review. 

**  The  work  before  us  is  one  of  the  most  pracucal  results  of  so  patriotic  a  apirit  It  ia  a  mottt  w<el- 
eome  addition  to  our  rural  literature.  As  it  proceeds,  we  hope  to  transfer  some  of  ila  good  things  to 
our  pages. 

From  the  New  Farmers*  JoumaL 

"On  all  these  important  points,  no  one  is  better  qualified  to  fill  the  ofBce  of  a  mentor  than  Mr.  Otephean 
of  which  the  well-arranged  plan,  and  judicious  execution,  of  the  book  befora  na,  afford  inengabto 
teatimony." 

The  Concluding  Paragraph, 

Mr.  Stephcna,  the  Author  of  the  above  named  work,  waa  engaged  for  aereral  yeuv  in  writbg 
it  Ita  publication  waa  commenced  in  London  in  January,  1842,  and  condaded  in  AQgut,  1844. 
The  Antlior  cloaca  the  work  in  the  following  worda : 

"  I  have  now  brought  to  a  termination  the  taak  I  had  irapoaed  apon  myaeif  in  writing  this  worit. 
If  yoo  will  but  follow  the  preacriptiona  I  have  given  in  it,  for  coiidncting  the  larger  operatione  of 
the  6eld,  and  for  treating  the  varioua  animala  of  the  farm ;  and — not  to  mention  tne  proper  dJoW" 
ing  and  manuring  of  the  soil — as  the  practice  of  every  farmer  demonstratea  the  neceaaitv  of  anuid- 
ing  due  attention  to  those  most  important  becauac  fundamental  operations,  if  yoa  finiati  off  year 
fielda  in  a  manner  indicating  care  and  neatness — plowing  round  their  margina,  and  toraing  over 
the  comers ;  if  yoo  keep  your  fcncca  clean  and  in  a  6tatc  of  repair — ^your  fields  free  of  weeds;  if 
yon  give  your  stock  abundance  of  fresh  food  at  regular  intervals  in  winter,  and  sapply  them  witil 
plenty  of  clean  water  on  fresh  pastures  in  pummcr ;  if  you  have  the  farm  roads  luwava  in  a  ser> 
▼iceablo  state,  and  everything  about  the  steading  neat  and  orderly ;  if  you  exhibit  akill  and  tsaia 
in  all  these  matters,  and  put  what  is  called  a  lim  skin  on  your  farm,  yon  will  not  fail  to  earn  for 
yoorself  the  appellatbn  of  a  good  and  exemplary  farmer:  and  when  yon  have  evcr>'thiDg  aboot 
yoa  '  thua  well  disposed,'  von  will  find,  with  Heaiod  of  old,  that  profitably,  as  well  as  crMltabiy, 
for  yoa  •  shall  glide  away  thy  rostic  year.'  " 
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INHABITANTS  OF  THE  UNfTEO  STATES  OF  AMERICA  I 
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ICfi  1»  EEKEBY  CIVEJJ  TO  Tli 

THE  El 


IMTANT*  OF  TH1£  tT^lTELD  STATES,  mAT 

coNrrRUCTiiO 


UF    THE 


[CITY  OF  NEW  YORK, 

B7   B.   PORTER  BELDEN, 

ABOUT  TO  TAKE  THE   TOUR  OF    TKE   PfliNCIPAL  CITIES  OF  TBK 
'     UNION,  AFTER  WHICH.  IT  WILL  Vll^lT  EVERY  PORIMON  OF 
THE  CIVILIZED  WORLD. 

TMif  M^^l  i»  &  p^if^ct  feu  Bimili  of  New  York,  r&pr?<«?iUiAg  av^rj  otieet,  l^c^  bujiLiliiig-,  ibiili  p«clt 
ce  atii]  Lff'^  :  ib«  fileT^UriDf  and  d<pr€&3t<>hJ  [  the  saippjiiu;^^  ftvanibonid^  whnj  mci,  ruilroaj  rirs,  ;p««« 
fits,  ijimp  posia  and  every  olber  object  iB  tflfi  city  l«  tbi)  nu«iK  met 

pr^' '  J 1^  tbe  irbole  of  N .  Tork,  the  hsibor  p  tk«  EUlsC  mid  Nofth  K  *  ^i  t  of 

BROOXL7N. 

TK*  whole  rest^  upoa  a  pUtform  20  by  24  feet  la  aij*^  r«ipref»mUiif  Ihn  ground^  iit»o«i  wbkJi  «rff 
ifT^d  tl^ic  f'kYatioas  luid  d^iipreisioos  af  the  ctty^  On  ilirn  thit  «tra«U  mid  ^Mfkw  arv  bid  out^  and  irvvrf 
uiJding  ju  iho  ciiy — e^en  every  shtd  and  out  buHiJinflf  in  thr  IniwHor  tjf  Mflr'dtip  bowrvcir  wniii— w  f*p- 

ih  j'^ire-  I   iniiikiure,  in  Ha  own        ^       .'      .    ..    ^   .-        '  ..^jp^  proporUoCLS  and  coJtir 

1  ,  .  1      i    M.  y  SiiiJiboaD  prtbitrx  -  jjfjuftKlftd—ftven  the  UlK* 

I  -.'i--  nr  tsiJitff  lri!.ileri;i  •   ■  ■    ,  ■'        ;  .  v.  j        •  ■:,  ^: T-etJ. 

nijitihpfii  111%^  a&loiikl^  iivi  t^imUvr^  L»ul  ^jll  U  fmtiid  lo  b«  do  ItMs 

tVTvr     4UO,l.ii>rr  iiiiltclJnK«,  lii<7litrtln|f  ttoti«#%  9torra  ^nil  Oui  J]alldl«i«% 
*i    at900,fra0  "Windows  Anil  Udora,  OY«r  ^-^,000  FiMictfl  atbd  \TftQ« 

*•  190,1100  Ctatifcvilcffi  **       30,t>U0  Ti«v*« 

*«  310,000  Awnlfk^«  a  ltd  tiAOip  ^ogt*, 

14  :i,<iOO  Plet<rs  of  ftlil|vplj>g^  nmm  the  0AiJ  Iki«|  lo  th«  1*ttitkM« 

But  perliapi  tlicre  Is  Dotiiliig  that  wilJ  utifjw  thft  imttntnitity  of  ih^o  wofrJc  more  tbmi  llii»  rniu^Tol 
bri£k«t  bUHuHS  toeing  almost  loo  %m\k\}  a  dcnamination  to  «ijirt?>,i  the  nuoib^i*     Ti»k»c  •ii;tfrfii€Ot»  are 


'  511   Iri'iij*- 


Ml       lU«lM[ 


I 


J 


I  ir  niinntw tdi?iQiil»  jtfc  AWkound^* 
Villi"  uf  UiV  IMAIT9  9Mbi>mXM  pibue 


Jrequentljf  i>f>t  believed  0r  net  ilDlH>^^■V^tlrd  b-f  *r 
uipvent  impossibility  ^f  a  r> 
IakL  do  teroi»  (rim  be  u£«d  to  ''■ 

Bwt  U«  rt'LT-nr  h  not  th«  only   uirsu  111  iNi.^  .i.jMr«t^;        li:-.  .. 

HHwny  i'-..l  ■■■(,1,1  I  huikJln^*  ure  com|ww<*»d  of  h^Jtidredtof  pi' 
edifice^  f..,ii >r  i  .f  .>v<?r  n  thnusdn'l  pirr^f,  it  trii»iii  yfnyj 
perS:On*  wetf^       ,.:r-^    .j  in  n^g  toti^tnirticrtf.  indudin^  th^  hi:.,  uilj.  *=.(.  i 

It  wiH  b<>  ]    r  .    1^  .hrndf  IhsLt  thiA  Moiid  U  va»Uy  ditiW«*tit  i'loin  n  imwiri' 

thiibly  »iipvu£^r  Lo  ipy  rippTeae«tfttl<ji!  upon  f^n«''f  «'  r^t^vii**;  facli  buUdfiMf  li^itx, 

uOdiiif ,  Kiid  Ui»  whole  dijferin^  from  ikt  af fi^'r  tn  ^csnf  i|f  •£i'#. 

ABOVE   Tj;ii    M«JiHit   IS   A 

MAGNIFICENT   0ANOP7I 

;.  OF  CARVED  WORK,  IM  GOTHIC  ARCHITBCTURE^ 

^%h  orniimealiij  pk^DGt^tefr  und  formlnf  coinpartmirTiit^  La  wbleli  ttro  OOj  !■  AL?f TISflff,  b^ 

the  tb\t  ftftiiUj  uf  1N»*  jpfijit4|Wil  •       '   * 

SOSINISS  E^TABUSHMENTS,  MAWUFACTOfllES,  HOTEU,  ETC,  IN  THE  cmi 
Ciiii<i{iy  In  imm^mfi  ittAiitif  upon  myilllaiot  ccdAimiHt  mid  i»vi tb:it>ieiiiif  ih»  whitlw  nrm  iff  ito 

«Olafv,  ll  Lt  ooc  »f  tlw  (Q^«t  ftpJ«iidia  tp#diinfiui  of  omiaiMriti  wotli  dvc 


Pbbraps  no  stronger  ar^ment  can  be  adduced  in  proof  of  the  accuracy' 
and  beauty  of  this  Modoi  than  the  universal  enthusiasm  with  which  it 
has  been  received  by  the  New  York  press. 

A  few  short  extracts  from  the  hundreds  of  encomiums  pronounced 
npon  it  arc  hereby  subjoined. 


From  N.  Y.  ExpresBy  Ffh.  IftfA.  1846. 
It  is  one  of  the  most  remarkat>ltt  pieces  of 
mechanbm  we  have  ever  heard  of.    1 1  in  an  ac 
tual  miniature  in  carved  wood  of  this  entire  city. 

From  N,  Y. Mirror .^March  M,  1S46. 

We  hope  it3»  perscvennj»  proprietor  will  re- 
ceive patronage  of  our  citizen*:  that  sliall  in 
tome  net^reo  remunerate  him  for  this  expen- 
sive and  laboriou^F  eii'ort  of  his  industry  and 
talent. 

Fnm  N.  Y.  Sun,  ^farch  lU/i,  IS  16. 

It  will  in  sliort  be  a  perfect  miniature  of  New 
York— the  metropolis  of  America— the  fourth 
city  in  the  world,  and  from  iis  name  alone  will 
attract  more  attention  in  this,  and  tlte  old 
country,  than  any  thine  of  the  kind  ever  exhih- 
ited.  "Wc  heartily  wish  Mr.  Belden  that  success 
which  he  so  justly  merits. 

From  N.  Y.  Sun,  March  lh(A,  lS-16. 

Not  only  are  the  public  buildini^s,  churches 
fcc.  exact  »:peciiriens  of  architecture  on  a  small 
■cale,  but  every  bihabitant  of  New  York  will 
be  enabled  to  recognize  his  own  dwelling.  In 
Ihct  the  whole  expanse  of  streets,  lanes  n.*id 
houses,  will  lie  stretched  out  b.fore  the  visiter 
as  it  would  appear  to  a  person  viewing  it  from 
1  balloon— with  this  advantage— that  he  will  be 
•pared  the  nervous  feeling"  incidental  to  an 
•ronautic  expedition,  and  be  enabled  to  view  it 
from  any  point  he  pleases. 

Fiom  N,  Y.  Sun,  March  33J,  1846. 
In  a  word  it  presents  as  exact  a  view  of  New 
York,  as  the  ciiyitiielf  would  if  viewed  through 
tlie  inverted  end  of  a  telescope.  In  conclusion 
we  can  but  feel  C€»rlain.  that  this  great  under- 
takina  of  Mr.  Belden  will  be  duly  appreciated 
Bot  only  by  the  citiz'^ns  of  this  metropoli<:  and 
the  sister  cities  of  our  republic,  but  by  the  in- 
habitants of  those  foreign  countries,  to  whose 
shores  Mr.  Helden  may  sec  fit  to  transport  the 

Keat  city  ot  the  New  World  ;  and  that  it  will 
!  to  him  the  source  of  an  ample  fortune. 

From  N,  Y.  Tribune ,  April  Ath,  1846. 
This  wc  conceive  to  be  one  ot  the  greatest 
■ndertakinffs  ever  attempted.  The  Model  is 
oonstructefl  u])on  an  ininionse  platform  reprc- 
■enting  the  ground  with  all  its  natural  eli.-va- 
tions  and  d«.*pre.«sions,  and  tlic  eye  of  the  spec- 
ter takes  in  atone  view  every  object  with  its 
relative  size,  projHir tions  and  color,  from  the 
Battery  to  fkllevue  Hospital.  Indeed  it  would 
■ecm  as  if  bv  some  iiiuiuMise  mechanical  power, 
ttie  whole  city  hail  l^een  compressed  into  .small- 
or  limits,  accurately  preserving  its  outlines  and 
mmutevt  traits! 

^fc     From  N.  Y.  True  Swn,  April  16,  18-16. 

This  Model  will  undoubtedly  be  the  most  at- 
liyctire  and  interedtinj^  exhibition  ever  submit- 


ted to  the  public,  and  will  be  viewed  by  i 
countless  host  in  all  parts  of  the  Union. 

From  N.  Y,  Tribune,  April  17M,  1S46 
The  immense  labor  and  great  ingenuity  dis- 
phiyed  in  the  construction  of  the  Model  of  New 
York,  is  the  theme  of  admiration  of  aU  those 
persons,  who  have  been  permitted  to  view  this 
great  work  while  in  progress.  When  completed 
wc  question  if  it  will  not  be  recognized  through- 
out the  United  States  by  the  ioubriguet  of  Aetr 
York  Junior,  from  the  strong  family  likeness  it 
bears  to  its  elder  sister. 

Fr&m  N.  Y.  Tribum,  AfrU  2Sd,  1S46. 
This  Model,  with  its  magnificent  canopy,  will 
be  the  greatest  work  of  the  kind  ever  under* 
taken  either  in  this  country  or  Europe,  and,  ia 
its  exhibition  in  all  the  imnortam  cities  of  both 
Hemispheres,  will  be  Yisxted  by  thousands.  ^ 

From  ^.  y.  Evening  Post,  AprS  23d,  1S46. 
It  is  the  mobt  surprising  and  elaborate  piece 
of  mechanism  ever  achieved.    Our  fellow  citi- 
zens cannot  fail  to  recognize  their  own  dwell* 
ins;s  and  other  familiar  objects,  and  the  inhab- 
itants of  distant  cities,  by  having  this  beaiitiful 
miniature  brought  to  thpir  firesides,  will  derive 
^  from  it  ail  the  advantages  of  an  actual  visit 
to  this  great  metnjpolis,  without  incurring  the 
expenses  and  inconveniences  attendant  upon  a 
sojourn  in  a  large  city. 

From  N.   Y,  Com.  Advertiser,  April  23d,  I8i6. 

The  great  number  of  objects  worthy  of  re. 
mark  in  this  Model  are  too  numerous  for  a  single 
notice.  We  shall  recur  to  it  again,  but  cannot 
close  without  expressing  our  conviction  that  in 
undertaking  this,  the  greatest  work  of  the  kind 
ever  attempted.  Mr.  Belden  has  earned  for 
himself  the  gratitude  of  every  New  Yorker,  as 
»vell  as  that  pecuniary  reward  to  which  enter- 
prise and  talent  arc  entitled. 

From  N.  Y.  Com.  Adr.  April  29,  IMC. 

The  advantages  to  our  busine.«s  ineu,  not  oni  v 
in  every  locality*  of  the  laiited  State.*:  but  in  all 
theprincipal  cities  of  Europe,  must  be  manituld 
at  a  time  when  increasing  facilities  «if  commu- 
nication arc  rapidly  abolisliing  di>timce. 

From  .v.  V.  Trihunr,  May  im,  1M6. 
It  is  to  E.  Porter  Bilden,  F>q.,  the  talen:e."i 
proprielorof  the  Model  of  New  Yoik,  rowloir. 
the  commercial  and  tra«liiig  interests  ol  iLe 
community  arc  indebted  for  this  vahable  in- 
\ention— a  gentleman  w^ho.  in  achieting  one  of 
the  most  exlensixe  and  el.'ilx>r.»te  work^  of  art 
ever  attempted,  has  immortalized  his  name. 

From  iV.  Y.  True  Sun,  May  \GtK,  1846. 
None  but  those  who  have  sei-n  it  can  form  ail 
idea  of  the  vn<(t  attraction  which  this  exbibitiott 
will  possess  for  the  citizens  of  distant  states^ 


UODKt      dr     NgW     YOIiK. 


Frpm  N.  Y.  Mm.  Mirrt^,  Mny  1*1, 1^6. 


|onff*d  to  Tkit, 

It  in  tt  1^1(9^1  tk  nmdeTtiiMiigT  ^°^J  ' 
Ciff  iiiitroiiiigc.    Whpn  M^iipleiisd  it 

«xlvnitrf  Lhling  of  the  kind  ui  i..^^  ..^.t,... 
^^>f«  N.  Y.  THbme,  Julii  2d,  1  S«?. 
1tl*jpff*p)"''ioi't!escri;'e*  ilic  thankw  mifl  good 
-^e«  w(  I  he  cUisens  at  liew  York  fbr  Jh* 
i^lUl  miinfirr  ia  wUkli  he  h*9  poiiruycd  our 
W©  city,  JMid  f4Jr  Ibe  ^ety  ceurrijei  idea  oi 
tiut  conidierti«  which  It  mU  convey  to  tii« 
^ert  In  ihv  far  Wi'str  ^^  ^^  ^^  ^^  ^*  "^* 
ibil4JtU  of  fbreif  (1  ct^imtriea, 

'  Truly,  itib  ufniiertiLkiti^  wU]  be^j  cctmpvlsaa 

-  Frtm  N,  Y.  Evt.  Mirror  ^Jui^  2d,  1840. 
It  is  certainly  one  of  ihc  mosl  gi^nlic  pro- 
Jtets  9Ver  eoneeived^  und  has  beeo  eiei-uietl 
With  siitih  atleption  lo  d«ttiiJ,  tbn[  il  will  b^ 
l4«9«d  with  ii»tDiibtmi«ni  baxh  la  the  (JdICihI 
il&t«5  mnd  Ekirofie. 

Frf/m  N.  F.  Trt^  Smm>  Jafy  4/ A,  1S46, 
The  utrmraey  with  whit'h  evfiy  miiiule  rtb- 
ict  is  fitiiahed,  i?«  iruly  nMounding^  anil  we  wrt 
'ii^c«d  ihni  the  poblJo  at  large  are  IHtJ* 
rmre  of  the  imrzieiise  tAb&i  be^to^ed  upaa  this 
%erk  to  render  it  foch  a  prrfecrl  J'bj;  witnili  of 
the  city. 

J^yoTO  .¥.  ¥,  Em.  mrrer,  July  CWA^  1  »16. 
lue  Parisians  have  ^  say  lug  IhAt  ^^Ii«  who 
tuit  Been  Paria  has  !»cetv  oothinf"?  if  we 
ige  the  Ii3m^  of  the  city  the  remitTk  witl 
y  to  thla  exhtbiiioai  for  ere  Jong  to««:know 
lg|P  that  one  ha»  ooE  se^n  the  Mfid#l  of  Now 
iTotk  wUI  be  to  argtiE  oi       \     , '  ,,1  wtj^  ©f  what 
Se  eqtlally  tiL-rigrteabV  ibd*. 

'  '     FrtjfB  iV,  l\  .I/A  !*>  ,■, ,  J , . . ,,  .  J .  V ,  >  V  It; 

Of  tea  lideiity  and  eit|uiiiat«  ii<. 
^eik  *ilh  uii  c*i  iii*vocal  pT%be — Bo  i : 

Siats  hfive  been  overlooked;  ev^ry  bujiin 
d  ohject  of  iotereet  in  thisp  vsLvt  rnnircipn.;!. 
'1^  b«cn  moilei^lled  with  iifi  nct^UTftcy  mut!  tiiH>«li 
•f  01  ec  lit  io»  riMlJ  y  ewrp  r  bin?, 

Fram  N.  T.  Tr^uiif,  JV/^/  T3?^  IP  16 
Tbt  Whole  canopy  fire^tjn  ,-: 

|ipp«4ram"R,  and  coinbinfis  v. 
pfOducQ  a  work  of  an  '\K 
fo  the  ^nius  of  Mr,  fi 
'4»cior  .-ifid  proiiti«?tof-- 
m  thts  worirl.     T*^ 
VsnM  Tiieh  na  ai' . 
Inishad  In  j^ndi   >  >- 

not  I'CfSLrid  it  iUi  liny  uLli'Jr  I:  J  on**, 

*  '  Fro*^  JV.  Y,  ^iT*  p,>i,^ 

•  t)ur  friends  shr  ' '       - 
irppartunSly  of 
|bpt|tl  of  &11  «^ui 
iphSch  jft  the  r«^!^lt  Qt  l: 
|nd  t^Nnt  which  his  i 
Ibo  O'lefid  arts  and  &i^.^m 
#omLUkes  m  the  world. 


FroKTi  iV.  r.  Efrolil,  Aiy  S^A,  !FU»». 
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Fr««  N,  Y.  Bw,  Mirfitr,  Jxiir^i,  \%\^. 

Our  frii'-niN  shorn Ut  Lo««4  no  lime  lu  vbiiii^ 
Lhifl  won'  ''   of  art, 

Fr».^  pM»r,  Jnhf  aon,  ia|| 
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is  gUr.vcllnB;  r'  mm 
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and  li  a  i^  Lo  L^:  <'ili."lMlt-''l  -u-  • 
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pi  J  hi?  Atnf  rJcaii  AletTOpotj-; 


1 1  ]i»«Tr#<ii 


If  Sft w  <*f  tht  i^ 

Friw*  thf  Knifkabo€ktr  Maft^sinp,  SrpL  l£4«. 
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1V«%1   IftillTlftlin 
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wife.        ut 

FIFTY-THIRD    VOLUME. 

I  Editors.     JOHN  A.  GRAY,  P-^^^ 


LOUIS  GATLOEB  CLARE, 
Dr,  JAMES  0   NOTES, 


Aruangkmexts   have  been   made  with  the  fallowing   popular  authors   firj 
Dtribulioris  to  the  Fift}^ -Third  volame  of  the  KxiCKKitBocKER,  coinpi 
Dicvc,  a  greater  amount  and  variety  ^if  tnlent  tlnn  li:tvr.  <?ver  been  fui 
TTjaguzme  in  the  cxiuntry: 


1 1 i.. -..',.  .jj 


MTZ  CiREEXE  HALLECK, 
Ub.  OLIVER  W.  HOLMES, 
DONALf)  (».  MITCHELL, 
tHox.  G.  P.  li  JAMES, 
PARK   Br^  '  ^^"V. 
Rrv.  F.  \  V  I  >N. 

Dk.  J.  W    1    ,.-..., is 
E.  L.  fiODKIN. 

JOHX  PfUKNiX, 
PA.  VVILOKK, 
Mji»,  E.  KEV   blunt, 


Da,  J    W,   tKANCrS, 
GULIAX  C.  AT^BPLANCK, 
H.  T.  TCCKERMAN, 
GEORGE  VV.  Cl-KTIS^ 

i ^  ...  ..i..'  -\OHTH, 

MANTOX  M.  MARBLE. 

FirZ  JAMES  O'BRIEN 

T.  B.  ALDRICH, 

JAMES  W.  MORRIS, 

Mii8  CARULINE  CflESKBRO, 


Number  of  the  Kntiikkkuoce^k  contains  a  stoel-filnte  engraving, 

_ # »^.— —     -    -■ 

Unprecedented    inducements  for  New  SubscribersJ 


kxij  person  fbrwardiit;:  10  ii«-\v  sr;  -Tibwrnptioiis,  (Sao.)  wiU 
ertt'Ct   \\\\^  1^    H»   nr»rp«.  ^^f  hnd    'n    T<^.'i  ^s,  Kansas,  lf»WA,  or 


premiums  Ibr  tQ»  4 


I  in  the 


,     VV  Liie  r 
'  tie  mcatis  ',■     '  - 
itioD  to  nnotlitr;  aud  til  u 
proeurt'  a  ftirtn  atid  a  honn 

JOHN  A.  GRAY,  Plbmsbeb  ax»  Piuxtek, 

Id  and  18  Jacob  St.,  oor.  FriuiJEfbi*t  St,  ISmm  Zmt\ 


'i  muu  iu  every  Viliftg^  1 
id^  in  tJiir  West 


AM£HICAN    AJ?n>    POBEIGN 

ICV/SPAPER  AND  PERIODICAL  OrHICE, 

Nos.  14  &  16  Ann  Street,  Ne-vr-York. 
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ntii^:  und  boek  nnujiWn  or  ibe  I 


vr<»  hAvx  f«*ff«>r  itnAlt  *pw  fth*?!  nWfi^A  rrffalre  caib  In  luSvtuicfi 
.     '  --.^  .    »    i i<  ....    - .  ^  j,»«kfiil  In  our  tmLnhlitrbiaani;  tt  W€aao« 


